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M    E    N. 
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Caflllane,  general  of  Candy. 
Antinous,  fon  to  Caffilane,  and  his  competitor. 
Fernando,  a  Venetian  captain,  fervant  to  Annophel. 
Philander,  prince  of  Cyprus,  pajfionately  in  love  with 

Erota. 

Gonzalo,  an  ambitious  politick  lord  of  Venice. 
Gafpero,  fecretary  of  ftate. 
Melitus,  a  gentleman  of  Candy. 
Arcanes,  a  noble  foldier^  friend  to  Cafftlane. 
Decius,  friend  to  Antinous. 


Paolo  Michael,  a  Venetian  ambajjador. 

Mochingo,  an  ignorant  fervant  to  Erota. 

Gentlemen. 

Soldiers. 

Servants. 

W    O    M    E    N. 

Erota,  a  princefs^  imperious ,  and  of  an  overwearing  beauty 
Annophel,  daughter  to  Caffilane. 
Hyparcha,  attendant  on  the  princefs  Erota. 
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A    c    f     i. 


Enitr  Gafpero  and  Melitus. 

IR;  you're  the  very  friend  I  wifh'd  to 

meet  with ; 

I  have  a  large  difcourfe  invites  your  ear 
To  be  an  auditor. 

Gafp.  And  what  concerns  it  ? 
MeL  The  fadly-thriving  progrefs  of  the  loves 
Between  my  lord  the  prince,  and  that  great  lady, 
Whofe  infolence,  and  never-yet-match'd  pride, 
Can  by  no  character  be  well  exprefs'd, 
But  in  her  only  name,  the  proud  Erota '. 

Gafp.  Alas,  Mclitus,  1  mould  guefs  the  beft 
Succeis  your  prinCe  could  find  from  her,  to  be 
As  harm  as  the  event  doth  prove :  But  now 
'1  is  not  a  time  to  pity  paflionate  griefs  % 

1  Wbofe  infolence^  and  never-  fet-rnutcb'd  pride, 
Can  by  no  cbaracler  be  ivcll  expreffd1, 

But  in  her  only  name,  the  proud  Erota.]  It  is  difficult,  by  any 
etymology,  to  reconcile  this  name  and  character  to  each  other.  From 
Epa.'?  c?n  only  be  derived  the  attributes  of  lo<ve  ;  and  from  Hpw?  thole 
oi great nefty  on  which  infolence  and  pridt  are  indeed  not  uncommon, 
though  not  conftant,  attendai;:^. 

1  Paffionate'rm/}.]  i.  e.  Griefs  proceeding  from  Iwf. 

A  2  When 
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The  fenate  is  about  to  fit,  and  crave 
Your  prefence. 

Gafp.  What,  fo  fuddenly  ? 

Me/.  Thefe  letters 
Will  fhew  the  caufes  why. 

Gafp.  Heav'n,  thou  art  great, 
And  worthy  to  be  thank'd  ! 

Mel.  Your  countenance,  Sir, 
Doth  promife,  fome  good  tidings. 

Gafp.  Oh,  the  bed 

And  happieft  for  this  land  that  e'er  was  told  ! 
All  the  Venetian  forces  are  defeated. 

Mel.  How,  Sir  ? 

Gafp.  And  what  doth   add    fome   delight  more, 

there  is 

Amongft  the  foldiers  a  contention 
Who  mall  be  the  triumpher  ;  and  it  ftands 
Doubtful  between  a  father  and  his  fon, 
Old  Caffilane,  and  young  Antinous. 

Mel.  Why  may  not  both  demand  it  ? 

Gafp.  The  law  denies  it ; 
But,  where  the  foldiers  do  not  all  confent. 
The  parties  in  contention  are  referr'd 
To  plead  before  the  fenate  ;  and  from  them 
Upon  an  open  audience  to  be  judg'd 
The  chief,  and  then  to  make  demands. 

Mel.  You  ravifh  me  with  wonder  and  delight. 

Gafp.  Come  ^  as  we  walk,  I  mail  more  fully  inform 
you.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Caffilane,  Arcanes^  Antinous,  and  Deems. 

Caff.  Admit  no  foldier  near  us,  till  the 'fenate 
Have  took  their  places. 

Arc.  You're  obey'd,  my  lord. 

Ant.  Decius,  fall  off. 

Dec.  I  fhall. 

Caff.  Give  leave,  Arcanes.         [Exe.  Arc.  and  Dec. 
Young  man,  come  nearer  to  me !  Who  am  I  ? 

Ant. 
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Ant.  It  were  a  fin  againft  the  piety 
Of  filial  duty,  if  I  fhould  forget 
The  debt  I  owe  my  father  on  my  knee. 
Your  pleafure  ? 

Caff.  What!  folow?  canft  thou  find  joints, 
Yet  be  an  elephant  ?  Antinous,  arife  j 
Thou  wilt  belie  opinion,  and  rebate 
Th*  ambition  of  thy  gallantry,  that  they 
Whofe  confidence  thou  haft  bewitch'd,  fhould  fee 
Their  little  god  of  war  kneel  to  his  father, 
Tho*  in  my  hand  I  did  grafp  thunder. 

Ant.  Sir, 

For  proof  that  I  acknowledge. you  the  author 
Of  giving  me  my  birth,  I  have  difcharg'd 
A  part  or  my  obedience.     But  if  now 
You  mould  (as  cruel  fathers  do)  proclaim 
Your  right,  and  tyrant-like  ufurp  the  glory 
Of  my  peculiar  honours,  not  denv'd 
From  fucceflary  %  but  purchased  with  my  blood, 
Then  I  mull  (land  firft  champion  for  myielf 
Againft  all  interpoiers. 

Caff.  Boldly  urg'd, 

And  proudly  !  I  could  love  thee,  did  not  anger 
Confult  with  juft  difdain,  in  open  language 
To  call  thee  moil  ungrateful.    Say  freely, 
Wilt  thou  reiign  the  flatteries  whereon 
The  reeling  pillars  of  a  popular  breath 
Have  rais'd  thy  giant-like  conceit,  to  add 
A  fuffrage  to  thy  father's  merit  ?  Speak. 

Ant.  Sir,  hear  me  :   Were  there  not  a  chronicle 
Well  pcnn'd  by  all  their  tongues,  who  can  report 
What  they  have  feen  you  do ;  or  had  you  not 
Bed  in  your  own  performance  writ  yourlelf, 


net  dtri<v  d 


Fromfuffeflary.']  Mr.  Theobald  would  read,  either/rww  fuct -effort , 
or  from  anieftry  \  Mr.  Seward  prints.  Not  derw*  d  NOR  fucctj/ary. 
But  as  it  is  not  iinpoffible  but  the  Authors,  with  their  ulual  licence  of 
plirafeology,  meant  by  the  words,  not  derived  from  SUCCBSSARY,  to 
fignify,  *  not  derived  from  fucceffion,'  we  have  followed  the  old  au 
thority. 

A  4  And 
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And  been  your  own  text,  I  would  undertake 

Alone,  without  the  help  of  art  or  chara6ter  % 

But  only  to  recount  your  deeds  in  arms, 

And  you  fhould  ever  then  be  fam'd  a  precedent 

Of  living  victory  :  But,  as  you  are 

Great,  and  well  worthy  to  be  ililed  great, 

It  would  betray  a  poverty  of  fpirit 

In  me  to  obftruct  my  fortunes,  or  defcent, 

If  I  mould  coward-like  furrender  up 

Th'  int'reft,  which  th'  inheritance  of  your  virtue, 

And  mine  own  thrifty  fate,  can  claim  in  honour. 

My  lord,  of  all  the  mafs  of  fame,  which  any 

That  wears  a  fword,  and  hath  but  feen  me  fight, 

Gives  me,  I  will  not  ihare,  nor  yield  one  jot, 

One  tittle ! 

Caff.  Not  to  me  ? 

Ant.  You  are  my  father, 
Yet  not  to  you. 

Caff.  Ambitious  boy,  how  dar'ft  thou 
To  tell  me,  that  thou  wilt  contend  ? 

Ant.  Had  I 

Been  flothful,  and  not  followed  you  in  all 
The  {traits  of  death,  you  might  have  juftly  then 
Reputed  me  a  baftard :  'Tis  a  cruelty, 
More  than  to  murder  innocents,  to  take 
The  life  of  my  yet-infant  honour  from  me. 

Caff.  Antinous,  look  upon  this  badge  of  age, 
Thy  father's  grey-hair'd  beard  :  Full  fifty  years, 
(And  more  than  half  of  this,  ere  thou  wert  born) 
I  have  been  known  a  foldier  -,  in  which  time 

-5  Without  the  help  of  art,  or  character.]  If  this  be  genuine,  the 
word  character  mult  fignify  the  fame  with  rhetorick  or  oratory,  but 
as  the  change  of  the  pa:  tide  will  turn  it  to  a  verb  and  render  it  appli 
cable  to  the  context  in  its  ufual  acceptation,  I  have  ventured  to  make 
the  change.  Seaward. 

Mr.  Sewar*  chutes  to  read,  without  (be  help  of  art,  to  cK&raffer. 
The  old  text  requires  no  alteration,  and  the  word  character  need  not 
*  fignify  the  fame  with  rhetorick  or  oratory,'  but  types  9  or  letters, 
in  which  fenfe  it  is  ufed  to  this  day.  *  You  know  the  char  after 
'  (meaning  the  handwriting)  to  be  your  brother's,'  fays  Gloceiter  in 
Kin*  Lear. 

I  found 
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I  found  no  difference  'twixt  war  and  peace, 
For  war  was  peace  to  me,  and  peace  was  war. 
Antinous,  mark  me  well ;  there  hath  not  liv'd 
Thefe  fifty  years  a  man  whom  Crete  preferr'd 
Before  thy  father ;  let  me  boldly  boaft, 
Thy  father,  both  for  difcipline  and  action, 
Hath  fo  long  been  the  firft  of  all  his  nation  : 
Now,  canft  thou  think  it  honeft,  charitable, 
Nay  humane,  being  fo  young,  my  fon,  my  child, 
Begot,  bred,  taught  by  me,  by  me  thy  father, 
For  one  day's  fervice,  and  that  one  thy  firft', 
To  rob  me  of  a  glory  which  t  fought  for 
A  half  of  hundred  years  ? 

Ant.  My  cafe  obferves 
Both  equity  and  precedents  j  for,  Sir, 
That  very  day  whereon  you  got  your  fame, 
You  took  it  from  fome  other,  who  was  then 
Chief  in  repute,  as. you  are  now,  and  had  been 
Perhaps  as  many  years  deferving  that 
Which  you  gain'd  in  a  day,  as  I  have  mine. 

Caff.  But  he  was  not  my  father  then,  Antinous  ; 
Thou  leav'ft  out  that. 

Ant.  Sir,  had  he  been  your  father, 
He  had  been  then  immortal  •,  for  a  father 
Heightens  his  reputation  where  his  ion 
Inherits  it ;  as,  when  you  give  us  life, 
Your  life  is  not  diminifh'd,  but  renew'd 
In  us  when  you  are  dead,  and  we  are  flill 
Your  living  images. 

Caff.  So  be  thou  curs'd 
In  thy  pofterity,  as  I  in  thee, 
Difhonourable  boy !  Oh,  mall  that  fun, 
Which  not  a  year  yet  fince  beheld  me  mounted 
Upon  a  fiery  fteed,  waving  my  fword, 
And  teaching  this  young  man  to  manage  arms, 
That  was  a  raw,  frefh  novice  in  the  feats 
Of  chivalry,  (hall  that  fame  fun  be  witnefs 

6  ^ m •"•^^^•^^^•^•^^^^•^•*  — 

for  one  day  3  fervice y  and  that  on  tbjfrft.']  Corrcded  in  1750. 

Againft 
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Againft  this  brat,  of  his  ingratitude  ? 
Who,  to  eclipfe  the  light  of  my  renown, 
Can  no  way  hope  to  get  a  noble  name, 
But  by  the  treading  on  his  father's  greatnefs ! 
Thou  wilt  not  yield  ? 

Enter  Arcams  and  Decius. 

Ant.  My  life,  but  not  the  prize 
My  fword  hath  purchas'd. 

Arc.  The  fenate,   my  lord, 
Are  here  at  hand,  and  all  the  foldiets 
Begin  to  throng  about  them. 

Caff.  Now,  Arcanes, 
The-- 

Arc.  What,  Sir? 

Caff.  Trifles  will  affront  us  ;  that 
Fine  fighting  {tripling  ! 

Arc.  Let  him  have  the  fhame  on't. 
'Pleafe  you  withdraw  on  this  fide. 

Caff.  My  great  heart 
Was  never  quail'd  before. 

Dec.  My  lord,  be  confident ; 
Let  not  your  father  daunt  you. 

Ant.  Decius,  whither 
Mud  I  withdraw  ? 

Dec.  On  this  fide.     See,  the  foldiers 
Attend  your  pleafure.     Courage,  Sir  •,  the  fenate. 

Caff.  Way 'for  the  fenate! 

Enter  Porphycio,  Poffenne,  three  Senators,  Gonzalo,Gaf- 

pero,  and  Soldiers. 
Gon.  My  good  lords,  I  know  not 
What  tax  of  arrogance  I  may  incur, 
Should  I  prefume,  tho*  courted  by  your  favours, 
To  take  a  place  amongft  you.     I  had  rather 
Give  proof  of  my  unfeign'd  humility 
By  this 7,  tho'  mean,'  yet  more  becoming  place, 

7  Give  proof  of  my  unfeignd  humility ' 

$y  force,  tb<?  mean,  yet  more  b  scorning  j>L  ce.~\  To  give  prcofof 

an 
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Than  run  the  hazard  of  a  doubtful  cenfure. 

Poff.  My  lord,  your  wifdom  is  both  known  and  tried \ 
We  cannot  rank  you  in  a  nobler  friendfhip 
Than  your  great  fervice  to  the  ftate  deiervcs. 

Porp b.  Will't  pleafe  you  fit  ? 

Enter  Fernando,  witb  Solfiers. 

Gon.  What,  here,  my  lord  Porphycio  ? 
It  mud  not  be. 

Porpb.  My  lord,  you  are  too  modeft. 

Gon.  It  is  no  feafon  to  be  troublefomc, 
Elfe- But  I've  done.    Your  lordfhips  are  obfcrv'd. 

Gaff.  Is  the  demandant  ready  ? 

Arc .  He  is  ready. 

Gaff.  Produce  him  then. 

Arc.  Before  this  facred  prefence, 
I,  by  a  general  confcnt,  am  made 
The  foldicr's  voice,  and  to  your  gracious  wifdcms 
Prelent,  as  chief  in  arms,  his  country's  champion, 
Caflilane. 

Dec.  Mod  reverend  lords,  you  hear  the  letter  number 
Of  thofe  who  have  been  guardians  to  this  country, 
Approve  this  champion  ;  I,  in  all  their  names 
Who  fought  for  Candy,  here  preient  before  you 
Themightieft  man  in  arms,  Antinous. 

an  unfeign'd  humility  by  force*  if  an  expreffion  evidently  abfurd,  and 
I  have  ventur'd  to  fubilitute  the  word  which  the  context  requires  in- 
ftcad  of forte.  But  it  may  be  objected,  that  \\oids  (o  totnlly  different 
in  all  their  letters  as  this  *n<\  force  could  iiOt  eafiiy  be  miltook  for  each 
other,  either  by  tranfcriber  or  printer.  This,  I  allow,  has  very 
rarely  happened,  though  fometime*  it  has,  as  in  the  firll  fcene  of  the 
Faithful  Shepherdefs,  feel  was  wiote  inftead  ofgoe.  But  in  fuch  grea; 
charges,  without  the  authority  of  au  old  edition,  conjedlure  oughc 
not  to  dic^r.te  any  emendation,  unlefs  it  can  give  a  probable  reaion 
for  the  corruption  ;  and  in  this  c:fe  I  think  tkere  is  one.  Every  man 
converiant  in  criticifm  knows  how  often  marginal  ccmrrtnts  have  crept 
into  the  text.  J  imagine  therefore  that  ionic  perfon  \vho  faw  the 
pride  of  Caflilane,  and  that  his  urftign'd  humility  here  was  really  a 
/orcVone,  wrote  by  force  in  the  margin,  which  the  printer  thinking 
a  correction  inferted  in  the  text.  SrwarJ. 

We  have  adopted  Mr.  Seward's  emendation,  though  we  can  by  no 
means  allow  that  he  has  given  •  a  probable  reafon  for  the  corruption.' 

Speak, 
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Speak,  fellow-foldiers  ! 

Sold.  Antinous,  Antinous ! 

Gafp.  Stand  by,  all,  faye  the  two  competitors, 

foff.  My  lords,  how  much  your  country  owes  you 

both, 

The  due  reward  of  your  defertful  glories, 
Muft  to  poflerity  remain  :  But  yet 
Since,  by  our  law,  one  only  can  make  claim 
To  the  propofed  honours  which  you  both 
(It  feems)  have  truly  merited,  take  leave 
Freely  to  plead  your  rights  •,  we  fhall  attend  ye, 

forpb.  Wherein  priority  of  voice  is  granted, 
Lord  Cafiilane,  to  you  ;  for  that  your  rare 
And  long  experience  in  the  courfe  of  war, 
As  well  doth  challenge  it,  as  the  beft  privilege 
Of  order  and  civility,  for  that     . 
You  are  your  brave  opponent's  worthy  father. 
Say,  countrymen,  are  you  content  ? 

Sold.  Ay,  ay. 

Caff.  Right  grave,  right  gracious  fathers  !  how  unfit 
It  is  for  me,  that  all  my  life-time  have 
Been  pradlis'd  in  the  fchool  of  blood  and  (laughter, 
To  bandy  words  now  in  my  life's  laft  farewell, 
Your  wifdoms  will  confider :  Were  there  pitch'd 
Another,  and  another  field,  like  that 
Which,  not  yet  three  days  fince,  this  arm  hath  fcatter'd, 
Defeated,  and  made  nothing,  then  the  man 
That  had  a  heart  to  think  he  could  but  follow 
(For  equal  me  he  fhould  not)  thro'  the  lanes 
Of  danger  and  amazement,  might  in  that, 
That  only  of  but  following  me,  be  happy, 
Reputed  worthy  to  be  made  my  rival : 
For  'tis  not,  lords,  unknown  to  thofe  about  me, 
(My  fellow-foldiers)  firft,  with  what  a  confidence 
I  led  them  on  to  fight,  went  on  (till,  and, 
As  if  I  could  have  been  a  fecond  nature, 
As  well  in  heartening  them  by  my  example, 
As  by  my  exhortation,  I  gave  life 
To  quicken  courage,  to  inflame  revenge, 

To 
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To  heighten  refolution ;  in  a  word, 

To  out-do  a&ion.     It  boots  not  to  difcover, 

How  that  young  man,  who  was  not  fledg'd  nor  fkill'd 

In  martial  play,  was  ev'n  as  ignorant 

As  childilh ;  but  I  lift  not  to  difparage 

His  non-ability  :  The  fignal  given 

Of  battle,  when  our  enemies  came  on, 

(Direded  more  by  fury,  than  by  warrant 

Of  policy  and  ftratagem)  I  met  them, 

I,  in  the  fore-front  of  the  armies,  met  them  j 

And,  as  if  this  old  weather-beaten  body 

Had  been  compos'd  of  cannon -proof,  I  flood 

Thevollies  of  their  (hot.     I,  I  myfelf, 

Was  he  that  firftdif-rank'd  their  woods  of  pikes: 

But  when  we  came  to  handy  ftrokes,  as  often 

As  I  lent  blows,  fo  often  I  gave  wounds, 

And  every  wound  a  death.     I  may  be  bold 

To  juftify  a  truth  ^  this  very  fword 

Of  mine  (lew  more  than  any  twain  befides ! 

And,  which  is  not  the  lead  of  all  my  glory, 

When  he,  this  young  man,  hand  to  hand  in  fight, 

Was.by  the  general  of  the  Venetians, 

And  fuch  as  were  his  retinue,  unhors'd, 

I  ftepp'd  between,  and  rdcu'd  him  myiclf, 

Or  nodes'  hoofs  had  train  pled  him  to  dirt ; 

And  whilft  he  was  remounting,  I  maintainM 

The  combat  with  the  gallant  general, 

'Till,  having  taken  breath,  he  throng'd  before  me, 

Renew'd  the  fight,  and  with  a  fatal  blow, 

Stole  both  that  honour  from  me,  and  his  life 

From  him,  whom  I  before,  myfelf  alone, 

Had  more  than  full  three  quarters  kilPd  :  A  man 

Well  worthy  only  by  this  hand  to  have  died, 

Not  by  a  boy's  weak  pufh.     I  talk  too  much  ; 

But  'tis  a  fault  of  age  !  If  to  bring  home 

Long  peace,  long  victory,  ev'n  to  your  capitol ; 

If  to  fecure  your  kingdom,  wives,  and  children, 

Your  lives  and  liberties  ;  if  to  renown 

Your  honours  thro*  the  world,  to  fix  your  names, 

Like 
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Like  blazing  ftars  admir'd,  and  fear'd  by  all 
That  have  but  heard  of  Candy,  or  a  Cretan  ;   < 
Be  to  deferve  th'  approvement  of  my  manhood, 
Then  thus  much  have  I  done:  What  more,  examine 
The  annals  of,  my  life  ;  and  the.n  confider 
What  I  have  been,  and  am.     Lords,'  I  have  faid. 
Gon.  With  rev'rence  to  the  fenate,  is  it  lawful,; 
Without  your  cuftom's  breach,  to  fay  a  word  ? 
Poff.  Say  on,  my  lord  Gonzalo. 
Gon.  •  I  have  heard, 

And  with  no  little  wonder,  fuch  high  deeds' 
Of  chivalry  difcours'd,  that  I  eonfefs, 
I  do  not  think  the  worthies,  while  they  liv'd, 
All  nine,  deferv'd  as  much  applaufe,  or  memory^ 
As  this  one  :  But  who  can  do  aught  to  gain 
The  crown  of  honour  from  him,  muft  be  fomewha£ 
More  than  a  man.     You  tread  a  dang'rous  path, 
Yet  I  fhali  hear  you  gladly  ;  for,  believe  me, 
Thus  much  let  me  profefs,  in  honour's  caufe, 
1  would  not  to  my  father,  nor  my  king, 
(My  country's  father)  yield  :  If  you  tranfcend 
What  we  have  heard,  I  can  but  only  fay, 
That  miracles  are  yet  in  ufe,     I  fear 
I  have  offended, 

Porpb.  You  have  fpoken  nobly. 
Antinous,  ufe  your  privilege. 

Ant.  Princely  fathers, 
Ere  I  begin,  one  fuit  I  have  to  make  ;• 
'Tisjuft,  and  honourable. 

Porph.  &  Poff.  Speak^  and  have  it. 

Ant.  That  you  would  pleafe  the  foldiers  might  alt 

Hand 
Together  by  their  general^ 

Poff.  'Tis  granted. 
Ail  fall  to  yonder  fide  !  Go  on,  Antinous". 

Ant.  I  mall  be  brief  and  plain.    All  what  my  fathef 
(This  country's  patron)  hath  difcours'd,  is  true. 
Fellows  in  arms,  fpeak  you  y  is't  true  ? 
Sold.  True,  true* 

Ant. 
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Ant.  It  follows,  that  the  blaze  of  my  performance 
Took  light  from  >Vhat  I  law  him  do  :  And  thus 
A  city,  tho'  the  flame  be  much  more  dreadful, 
May  from  a  little  fpark  be  fet  on  fire. 
Of  all  what  I  have  done,  I  fhall  give  inftance 
Only  in  three  main  proofs  of  my  defert : 
Firft,  I  fought  out  (but  thro*  how  many  dangers, 
My  lords,  judge  you)  the  chief,  the  great  commander, 
The  head  of  that  huge  body,  whole  proud  weight 
Our  land  flirunk  under ;  him  I  found  and  fought  with, 
Fought  with,  and  (lew.     Fellows  in  arms,  fpeak  you-, 
Is't  true,  or  not  ? 

Sold.  True,  true. 

Ant.  When  hewasfall'n, 
The  hearts  of  all  our  advcrfarics 
Began  to  quail,  till  young  Fernando,  fon 
To  the  laftdukcof  Venice,  gather'd  head, 
And  foon  renew'd  the  field  •,  by  whofe  example, 
The  bold  Venetians  doubling  Itrcngth  and  courage, 
Had  got  the  better  of  the  day  :  Our  men, 
Suppofmg  that  their  adverfaries  grew 
Like  Hydra's  head,  recoil,  and  'gan  to  fly ; 
I  followed  them ;  and  what  I  laid,  they  know  : 
The  fum  on't  is  ;  I  call'd  them  back,  new  rank'd  them ; 
Led  on,  they  followed,  Ihrunk  not  till  the  end. 
Fellows  in  arms,  is't  true,  or  no  ? 

Sold.  True,  true. 

Ant.  Laitly,  to  finifh  all,  there  was  but  one, 
The  only  great  exploit  -,  which  was,  to  take 
Fernando  priibner,  and  that  hand  to  hand 
In  fingle  fight  I  did,  myfelf,  without 
The  help  of  any  arm,  lave  th*  arm  of  Heav'n. 
Speak,  loldicrs  •,  is  it  true,  or  no  ? 

Sold.  Antinjos,  Anunous ! 

Ant.  Behold  my  pnloncr,  fathers. 

Fern.  This  one  man 
Ruin'd  our  army,  and  hath  glorified 
Crete  in  her  robes  of  mightinefs  and  conqueft. 

Poff.  We  need  not  ufe  long  circumftance  of  words: 

Antinous, 
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Antinous,  thou  art  conqueror ;  the  Senate, 
The  foldiers,  and  thy  valour,  have  pronounc'd  it* 

All.  Antinous,  Antinous ! 

Porph.  Make  thy  demand. 

Caff.  Pleafe  ye,  my  lords,  give  leave 
That  I  may  part. 

Poff.  No,  Caflilane,  the  court 
Should  therein  be  dimonour'd  ;  don't  imagine 
We  prize  your  prefence  at  fo  flight  a  rate* 
Demand,  Antinous. 

Ant.  Thus,  my  lords  •,  to  witnefs 
How  far  I  am  from  arrogance*  or  thinking 
I  am  more  valiant,  tho'  more  favour'd, 
Than  my  mofl  matchlefs  father,  my  demand  is$ 
That,  for  a  lafting  memory  of  his  name, 
His  deeds,  his  real,  nay^  his  royal  worth, 
You  fet  up  in  your  capitol  in  brafs 
My  father's  ftatue,  there  to  Hand  for  ever, 
A  monument  and  trophy  of  his  victories, 
With  this  infcription,  to  fucceeding  ages  : 
6  Great  Caflilane,  patron  of  Candy's  peace^ 
4  Perpetual  triumpher.' 

Porpb.&PoJf.  It  is  granted. 
What  more  ? 

Ant.  No  more. 

Caff.  How,  boy  ? 

Gon.  Thou  art  immortal, 
Both  for  thy  fon-like  piety,  and  beauties 
Of  an  unconquer'd  mind  ! 

Ant-.  My  prifoner,  lords, 
To  your  more  facred  wifdoms  I  furrender  $ 
Fit  you  his  ranfom ;  half  whereof  I  give 
For  largefs  to  the  'foldiers,  th'  other  half 
To  the  erection  of  this  monument. 

Caff.  Ambitious  villain  ! 

Gon.  Thou  art  all  unimitable. - 

My  lords,  to  work  a  certain  peace  for  Candy 
With  Venice,  ufe  Fernando  like  a  prince ; 
His  ranfom  I'll  difburfe,  whate'er  it  be ; 

Yet 
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Vet  you  may  ftay  him  with  you,  'till  conditions 
Of  amity  lhall  be  concluded  on  : 
Are  ye  content  ? 

Porpb.  We  are,  and  ever  reft 
Both  friends  and  debtors  to  yournoblenefs. 

Gon\  Soldiers,  attend  me  in  the  market-place ; 
I'll  thither  lend  your  largefs. 

Sold.  Antinous,  Antinous !  [Exeunt. 

Caff".  I  have  a  fuit  too,  lords. 

Porpb.&Poff.  Propofeit; 
'Tis  yours,  if  fit  and  juft. 

Caff.  Let  not  my  fervices, 
My  being  forty  years  a  drudge,  a  pack-horfe, 
To  you  and  to  the  ftate,  be  branded  now 
With  ignominy  ne'er  to  be  forgotten  : 
Rear  me  no  monument,  unlcfs  you  mean 
To  have  me  fam'd  a  coward,  and  be  llamp'd  ib. 

Poff.  We  under  (land  you  not. 

Caff.  Proud  boy,  thou  doft, 
And  tyrant-like  inlult'ft  upon  my  fhame. 

Ant.  Sir,  Heav'n  can  tell,  and  my  integrity, 
What  I  did  was  but  only  to  enforce 
The  fenate's  gratitude.     I  now  acknowledge  it. 

Caff.  Obferve  it,  fathers,  how  this  haughty  boy 
Grows  cunning  in  his  envy  of  mine  honours  : 
He  knows  no  mention  can  of  me  be  made, 
But  that  it  ever  likewife  mull  be  told, 
How  I  by  him  was  mafler'd  ;  and  for  ftirety 
That  all  fucceeding  times  may  ib  report  it, 
He  would  have  my  difhonour,  and  his  triumphs, 
Engrav'd  in  brafs :  Hence,  hence  proceeds  the  falfhood 
Of  his  infmuating  piety. 

Thou  art  no  child  of  mine-,  thee  and  thy  blood, 
Here  in  the  capitol,  before  the  ienate, 
I  utterly  renounce !   So,  thrift  and  fate 
Confirm  me  !  Henceforth,  never  fee  my  face ; 
Be  as  thou  art,  a  villain  to  thy  father ! 
Lords,  I  muft  crave  your  leaves.  Come,  come,  Arcanes. 

[Exeunt  Caff,  and  bis  party. 

VOL.  IV.  B  Con. 
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Gon.  Here's  a  ftrange  high-born  fpirit. 

Poff.  'Tis  but  heat 

Of  fudden  prefent  rage :  I  dare  aflure 
Antinous  of  his  favour. 

Ant.  I  not  doubt  it  \ 

He's  both,  a  good  man,  and  a  good  father. 
I  lhall  attend  your  lordfhips. 

Poff.  Do,  Antinous. 

Gon.  Yes ;  feaft  thy  triumphs  with  applaufe  and 
pleafures. 

Porpb.  &f  Poff.  Lead  on.         {Exeunt.  Flor.  Cornets, 

Manent  Antinous  and  Decius. 

Ant.  '  I  utterly  renounce' 'Twas  fo  ; 

Was't  not,  my  Decius  ? 

Dec.  Pifh  !  you  know,  my  lord, 
Old  men  are  choleric. 

Ant.  And  lailly  parted 

With,  '  Never  henceforth  fee  my  face  !'  Oh  me, 
How  have  I  loft  a  father  !  fuch  a  father  I 
Such  a  one,  Decius  !  I  am  miferable, 
Beyond  exprefTion ! 

Dec.  Fy,  how  unbecoming 
This  Ihews  upon  your  day  of  fame! 

Ant.  Oh,  mifchief ! 

I  muft  no  more  come  near  him ;  that  I  know, 
And  am  afTur'd  on't. 

Dec.  Say  you  do  not  ? 

Ant.  True ; 

Put  cafe  I  do  not :  What  is  Candy  then 
To  loft  Antinous?  Malta,  Irefolve 
To  end  my  days  in  thee. 

Dec.  How's  that? 

Ant.  I'll  try 

All  Ifumble  means  of  being  reconcii'd ; 
Which  if  denied,  then  I  may  juftly  fay, 
This  day  has  prov'd  my  worft>  Decius,  my  worft  f 

{Exeunt. 

-h  C  T 


THE    LAWS    OF   CANDY.        19 

ACT  II. 

Enter  Gonzalo  and  Gafpero. 

Gaff. TVTOW  to  what  you  have  heard ;  as  no  man 

i\          can 

Better  than  I,  give  you  her  charafter; 
For  I  have  been  both  nurs'd,  and  train'd  up  to 
Her  petulant  humours,  and  been  glad  to  bear  them ; 
Her  brother,  my  late  matter,  did  no  lefs. 
Strong  apprehenfions  of  her  beauty  have 
Made  her  believe  that  fhe  is  more  than  woman  : 
And  as  there  did  not  want  thofc  flatterers 
'Bout  the  world's  conqueror,  to  make  him  think, 
And  did  perfuade  him,  that  he  was  a  god  ; 
So  there  be  thole  bale  flies,  that  will  not  ftick 
To  buz  into  her  ears,  (he  is  an  angel, 
And  that  the  food  me  feeds  on  is  atnbrofia. 

Gon.  She  fhould  not  touch  it  then  •,  'tis  poets'  fare. 

Gaff.  I  may  take  leave  to  uy,  me  may  as  well 
Determine  of  herfclf  to  be  a  goddefs, 
With  leflfer  flattery,  than  he  a  god  •, 
For  (he  does  conquer  more,  altho'  not  further  : 
Every  one  looks  on  her,  dies  in  defpair, 
And  would  be  glad  to  do  it  actually, 
To  have  the  next  age  tell  how  worthily, 
And  what  good  caute  he  had  to  peri  ill  ib. 
Her  beauty  is  fuperlative ;  (he  knows  it, 
And  knowing  it,  thinks  no  man  can  deferve, 
But  ought  to  perim,  and  to  dip  for  her. 
Many  great  princes  for  her  love  have  languifh'd, 
And  given  themfelves  a  willing  facrifice, 
Proud  to  have  ended  fo  ;  and  now  there  is 
A  prince  fo  madded  in  his  own  paflions, 
That  he  forgets  the  royalty  he  was  born  to, 
And  deems  it  happinels  to  be  her  (lave. 

Gon,  You  talk  as  if  you  meant  to  wind  me  in, 

B  2  And 
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And  make  me  of  the  number. 

Gaff.  Sir, 

Miftake  me  not ;  the  fervice  thatl  owe  you 
Shall  plead  for  me :  I  tell  you  what  me  is, 
What  me  expects,  and  what  Ihe  will  efFecT:, 
Unlefs  you  be  the  miracle  of  men, 
That  come  with  a  purpofe  to  behold^ 
And  go  away  yourfelf. 

Gon.  I  thank  you  $  I  will  do  it. 
But,  pray  refolve  me,  how's  me  ftorM  with  wit  ? 

Gaff.  As  with  beauty,  infinite,  and  more 
To  be  admir'd  at,  than  meddled  with. 

Gon.  And  walks 
Her  tongue  the  fame  gait  with  her  feet  ? 

Gafp.  Much  beyond : 

Whatever  her  heart  thinks,  me  utters,  and  fo  boldly, 
So  readily,  as  you  would  judge  it  penn'd 
And  ftudied. 

Enter  Erota^  Philander ,  Annofbel,  Byparcha,  Mochingo, 
and  Attendants. 

Gon,-  She  comes. 

Gaff.  I  mud  leave  you  then  ; 
But  my  belt  wifhes  mall  remain  with  you.  \Exit. 

Gon.  S-till  I  muft  thank  you. 
This  is  the  mofl  paflionate,  moft  pitiful  prince, 
Who,  in  the  caldron  of  affections, 
Looks  as  he  had  been  parboil'd. 

Phil.  If  I  .offend  with  too  much  loving  yon, 
It  is  a  fault  that  I  muft  ftill  commit, 
To  make  your  mercy  mine  the  more  on  me. 

Erota.  You  are  the  felf-fame  creature  you  corp 

demn, 

Or  elfe  you  durft  not  follow  me,  with  hope 
That  I  can  pity  you,  who  am  fo  far 
From  granting  any  comfort  in  this  kind,    &  . 
That  you  and  all  men  elfe  fliall  perim  firil ! 
I  will  live  free  and  fingle,  'till  I  rind 
Something  above  a  man  to  equal  me. 

Put 
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Put  all  your  braved  heroes  into  one8, 
Your  kings  and  emperors,  and  let  him  come 
In  perfon  of  a  man,  and  I  fliould  fcorn  him  ; 
Mud,  and  will  fcorn  him  ! 
The  god  of  love  himfelf  hath  loft  his  eyes, 
His  bow  and  torch  extinguifh'd,  and  the  poets 
That  made  him  firft  a  god,  have  loft  their  fire, 
Since  I  appear'd,  and  from  my  eyes  muft  fteal  it. 
This  I  dare  fpeak  ;  and  let  me  fee  the  man, 
Now  I  have  fpoke  it,  that  doth  dare  deny, 
Nay,  not  believe  it. 

Mock.  He  is  mad  that  does  not. 

Erota.  Have  not  all  nations  of  the  earth  heard  of  me? 
Moil  come  to  fee  me,  and,  feeing  me,  return'd 
Full  of  my  praifes,  teaching  their  chroniclers 
To  make  their  (lories  pcrfeft  ?  For  where  the  name, 
Merely  the  word,  of  fair  Erota  Hands, 
It  is  a  lading  hiftory  to  time, 
Begetting  admiration  in  the  men, 
And  in  my  own  lex  envy  ;  which  glory's  loft, 
When  I  fliall  ftick  my  beauty  in  a  cloud, 
And  fcarccly  fhine  thro*  it9. 

Gon.  This  woman's  in  the  altitudes,  and  he  muft  be 
A  good  aftrologcr  fliall  know  her  zodiack. 

Pb'il.  For  any  man  to  think 
Himfelf  an  able  purchafer  of  you  I0, 
But  in  the  bargain  there  muft  be  declared 
Infinite  bounty  •,  otherwiie,  I  vow 
By  all  that's  excellent  and  gracious  in  you, 
1  would  untenant  every  hope  lodg'd  in  me, 
And  yield  myfclf  up  love's,  or  your  own  martyr. 

8  Put  all  your  brave  heroes  into  one. "\  Corrected  in  1750. 

9  And  clearly  Jhine  thro*  iV.j   Clearly  being  an  evident  corruption, 
y/w/y,   barely  and  merely,  were  feverally  proposed  in   1750.     We 
prefer  fcarcely  to  either  or"  them,  and,  as  it  is  not  very  different  from 
the  old  books  in  the  trace  of  lcttc;s,  have  inferted  it  in  the  text. 

10  Phil,  for  any  man  to  think 

Himfflf  an  able  purcbaftr  of  you,  &c.]  Some  words  appear  to 
have  been  loft  here  ;  the  chnfm  Mr.  Seward  would  fupply  by  reading, 
*  Fvvere  arrogance  for  any  man  to  think,  &c. 

B  3  Erota. 
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Erota.  So  you  fhall  pleafe  us. 

PhiL  Oh,  you  cannot  be 
So  heav'nly  and  fo  abfolute  in  all  things, 
And  yet  retain  fuch  cruel  tyranny. 

Erota.  I  can,  I  do,  I  will. 

Gon.  She  is  in  her 

Moods,  and  her  tenfes  :  I  will  grammar  with  you. 
And  make  a  trial  how  I  can  decline  you. 
By  your  leave,  great  lady ! 

Erota.  What  are  you  ? 

Gon.  A  man, 

A  good  man,  that's  a  wealthy,  a  proper  man, 
And  a  proud  man  too  ;  one  that  underilands 
Himfelf,  and  knows,  unlefs  it  be  yourfelf, 
I\o  woman  in  the  univerfe  deferves  him. 
Nay,  lady,  I  muft  tell  you  too  withal, 
I  may  make  doubt  of  that,  unlefs  you  paint 
With  better  judgment  next  day  than  on  this; 
For  (plain  I  rnuft  be  with  you)  'tis  a  dull  fucus. 

Erota.  Knows  any  one  here  what  this  fellow  is  ? 

Atten.  He  is  of  Venice,  madam  ;  a  great  magnifico, 
And  gracious  with  the  fenate. 

Erota.  Let  him  keep  then  among  them  ;  what  makes 

he  here  ? 
Here's  (late  enough  where  I  am.     Here's  ado  ! — 

O 

You,  tell  him,  if  he  have  aught  with  us,  let  him 
Look  lower,  and  give  it  in  petition. 

Mock.  Mighty  magnifico,  my  rniflrefs  bid  me  tell 

you, 

If  you  have  aught  with  her,  you  muft  look  lower, 
And  yield  it  in  petition. 

Gon.  Here's  for  thee  a  ducat. 

Mod).  You  fay  well,  Sir  •,  take  your  own  courfe. 

Gon.  I'll  not  grace  you, 
Lady,  fo  much  as  take  you  by  the  hand  ; 
But  when  I  mall  vouchfafe  to  touch  your  lip, 
It  mall  be  thro'  your  court  a  holiday 
Proclaim'd  for  fo  high  favour. 

Erota.  This  is  fome 

Great 
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Great  man's  jefter :   Sirrah,  begone  !  here  is 
No  place  to  fool  in, 

Gon.  Where  are  the  fools  you  talk  of? 
I  do  keep  two. 

Erota.  No  gueftion  of  it ; 
For  in  yourfelf  you  do  maintain  an  hundred. 

Gon.  And,  befides  them,  I  keep  a  noble  train, 
Statifts,  and  men  of  adlion ;  my  purfe  is  large  and  deep, 
Beyond  the  reach  of  riot  to  draw  dry ; 
Fortune  did  vie  with  nature,  to  bellow, 
When  I  was  born,  her  bounty  equally. 
*Tis  not  amifs  you  turn  your  eyes  from  me ; 
For,  fhould  you  (land  and  gaze  me  in  the  face, 
You  pcrifti  would,  like  Semele  by  Jove : 
In  Venice,  at  this  inftant,  there  do  lie 
No  lefs  than  threefcore  ladies  in  their  graves, 
And  in  their  beds  five  hundred,  for  my  love. 

Mocb.  You  lie  more  than  they  !   Yet  it  becomes 

him  bravely : 
?Would  I  could  walk  and  talk  fo  !  I'll  endeavour  it. 

Erota.  Sir,  do  you  know  me  ? 

Gon.  Yes ;  you  were  lifter  to  the  late  prince  of  Candy, 
Aunt  to  this  young  one  :  And  I  in  Venice, 
Am  born  a  lord  !  equal  to  you  in  fortunes  ; 
In  fhape — I'll  fay  no  more  ;  but  view  ! 

Mocb.  There  needs  no  more  be  faid  ;  were  I  a 

woman — 

Oh,  he  does  rarely :  '  In  fhape — I'll  fay  no  more, 
'  But  view  !'  Who  could  fay  more,  who  better? 
Man  is  no  man,  nor  woman  woman  is, 
Unlefs  they  have  a  pride  like  one  of  thefe. 
How  poor  the  prince  of  Cyprus  mews  to  him  ! 
How  poor  another  lady  unto  her  ! 
Carriage  and  (late  make  us  feem  demi-gods  ; 
Humility,  like  beads,  worms  of  the  earth  ! 

Enter  Antinous  and  Decius. 
Ant.  Royal  lady,  I  kifs  your  hand. 
Erota.  Sir,  I  know  you  not. 

B  4  Anno. 
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Anno.  Oh,  my  noble  brother !  welcome  from  the  wars ! 

Ant.  Dear  fitter ! 

Anno.   Where's  my  father,  that  you  come  without 

him  ? 
We've  news  of  your  fuccefs.  H'  has  his  health,  I  hope  ? 

Ant.  Yes,  fitter,  h'  has  his  health,  but  is  not  well. 

Anno.  How  ?  not  well  ?  what  riddles  do  you  utter  ? 

Ant.  I'll  tell  you  more  in  private. 

Gon.  Noble  Sir, 

I  cannot  be  unmindful  of  your  merit, 
Since  I  laft  heard  it :  You're  a  hopeful  youth, 
And  indeed  the  foul  of  Candy.  \  I  muil  ipeak  my 
thoughts. 

Anno.  The  prince  of  Cyprus,  brother.  Good  Decius ! 

Ant.  I'm  his  fervant. 

Phil.  You  are  the  patron  of  your  country,  Sir ; 
So  your  unimitable  deeds  proclaim  you ; 
It  is  no  language  of  my  own,  but  all  mens'. 

Gon.  Your  enemies  muft  needs  acknowledge  it : 
Then  do  not  think  it  flattery  in  your  friends, 
For  if  they  had  a  heart,  they  could  not  want  a  tongue, 

Erota.  Is  this  your  brother,  Annophel  ? 

Anno.  Yes,  madam. 

Erota.  Your  name's  Antinous  ? 

Ant.  I  am,  lady,  that  moil  unfortunate  man. 

Erota.  How  unfortunate  ?  Are  you  not  the  foldier, 
The  captain  of  thofe  captains,  that  did  bring 
Conqueft  and  vid'ry  home  along  with  you  ? 

Ant.  •  I  had  forne  fhare  in  it^  but  was  the  lead 
Of  the  leaft  worthy. 

Gon.  Oh,  Sir,  in  your  modefty 
You'ld  make  a  double  conqueft.  I  was  an  ear-witnefs 
When  this  young  man  fpoke  lefTer  than  he  afted, 
And  had  the  foldier's  voice  to  help  him  out. 
But  that  the  law  compell'ci  him,  and  his  honour 
Enforc'd  him  make  a  claim  for  his  reward  ", 

I  well 

11   But  that  the  la<w  compel? d  him  for  bis  honour , 

To  inforce  him  make  a  claim  for  his  reward."]  The  law  compelled 

him 
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J  well  perceive  he  would  have  flood  the  man 
That  he  does  now,  buried  his  worth  in  filenee. 

Erota.  Sir,  I  hearken  not  to  him,  butlooleon  you, 
And  find  more  in  you  than  he  can  relate  : 
YOU  (hall  attend  on  me. 

Ant.  Madam,  your  pardon  ! 

Ereta.  Deny  it  not,  Sir,  for  it  is  more  honour 
Than  you  have  gotten  i'  th'  field :  For,  know,  you  fhall, 
Upon  Erota's  afking,  ferve  Erota. 

Ant.  I  may  want  anfwers,  lady, 
But  never  want  a  will  to  do  you  iervice. 
I  came  here  to  my  fifter  to  take  leave, 
Having  enjoin'd  myfelf  to  banjfhment, 
For  lome  caufe  that  hereafter  you  mav  hear, 
And  wifh  with  me  I  had  not  the  occafion. 

Anno.  There  fh.ill  be  no  occafion  to  divide  us  : 
Dear  madam,  for  my  fake  ufe  your  power, 
Even  for  the  fervice  that  he  ought  to  owe, 
Mgit,  and  does  owe,  to  you,  his  friends,  and  country  ! 

Erota.  Upon  your  loyalty  to  th'  (late  and  me, 
I  do  command  you,  Sir,  not  depart  Candy  ! 
Am  I  not  your  princeis  ? 

Ant.  You  are  a  great  lady. 

Erota.  Then  mew  yourfclf  a  fervant  and  a  fubjedt. 

Ant.  I  am  your  vaflul. 

Mocb.  You  are  a  coward  :  I,  that  dare  not  fight, 
Scorn  to  be  vafial  to  any  prince  in  Europe. 

reat  is  my  heart  with  pride,  which  I'll  encreafe, 
When  they  are  gone,  with  practice  on  my  vafTals. 

Enter  an  Attendant. 
Atten.  The  noble  Caflilane  is  come  to  fee  you, 

madam. 

Dec.  There's  comfort  in  thofe  words,  Antinous ; 
For  here's  the  place  and  peribns  that  have  power 

him  to  inforce  him  feemcd  fomewhat  abfurd  ;  but  I  was  at  firft  a  little 
doubtful  whether  I  (houid  treat  it  as  an  evident  corruption,  till  ob- 
ferving  that  the/or  in  the  fecond  line  itood  dire&Jy  under  that  in  the 
firft,  and  that  every  one  knows  how  frequently  the  printers  make  fuch 
miitakes ;  I  was  determined  to  treat  it  as  a  raiitake.  Srwan/. 

To 
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To  reconcile  you  to  his  love  again. 
Ant.  That  were  a  fortunate  meeting. 

Enter  Caffilane  and  Ar  canes. 

Caff.  Greatnefs  ftill  wait  you,  lady  ! 

Erota.  Good  Caffilane, 
We  do  maintain  our  greatnefs  thro*  your  valour. 

Caff.  My  pray'rs  pull  daily  bleffings  on  thy  head? 
My  unoffending  child,  my  Annophel  ! — - 
Good  prince! — Worthy Gonzalo! — -Ha!  art  thou  here 
Before  me  ?  in  ev'ry  action  art  thou  ambitious  ? 
My  duty,  lady,  firft  offered  here, 
And  love  to  thee,  my  child,  tho*  he  out-ilrip  me. 
Thus  in  the  wars  he  got  the  ftart  on  me, 
By  being  forward,  but  performing  lefs  ! 
All  the  endeavours  of  my  life  are  loft, 
And  thrown  upon  that  evil  of  mine  own 
Curfed  begetting,  whom  I  fhame  to  father  ! 
Oh,  that  the  heat  thou  robb'dft  me  of,  had  burnt 
Within  my  entrails,  and  begot  a  fever, 
Or  fome  worfe  ficknefs  •,  for  thou  art  a  difeafe 
Sharper  than  any  phyfick  gives  a  name  to  ! 

Anno.  Why  do  you  fay  fo  ? 

Caff.  Oh,  Annophel,  there  is  good  caufe,  my^girl  \ 
H'  has  plaid  the  thief  with  me,  and  filch'd  away 
The  richeft  jewel  of  my  life,  my  honour  ^ 
Wearing  it  publicly  with  that  applaufe, 
As  if  he  juftly  did  inherit  it. 

Ant.  'Would  I  had  in  my  infancy  been  laid 
Within  my  grave,  cover'd  with  your  bleffings,  rather 
Than  grown  up  to  a  man,  to  meet  your  curfes ! 

Caff.  Oh,  that  thou  hadft ! 
Then  I  had  been  the  father  of  a  child  ", 

IZ  Then  1  had  been  the  father  of  a  child, 
Dearer  than  thou  ivert  even  unto  mey 
When  hope  perfcuaded  me  I  had  hegot 

Another  f elf  in  thee.']  This  fentence  feems  a  little  obfcure.  It 
fhould  mean,  that  he  had  then  only  had  one  child,  <viz.  Annophe!, 
who  is  dearer  to  him  than  Antinous  was  ev'n  at  the  time  of  his  birth, 
when  hope  perfvvaded  him  that  he  had  begot  another  felf.  Seaward. 

Dearer 
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Pearer  than  thou  wert  even  unto  me 
When  hope  perfuaded  me  I  had  begot 
Another  felf  in  thee.     Out  of  mine  eyes, 
As  far  as  I  have  thrown  thee  from  my  heart, 
That  I  may  live  and  die  forgetting  thee  ! 

Erota.  How  has  he  defcrv'd  this  untam'd  anger, 
That,  when  he  might  have  afk'd  for  his  reward, 
Some  honour  for  himfelf,  or  mals  of  pelf, 
He  only  did  requcft  to  have  ere&ed 
Your  ftatue  in  the  capitol,  with  tides 
Engrav'd  upon't, 4  The  patron  of  his  country  ?' 

Caff.  That,  that's  the  poifon  in  the  gilded  cup, 
The  ferpent  in  the  flowers,  that  flings  my  honour, 
And  leaves  me  dead  in  fame !  Gods,  do  a  juftice, 
And  rip  his  boibm  up,  that  men  may  fee, 
Seeing  believe,  the  fubtlc  practices 
Written  within  his  heart !  But  I  am  heated, 
And  do  forget  this  prefence,  and  myfelf. 
Your  pardon,  lady  ! 

Erota.  You  fhould  not  afk,  'lefs  you  knew  how  to 

give. 

For  my  fake,  Cafiilane,  cad  out  o'  your  thoughts 
All  ill  conceptions  of  your  worthy  ion, 
That,  queitionlefs,  has  ignorantly  offended, 
Declared  in  his  penitence. 

Caff.  Bid  me  die,  lady,  for  your  fakel'll  do  it; 
But  that  you'll  fay  is  nothing,  for  a  man 
That  has  out-liv'd  his  honour  -,  but  command  me 
In  any  thing  fave  that,  and  Cafiilane 
Shall  ever  be  your  fervant.     Come,  Annophel, 
My  joy  in  this  world  !  thou  (halt  live  with  me, 
Retir'd  in  fome  folitary  nook, 
The  comfort  of  my  age  !  My  days  are  fhort, 
And  ought  to  be  well  fpent-,  and  I  defirc 
No  other  witnels  of  them  but  thyfelf, 
And  good  Arcanes. 

Anno.  I  mall  obey  you,  Sir. 

Con.  Noble  Sir, 
If  you  taile  any  want  of  worldly  means, 

Let 
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Let  not  that  difcontent  you  :  Know  me  your  friend, 
That  hath  and  can  fupply  you. 

Caff.  Sir,  I  am  too  much  bound  to  you  already  ; 
And  'tis  not  of  my  cares  the  leaft,  to  give  you 
Fair  fatisfaclion. 

Gon.  You  may  imagine  I  do  fpeak  to  that  end  ; 
But,  truft  me,  'tis  to  make  you  bolder  with  me. 

Caff.  Sir,  I  thank  you,  and  may  make  trial  of  you ; 
Mean  time,  my  fervice  ! 

Anno.  Brother,  be  comforted  :  So  long  as  I  continue 
Within  my  father's  love,  you  cannot  long 
Stand  out  an  exile.     I  muil  go  live  with  him, 
And  I  will  prove  fo  good  an  orator 
In  your  behalf,  that  you  again  (hall  gain  him. 
Or  I  will  ftir  in  him  another  anger, 
And  be  loft  with  yon.  / 

Ant.  Better  I  were  neglected  ;  for  he's  hafty, 
And,  thro'  the  choler  that  abounds  in  him, 
Which  for  the  time  divides  from  him  his  judgment, 
He  may  caft  you  off,  and  with  you  his  life : 
For  grief  will  firaight  furprize  him,  and  that  way 
Muft  be  his  death  ^  the  fword  has  tried  too  often, 
And  all  the  deadly  inftrurnents  of  war 
Have  aim'dat  his  great  heart,  but  ne'er  could  tpuch it: 
Yet  not  a  limb  about  him  wants  a  fear. 

Caff.  Madam,  my  duty  ! 

Erota.  Will  you  be  gone  ? 

Caff.  I  mu ft,  lady  ;  but  I  fhail  be  ready, 
When  you  are  pleased  command  me,  for  your  fervice. 
Excellent  prince  !  To  all  my  hearty  love, 
And  a  good  farewell ! 

Moch.  Thanks,  honed  CafTilane ! 

Caff.  Come,  Annophel. 

Gon.  Shall  I  not  wait  upon  you,  Sir  ? 

Caff.  From  hence 

You  fhall  not  ftir  a  foot.     Loving  Gonzalo, 
It  muft  be  all  my  ftudy  to  requite  you. 

Gon.  If  I  may  be  fo  fortunate,  to  deferve 
The  name  of  friend  from  you,  I  have  enough. 

Caff. 
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Caff".  You  are  fo,  and  you've  made  yourfelf  fo. 

Gon.  I  will  then 
Prefer ve  it.  [Exeunt  Caff,  and  Arc. 

Erota.  Antinous,  you  are  my  fervant, 
Are  you  not  ? 

Ant.  'T  hath  pleas'd  you  fo  to  grace  me. 

Erota .  Why  are  you  then  deje&ed  ?  You  will  fay, 
You've  loft  a  father ;  but  you've  found  a  miftrefs 
Doubles  that  lofs :  Be  mailer  of  your  fpirit  j 
You  have  acaufe  for  it,  which  is  my  favour. 

Gon.  And  mine. 

Erota.  Will  no  man  eafe  me  of  this  fool  ? 

Gon.  Your  fellow. 

Erota.  Antinous,  wait  upon  us. 

Ant.  I  (hall,  madam. 

Gon.  Nay  but,  lady,  lady ! 

Erota.  Sir,  you're  rude : 
And  it*  you  be  the  mailer  of  fuch  means 
As  you  do  talk  of,  you  fhould  learn  good  manners. 

Gon.  Oh,  lady,  you  can  find  a  fault  in  me, 
But  not  perceive  it  in  yourfelf!  You  muit,  mall  hear 

me: 
I  love  you  for  your  pride  j  'tis  the  bed  virtue  in  you. 

Erota.  1  could  hanp  this  fellow  now  !   By  whom 
Arc  you  fupported,  that  you  dare  do  this  ? 
Have  you  not  example  here  in  a  prince, 
Tranfccnding  you  in  all  thir:  s,  yet  bears  himfelf 
As  doth  become  a  man  had  ieen  my  beauty  ? 
Back  to  your  country,  and  your  courtezans, 
Where  you  may  be  admir'd  for  your  wealth ; 
Which  being  confum'd,  may  be  a  means  to  gain  you 
Th'  opinion  of  fome  wit.     Here's  nothing  to  be  got 
But  fcorn,  and  lofs  of  time. 

Gon.  Which  are  things  I  delight  in. 

Ereta.  Antinous,  follow  me.         [Exit,  with  train* 

Gon.  She  is  vex*d  to  the  foul. 

Mocb.  Let  her  be  vex'd ;  'tis  fit  fhe  fhould  be  fo. 
Give  me  thy  hand,  Gonzalo ;  thou  art  in  our  favour, 
For  we  do  love  to  cheriih  lofty  fpirits, 

Such 
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Such  as  percuffe  the  earth,  and  bound 
With  an  erected  countenance  to  th'  clouds. 

Gon.  'Sfoot,  what  thing  is  this  ? 

Mocb.  I  do  love  fireworks, 

f  • ' '  *  '.*    *•  •  » 

Becaufe  they  mount ;  an  exhalation  I 

Profefs  t'  adore  beyond  a  fixed  flar,  wU, 

5Tis  more  illuftrious,  as  every  thing 

Rais'd  out  of  fmoak  is  fo  -,  their  virtue  is 

In  action  :  What  d'ye  think  of  me  ? 

Gon.  Troth,  Sir, 
You  are  beyond  my  guefs ;  I  know  you  not. 

Mocb.  D'you  know  yourfelf  ? 

Gon.  Yes,  Sir. 

Mocb.  Why,  yon  and  I 
Are  one :  I  am  proud,  and  very  proud  too, 
That  I  muft  tell  you  ;  I  faw  it  did  become  you. 
Coufin  Gonzalo  !  prithee,  let  it  be  fo. 

Gon.  Let  it  be  fo,  good  coufm. 

Mocb.  I'm  no  great  one's  fool. 

Gon,  I  hope  fo,  for  alliance  fake. 

Mocb.  Yet  I  do  ferve 

The  mighty,  monilrous,  and  magnanimous, 
Invincible  Erota. 

Gon.  Oh,  good  coufm, 
Now  I  have  you  :  I'll  meet  you  in  your  coat. 

Mocb.    Coat?    I've   my  horfeman's  coat,  I  muft 

confefs, 

Lin'd  thro'  with  velvet,  and  a  fcarlet  outfide : 
If  you  will  meet  me  in't,  I'll  fend  for  it ; 
And,  coufm,  you  ihall  fee  me  witli  much  comfort, 
For  it  is  both  a  new  one,  and  a  right  one  -9 
It  did  not  come  collateral. 

Con.  Adieu,  good  coufm ! 
At  this  prefent,  Pve  fome  bufmefs, 

Mocb.  Farewell,  excellent  coufm !  [Exeunt. 


ACT 
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ACT        III. 


Enter  Gonzalo  and  Fernando. 


Ifay,  is  loft  already. 
Fern.  Yes, 
If  to  be  conqueror  be  to  be  loft. 

Con.  You  have  it  ;  one  day's  conqueft  hath  undone 

them, 

And  fold  them  to  their  vafialage.     For  what 
Have  I  elfe  toil'd  my  brains,  profufely  emptied 
My  monies,  but  to  make  them  flaves  to  Venice  ; 
That  fo,  in  cafe  the  fword  did  lofe  his  edge, 
Then  art  might  fharpen  her's  ? 

Fern.  Gonzalo,  how  ? 

Gon.  Fernando,  thus  :  You  fee  how  thro*  this  land, 
Both  of  the  belt  and  baled  I  am  honour'd  : 
I  only  gave  the  (tate  of  Venice  notice, 
When,  where,  and  how  to  land,  or  you  had  found 
A  better  entertainment  •,  I  was  he 
Encouraged  young  Antinous  to  affront 
The  devil  his  father  i  for  the  devil,  I  think, 
Dares  not  do  more  in  battle. 

Fern.  But  why  did  you  ? 
I  find  no  iuch  great  policy  in  that. 

Gon.  Indeed,  Fernando,  thou  canft  fight,  nor  plot  : 
Had  they  continu'd  one,  they  two  alone 
Were  of  fufficient  courage  and  performance 
To  beat  an  army. 

Fern.  Now,  by  all  my  hopes, 
I  rather  fhall  admire,  than  envy  virtue. 

Gon.  Why  then,  by  all  your  hopes  you'll  rather  have 
Your  brains  knock'd  out,  than  learn  how  to  be  wife. 
You  ftatefman  !  Well,  Sir,  I  did  more  than  this  ; 
When  Caflilane  crav'd  from  the  common  treafure 

Pay 


&.       THE    LAWS    OF    CANDYY 

Pay  for  his  foldiers,  I  ftruck  home,  and  lent  hirti 
An  hundred  thoufand  ducats. 

Fern.  Marry,  Sir, 
The  policy  was  little,  the  love  lefs, 
And  honefty  leaft  of  all. 

Gon.  How  fay  you  by  that  ? 

Go  fight,  I  fay,  go  fight !  I'll  talk  no  more  with  you  3 
HYou  are  infenfible. 

Fern.  Well,  I  fhall  obferve  you. 

Gon.  Why,  look  you,  Sir,  by  this  means  have  I  got 
The  greateft  part  of  Caflilane's  eftate 
Into  my  hands,  which  he  can  ne'er  redeem, 
But  muft  of  force  fink  :  D'you  conceive  me  now  ? 

Fern.  So ! 

But  why  have  you  importuned  the  fenate, 
For  me  to  fojourn  with  him I?  ? 

Gon.  There's  the  quintefTence, 
The  foul,  and  grand  elixir  of  my  wit : 
For  he,  according  to  his  noble  nature, 
Will  not  be  known  to  want,  tho'  he  do  want, 
And  will  be  bankrupted  fo  much  the  fooner, 
And  made  the  fubjecl  of  our  fcorn  and  laughter, 

Fern.  Here  is  a  perfect  plotted  ftratagem  ! 

Gon.  Why  could  you 
Imagine,  that  I  did  not  hate  in  heart 
My  country's  enemies  ?  Yes,  yes,  Fernando, 
And  I  will  be  the  man  that  fhall  undo  them* 

Fern.  You're  in  a  ready  way. 

Gon.  I  was  ne'er  out  on't. 

Enter  Gafpero. 

Gon.  Peace ; 

Here  comes  a  wife  coxcomb,  a  tame  coward  I 
Now,  worthy  Gafpero,  what, 
You  come,  I  know,  to  be  my  lord  Fernando's 
Conductor  to  old  Caffilane  ? 

15  Far  me  to  fojourn  'with  them  ?]  It  was  Caffilane  to  whom  he  was 
to  become  a  guett,  them  therefore  feems  a  midake,  as  the  antecedent 
would  be  the  Senate,  not  CafliJane  or  his  family.  &e<ward. 

Gaff. 
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Gaff.  To  wait  upon  him. 

Gon.  And  my  lords  the  fenators  fent  you  ? 

Gafp.  My  noble  lord,  they  did. 

Gon.  My  lord  Fernando, 
This  gentleman,  as  humble  as  you  fee  him, 
Is  cv'n  this  kingdom's  treafure :  In  a  word, 
'Tis  his  chief  glory  that  he  is  not  wifer 
Than  honeir.,  nor  more  honeft  than  approved 
In  truth  and  faith. 

Gafp.  My  lord  ! 

Gon.  You  may  be  bold 

To  truft  him  with  your  bofom  •,  he'll  not  deceive, 
If  you  rely  upon  him  once. 

Fern.  Your  name  is  Gafpero  ? 

Gafp.  Your  fervant. 

Gon.  Go,  commend  me, 
Right  honeft  Gafpero,  commend  me  heartily, 
To  noble  Caflilane  j  tell  him  my  love 
Is  vow'd  to  him. 

Gafp.  I  (hall. 

Gon.  I  know  you  will. 
My  lord,  I  cannot  long  be  abfent  from  you. 

Fern.  Sir,  you  are  now  my  guide.     [Exit  with  Gafp. 

Gon.  Thus  my  dcfigns 
Run  uncontroul'd.     Yet,  Venice,  tho'  I  be 
Intelligencer  to  thee,  in  my  brain  are 
Other  large  projects  :  For,  if  proud  Erota 
Bend  to  my  lure,  I  will  be  Candy's  king, 
And  duke  of  Venice  too.     Ha  !   Venice  too  ?  Oh, 
'Twas  prettily  fhov'd  in  !  Why  not  ?  Erota 
May  in  her  love  feal  all  fure  ;  if  fhe  fwallow 
The  bait,  I'm  lord  of  both  ;  if  not,  yet  Candy, 
Defpite  of  all  her  power,  mall  be  ruin'd.          [Exit. 

Enter  Caffilane,  Ar canes,  and  AnnopM. 
Caff.  Urge  me  no  further. — Annophel ! 
Anno.  My  lord  ! 

Caff.  Thy  father's  poverty  has  made  thee  happy  ; 
For  tho'  'tis  true,  this  folitary  life 

VOL.  IV.  C  Suits 
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Suits  not  with  youth  and  beauty,  oh,  my  child, 

Yet  'tis  the  fweeteft  guardian  to  protect 

Chafte  names  from  court-afperfions ;  There  a  lady,, 

Tender  and  delicate  in  years  and  graces, 

That  dotes  upon  the  charms  of  eafe  and  pleafure., 

Is  Ihipwreck'd  on  the  more  ;  for  'tis  much  fafer 

To  truft  the  ocean  in  a  leaking  fhip, 

Then  follow  greatnefs  in  the  wanton  rites 

Of  luxury  and  floth. 

Anno,  My  wim.es,  Sir, 
Have  never  foar'd  a  higher  flight,  than  truly 
To  find  occafion  wherein  I  might  witnefs 
My  duty  and  obedience. 

Caff.  'Tis  well  faid. 
Canft  thou  forbear  to  laugh,  Arcanes  ? 

Arc.  Why,  Sir? 

Caff.  To  look  upon  my  beggary,  to  look 
Upon  my  patience  in  my  beggary. 
Tell  me,  does  it  mew  handfome  ?  bravely  handfome? 
Thou'lt  flatter  me,  and  fwear  that  I'm  no't  miferable 14. 

Are. 


'+  Thou  wilt  flatter  me 

dndfnuear  that  I  am  miferableJ}  There  is  a  difficulty  in  the 
Jaftof  thefe  lines,  which  Mr.  Sympfon  would  amend,  by  fuppofing  a 
negative  dropt,  find  would  read, 

And  f<wear  that  P?n  not  mifera&le. 

But  this  does  not  fatisfy,  and  I  therefore  prefer  the  old  reading  with 
the  following  interpretation.  '  You,  Arcanes,  will  flatter  me  by 
talking  of  my  former  greatnefs  and  glory,  and  fwear  that,  this  retire- 
inent  is  miiery  to  a  man  of  my  abilities  for  the  command  of  whole 
armies.' This  gives  me  an  opportunity  of  remarking  the  excel 
lency  of  CaiTilane's  Character;  the  faults  of  whofe  temper,  tho'  the 
fineft  itrokes  of  the  poet's  pencil,  are  apt  to  difguft  fome  readers. 
The  fame  has  happened  with  regard  to  Arbaces  in  King  and  No  King  ; 
the  faults  of  the  heroes  are  objected  to  the  poets,  and  they  fcarce  think 
it  poflible  thatperfons  of  fuch  noble  and  magnanimous  tempers  mould 
be  dillracled  with  fuch  violent  and  frantick  paffions.  But  the  poets, 
from  a  deeper  kifight  into  human  nature,  knew,  that  perfons  of  bright 
parts  and  cxten/t^ve  capacities  are  more  fubjedt  to  •violent  pajfions  than 
geniufes  of  a  lower  clafs :  Becaufe  quick  perceptions  are  the  fource  from 
whence  chiefly  fpring  both  the  under jlanding  and  the  paj/ions.  The 
characters  therefore  of  Achilles  by  Homer,  ofTurnus  and  Mezentius 
by  Virgil,  of  Caffius,  Hotfpur  and  Coriolanus  by  Shakefpeare,  of 

Arbaces 
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Arc.  Nothing  more  glorifies  the  noble,  and  the 

valiant, 

Than  to  defpife  contempt  :  If  you  continue 
But  to  enjoy  yourfelf,  you  in  yourfelf 
Enjoy  all  (lore  befides. 

Caff.  An  excellent  change  ! 
I  that  fome  feven  apprenticeships  commanded 
A  hundred  minilters,  that  waited  on 
My  nod,  and  fometimes  twenty  thoufand  foldiers, 
Am  now  retir'd,  attended  in  my  age 
By  one  poor  maid,  followed  by  one  old  man. 

Arc.  Sir,  you  are  lower  in  your  own  repute 
Than  you  have  reafon  for. 

Caff.  The  Roman  captains, 
I  mean  the  bed,  fuch  as  with  their  bloods 
Purchas'd  their  country's  peace,  the  empire's  glory, 
Were  glad  at  laft  to  get  them  to  fome  farms, 
Off  from  the  clamours  of  th*  ingrateful  great  ones, 
And  the  unfteady  multitude,  to  live 
As  I  do  now  -,  and  'twas  their  bkfling  too  ; 
Let  it  be  ours,  Arcanes. 

Arc.  I  cannot  but 
Applaud  your  fcorn  of  injuries. 

Caff.  Of  injuries? 

Arcanes  !   Annophel  !  lend  both  your  hands. 
So  !  what  fay  ye  now  ? 

Arc.  Why  now,  my  lord  ? 

Caff.  I  fwear 

By  all  rny  pad  profperities,  thus  (landing 
Between  you  two,  1  think  myfelf  as  grcv.t, 

Arbaces  and  Caliilane,  by  our  Authors,  required  more  art,  and  a 
deeper  infightinto  nature  to  draw  them,  th;.n  either  Heflor,  /Eneas, 
Brutus  or  Antinous  by  the  fame  authors,  altho'  the  latter  are  certainly 
much  more  amiabic  chara&ers  than  the  former. 


It  has  long  been  determined,  that  perfeft  characters  are  :.o:  the 
moll  proper  for  the  Etopaeta,  or  the  Drama.  As  to  the  p.  foge  in 
queition,  the  whole  tenor  of  the  dialogue  proves  that  we  ought  to  adopt 
Mr.  Sympfon'5  emendation,  and  read, 

Iboult  flatttr  me,  and  fwear  that  I'm  not  miferablc  » 
The  very  anfwcr  of  Arcanes  confirms  it. 

C2  As 
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As  mighty,  as  if  in  the  capitol 

I  flood  amidft  the  fenators,  with  all 

The  Cretan  fubjects  proflrate  at  my  feet. 

Anno.  Sir,  you  are  here  more  fafe. 

Caff.  And  more  belov'd. 

Why,  look  ye,  Sirs,  I  can  forget  the  weaknefs 
Of  the  traduced  foldiers,  the  neglect 
Of  the  fair-fpoken  fenate,  the  impiety 
Of  him,  the  villain,  whom,  to  my  difhonoury 
The  world  mifcalls  rny  Ion.     But  by  the 

Arc.  Siry 

Remember  that  you  promls'd  no  occafion 
Should  move  your  patience. 

Caff.  Thou  doft  chide  me  friendly  : 
He  fhall  not  have  the  honour  to  be  thought  upor* 

Enter  a  Servant.- 

Amongft  us.     Now  ?  the  news  ? 

Serv.   The  fecretary, 
With  the  Venetian  prifoner,  defire 
Admittance  to  your  lordfhip. 

Caff.  How  !  to  me  ? 

What  myflery  is  this  ?  Arcanes,  can  they,- 
Think'ft  thou,  mean  any  good  ? 

Arc.  My  lord,  they  dare  not 
Intend  aught  elie  but  good. 

Caff.  Tis  true,  they  dare  not. 

Arcanes,  welcome  them.     Come  hither,  Annophet5 

[Exit  Ar&, 

Stand  clofe  to  me ;  we'll  change  our  affability 
Into  a  form  of  flate,  and  they  mail  know 
Our  heart  is  ftill  our  own. 

Enter  Arcanes,  Fernando^  and  Gafyeri*. 

Arc.  My  lord 

Caff'.  Arcanes, 

I  know  them  both.     Fernando,  as  you  are 
A  man  of  greatneis,  I  fhould  undervalue 
The  right  my  fword  hath  fought  for,  to  obfcrve 

Low- 
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Low- fawning  compliments  •,  but  as  you  are 
A  captive  and  a  (Iranger,  I  can  love  you, 
And  muft  be  kind.     You're  welcome. 

Fern.  'Tis  the  all 
Of  my  ambition. 

Gafp.  And  for  proof  how  much 
He  truly  honours  your  heroic  virtues, 
The  fenate,  on  his  importunity, 
Commend  him  to  your  lordfhip's  guard.  • 

Caff.  For  what  ? 

Gafp.  During  the  time  of  his  abode  in  Candy, 
To  be  your  houfhold  gueft. 

Fern.  Wherein,  my  lord, 

You  (hall  more  make  me  debtor  to  your  noblenefs, 
Than  if  you  had  return'd  me  without  ranfom. 

Caff.  Are  you  in  earned,  Sir  ? 

Fern.  My  fuit  to  th'  fen  ate 
Shall  beft  refolve  you  that. 

Caff.  Come  hither,  fecretary  ! 
Look  that  this  be  no  trick  now  put  upon  me ! 
For  if  it  be Sirrah 

Gajp.  As  I  have  troth, 
My  lord,  it  only  is  a  favour  granted 
Upon  Fernanda's  motion,  from  himfclf. 
Your  lordlhip  mud  conceive,  I'd  not  partake 
Aught,  but  what  fhould  concern  your  honour  :  Who 
Has  been  the  prop,  our  country's  fhield,  and  fafety, 
But  the  renowned  Cafiijane  ? 

Caff.  Applaufe 

Is,  Gafpero — puff — nothing.     Why,  young  Iprd, 
Would  you  fo  much  be  fequcfter'd  from  thole 
That  are  the  blazing  comets  of  the  time, 
To  live  a  folitary  lite  with  me, 
A  man  forfaken  ?  All  my  hoipitality 
Is  now  contracted  to  a  few  •,  thefe  two, 
This  tempeft-wearied  foldier,  and  this  virgin. 
We  cannot  feaft  your  eyes  with  mafques  and  revels, 
Or  courtly  anticks  •,  the  fad  fports  we  riot  in, 
Are  talcs  of  foughten  fields,  of  martial  fears, 

C3  And 
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And  things  done  long  ago,  when  men  of  courage 
Were  held  the  beft  ;  not  thofe  well-fpoken  youths, 
Who  only  carry  conqueft  in  their  tongues. 
Now,  ftories  of  this  nature  are  unfeaibnable 
To  entertain  a  great  duke's  fon  with. 

Fern.  Herein 

Shall  my  captivity  be  made  my  happinefs, 
Since  what  I  lofe  in  freedom,  I  regain, 
With  int'reft,  by  converfing  with  a  foldier, 
So  matchlefs  for  experience  as  great  Caflllane. 
'Pray,  Sir,  admit  me. 

Caff.  Jf  you  come  to  mock  me, 
I  mail  be  angry. 

fern.  By  the  love  I  bear 
Togoodnefs,  my  intents  are  honourable! 

Caff.  Then,  in  a  word,  my  lord,  your  vifitations- 
Shall  find  aU  clue  refpect.     But  I  am  now 
Grown  old,  and  have  forgot  to  be  an  hofl : 
Come  when  you  pleafe,  you're  welcome. 

Fern.  Sir,  I  thank  you. 

Anno.  Good  Sir,  be  not  too  urgent ;  for  my  father 
Will  foon  be  mov'd  ;  yet,  in  a  noble  way 
Of  courtefy  he  is  as  eafily  conquer'd. 

Fern.    Lady,  your  words  are  like  your  beauty, 

powerful ; 

I  fhall  not  ilrive  more  how  to  do  him  fervice, 
Than  how  to  be  your  fervant. 

Cc'ff.  She's  my  daughter, 
And  docs  command  this  houfe. 

Fern.  I  fo  conceive  her. 

Caff.  D'you  hear  ? 

Gafp.  My  hononr'd  lord. 

Caff.  Commend  me  to  them  : 
Tell  'em,  I  thank  them. 

Gafp.  Whom,  my  lord  ? 

Caff.  Thefenate. 

Why,  how  come  you  fo  dull  ?  Oh,  they  are  gracious, 
And  infinitely  grateful ! — Thou  art  eloquent ; 
Speak  modeftly  in  mentioning  my  fervices  ^ 

And 
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And  if  aught  fall  out  in  the  by,  that  muft 

Of  mere  neceffity  touch  any  aft 

Of  my  deferving  praifes,  blulh  when  you  talk  on't : 

'Twill  make  them  blufh  to  hear  on't. 

Gafp.  Why,  my  lord  ? 

Caff.  Nay,  nay,  you  are  too  wife  now ;  good,  ob- 

fervc  me ! 

I  do  not  rail  againft  the  hopeful  fpringall IJ, 
That  builds  up  monuments  in  brafs,  rears  trophies 
With  mottoes  and  infcriptions,  quaint  devices 
Of  poetry  and  fiction  ! — Let's  be  quiet. 

Arc.  You  muft  not  crofs  him. 

Gafp.  Not  for  Candy's  wealth. 

Fern.  You  (hall  for  ever  make  me  yours. 

Anno.  'Twere  pity 
To  double  your  captivity. 

Arc.  Who's  here? 
Decius ! 

Enter  Decitu. 

Caff.  Ha  !  Decius  !  who  nam'd  Decius  ? 
Dec.  My  duty  to  your  lordfliip  !   I  am  bold, 
Prefuming  on  your  noble  and  known  goodnefs, 

TT* 

Caff.  What? 

Dec.  Prefent  you  with  this 

Caff.  Letter? 

Dec.  Yes,  my  honour'd  lord. 

Caff.  From  whom  ? 

Dec.  'Pleafe  you  perufe 
The  infide-,  you  (hall  find  a  name  fubfcrib'd, 
In  fuch  humility,  in  fuch  obedience, 
That  you  yourfelf  will  judge  it  tyranny 
Not  to  receive  it  favourably. 

Caff.   Hey-day! 

Good  words,  my  mafters  !  This  is  court-  infect  ion, 
And  none  but  cowards  ply  them.     Tell  me,  Decius, 
Without  more  circumftance,  who  is  the  fender  ? 

15  Springall.}  i.  e.  Youth.     The  word  occurs  in  Spenfer.      R. 

04  Dec. 
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Dec.  Your  much-griev'd  fon,  Antinous. 

Caff.  On  my  life, 

A  challenge  !  Speak,  as  thou  art  worthy,  fpeak  ! 
I'll  anfwer't. 

Dec.  Honoured  Sir 

Caff.  No  honour'd  Sirs  ! 

Fool  your  young  idol  with  fuch  pompous  attributes. 
Say  briefly,  what  contains  it  ? 

Dec.  'Tis  a  lowly 
Petition  for  your  favour. 

Caff.  Ram  young  man, 

But  that  thou'rt  under  my  own  roof,  and  kr.ow'ft 
I  dare  not  any  way  infringe  the  laws 
Of  hofpitality,  thou  Ihouldfl  repent 
Thy  bold  and  rude  intrufion.     But  prefume  not 
Again  to  fhew  thy  letter,  for  thy  life  ; 
Decius,  not  for  thy  life  ! 

Arc.  Nay  then,  my  lord, 
I  can  with-hold  no  longer ;  you're  too  rough, 
And  wreille  againfl  nature,  with  a  violence 
More  than  becomes  a  father.     Wherein  would  you 
Come  nearer  to  the  likenefs  of  a  God, 
Than  in  your  being  entreated  ?  Let  not  third 
Of  honour  make  you  quite  forget  you  are 
A  man,  and  what  makes  perfect  manhood's  comforts, 
A  father  l6. 

Anno.  If  a  memory  remain 
Of  my  departed  mother,  if  the  purity 
Of  her  unblemifh'd  faith  defer ve  to  live 
In  your  remembrance,  let  me  yet  by  thefe 
Awake  your  love  to  my  uncomforted  brother  ! 
Fern.  I  am  a  ftranger,  but  fo  much  I  tender 
Your  fon's  defertful  virtues,  that  I  vow 
His  fword  ne'er  conquer'd  me  fo  abfolutely, 

16   .  quite  forget  yen  are 

A  man,  and  what  makes  perftfl  manhoods,   comforts 
A  father.]  The  pointing  of  this  paffrge  being  regulated,  the 
fenfe  will  be  clear  :   '  Don't  forget  you  are  a  man,  and  what  is  the 
*  greateft  bleffing  in  the  ftate  of  manhood,  a  father. "*        Seward. 

As 
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As  fhall  your  courtefy,  if  you  vouchfafe, 
At  all  our  indances,  to  new-receive  him 
Into  your  wonted  favour. 
Gaff.  Sir,  you  cannot 
Require  more  low  fubmiflion. 

Anno.  Am  I  not 

Grown  vile  yet  in  your  eyes  ?  then,  by  the  name 
Of  father,  let  me  once  more  fue  for  him, 
Who  is  the  only  now-remaining  branch 
With  me,  of  that  mod  ancient  root,  whofe  body 
You  are,  dear  Sir ! 

Caff.  'Tis  well !  An  hoft  of  furies 
Couia  not  have  baited  me  more  torturingly, 
More  rudely,  or  more  unnaturally  ! 
Decius,  I  fay,  let  me  no  more  hear  from  him  ! 
For  this  time,  go  thou  hence ;  and  know  from  me, 
Thou  art  beholden  to  me,  that  I  have  not 
Kill'd  thce  already  :  Look  to  it  next,  look  to't ! 
Arcanes,  fy  !  fy,  Annophel !  [Exit. 

Arc.  He's  gone, 
Chat 'd  beyond  fuffcrance :  We  mud  follow  him. 

Dec.  Lady,  this  letter  is  to  you. 

Anno.  Come  with  me, 

For  we  mud  fpeak  in  private.     'Pleafe  you,  Sir, 
To  fee  what  entertainment  our  fad  houle  can  yield  ? 

Fern.  I  fhall  attend  you,  lady.  [Exit  Anno. 

Gaff.  How  d'you  like 
To  lojourn  here,  my  lord  ? 

Fern.  More  than  to  read 
With  all  the  princes  of  the  earth  befides. , 
Gonzalo  told  me,  that  thou  wert  honeft. 

Gafp.  Yes,  Sir, 
And  you  (hall  find  it. 

Fern.  Shall  I  ? 

Gafp.  All  my  follies 
Be  elie  recorded  to  my  mame  ! 

Fern.  Enough. 
My  heart  is  here  for  ever  lodg'd. 

Gafp.  The  lady 

fern. 
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Fern.  The  place  admits  no  time  to  utter  all ; 
But,  Gafpero,  if  thou  wilt  prove  my  friend, 
I'll  fay  thou  art 

Gafp.  Your  fervant.     I  conceive  yon. 
"We'll  chuie  fome  fitter  leifure. 

Fern.  Never  man 
Was  in  a  moment,  or  more  blefs'd,  or  wretched  ! 

{Exeunt. 

Hyparcha,  placing  two  chairs,  Antinous  and  Erota. 

Erota.  Leave  us ! 

Hyp.  I  Ihall.  [Exit. 

Erota.  Antinous,  fit  down  ! 

Ant.  Madam! 

Erota.  I  fay,  fit  down  :  I  do  command  you  fit ! 
For  look,  what  honour  thou  doftgain  by  me, 
I  cannot  lofe  it.     Happy  Antinous  ! 
The  graces  and  the  higher  deities 
Smil'd  at  thy  birth,  and  ilill  continue  it : 
Then  think  that  I,  who  fcorn  leifer  examples, 
Mult  do  the  like.     Such  as  do  talte  my  power, 
And  talk  of  it  with  fear  and  reverence, 
Shall  do  the  fame  unto  the  man  1  favour. 
I  tell  thee,  youth,  thou  haft  a  conqueft  won, 
Since  thou  canYft  home,  greater  than  that  laft 
Which  dignified  thy  fame  ;  greater  than  if 
Thou  fhouldft  go  out  again,  and  conquer  further  \ 
For  I  am  not  afhamed  to  acknowledge 
Myfelf  fubdu'd  by  thee. 

Ant.  Great  lady 

Erota.  Sit  {till ;  I  will  not  hear  thee  elfe.     Now 

fpeak  \ 

And  fpeak  like  my  Antinous,  like  my  foldier, 
Wrhom  Cupid,  and  not  Mars,  .hath  lent  to  battle. 

Ant.  I  muft,  I  fee,  be  lilent. 

Erota.  So  thou  mayft  •, 
There's  greater  action  in  it  than  in  clamour. 
A  look,  if  it  be  gracious,  will  begin  the  war, 
A  word  conclude  it  -,  then  prove  no  coward, 

Since 
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Since  thou  haft  fuch  a  friendly  enemy, 
That  teaches  thee  to  conquer. 

Ant.  You  do  amaze  me,  madam  ! 
I  have  no  (kill,  no  practice,  in  this  war; 
And  whether  you  be  ferious,  or  pleafe 
To  make  your  fport  on  a  dejefted  man, 
I  cannot  rightly  guefs ;  butr  be't  as  'twill, 
It  is  alike  unhappinefs  to  me  : 
My  difcontents  bear  thofe  conditions  in  them, 
And  lay  me  out  fo  wretched,  no  defigns, 
However  truly  promifing  a  good, 
Can  make  me  relifh  aught,  but  a  fweet-bitter 
Voluntary  exile. 

Erota.  Why  an  exile?  [Mufjck. 

What  comfort  can  there  be  in  thofe  companions 
Which  fad  thoughts  bring  along?  Hyparcha  I;! 

Enter  Hyparcba. 

Hyp.  Madam. 

Erota.  Whence  comes  this  well-tun'd  found  ? 

Hyp.  I  know  not,  madam. 

Erota.  Liften,  wtnch.  [Song. 

Whatever  friendly  hands  they  are  that  fend  it, 
Let  'em  play  on  •,  they're  mailers  of  their  faculty. 
Doth't  pleale  you,  Sir  ? 

Ant.  According  to  the  time. 

Erota.  Go  to  'em,  wench, 

And  tell  'em,  we  fliall  thank  'em;  for  they've  kept 
As  good  time  to  our  difpofition,  as  to  their  inftruments. 
Unlefs  Antinous  (hall  fay  he  loves, 
There  never  can  be  fweeter  accents  utter'd. 

Enter  Philander. 
Phil.  Let  then  the  heart  that  did  employ  thofe  hands 

*7  Which  fad  thoughts  bring  along  with  ? 

Enter  Hyparcha. 

Hyp.  Madam.'}  I  think  it  pretty  plain  that  Erofa  called  her 
attendant  ;  and  this,  with  leaving  out  an  unneccfiary  monofy liable, 
completes  the  meafure.  Stward. 

Receive 
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Receive  fome  fmall  fhare  of  your  thanks  with  them. 

'Tis  happinefs  enough  that  you  did  like  it  ^ 

A  fortune  unto  me,  that  I  fliould  fend  it 

In  fuch  a  lucky  minute  ;  but  to  obtain 

So  gracious  welcome  did  exceed  my  hopes  ! 

Erota.  Good  prince,  I  thank  you  for't. 

Phil.  Oh,  madam,  pour  not,  too  faft,  joys  on  me, 
But  fprinkle  'em  fo  gently,  I  may  (land  'em. 
It  is  enough  at  firft,  you've  laid  afide 
Thofe  cruel  angry  looks  out  of  your  eyes, 
With  which,  as  with  your  lovely,  you  did  Itrike 
All  your  beholders  in  an  ecftafy. 

Erota.  Philander,  you  have  long  profefs'd  to  love  me. 

Phil.  Have  I  but  profefs'd  it,  madam  ? 

Erota.  Nay,  but  hear  me. 

Pbil.   More  attentively  than  to  an  oracle. 

Erota.  And  I  will  fpeak  more  truly,  if  more  can  be; 
Nor  mall  my  language  be  wrapt  up  in  riddles, 
But  plain  as  truth  itfelf.     I  love  this  gentleman, 
Whole  grief  has  made  him  fo  uncapable 
Of  love,  he  will  not  hear,  at  lealt  not  underftand  it. 
I  that  have  look'd  with  fcornful  eyes  on  thee, 
And  other  princes,  mighty  in  their  ftates, 
And  in  their  friends  as  fortunate,  have  now  pray'd, 
In  a  petitionary  kind  almoft, 

This  man,  this  well-deferving  man,  (that  I  mud  fay) 
To  look  upon  this  beauty  -,  yet  you  fee 
He  cafts  his  eyes  rather  upon  the  ground 
Than  he  will  turn  'em  this  way. 
Philander,  you  look  pale  •,  I'll  talk  no  more. 

Pbil.  Pray  go  forward  ;  I  would  be  your  martyr : 
To  die  thus,  were  immortally  to  live. 

Erota.  Will  you  go  to  him  then,  and  fpeak  for  me  ? 
You  have  lov'd  longer,  but  not  ferventer, 
Know  how  to  fpeak,  for  you  have  done  it  like 
An  orator,  ev'n  for  yourfelf  ^  then  how  will  you  for  me, 
Whom  you  profefs  to  love  above  yourfelf. 

Phil.  The  curfes  of  diffemblers  follow  me 
Unto  my  grave,  an  if  I  do  not  fo  ! 

Erota. 
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Erota.  You  may,  as  all  men  do,  fpeak  boldlier, 
Better,  in  their  friend's  caufe  dill,  than  in  your  own; 
But  fpeak  your  utmoft,  yet  you  cannot  feign  ; 
I  will  (land  by,  and  blulh,  to  witneis  it. 
Tell  him,  fmce  I  beheld  him,  I  have  loft 
The  happinefs  of"  this  life,  food  and  reft ", 
A  quiet  boibm,  and  the  ftate  I  went  with  j 
Tell  him  how  he  has  humbled  the  proud, 
And  made  the  living  but  a  dead  Erota. 
Tell  him  withal,  that  (he  is  better  pleas'd 
With  thinking  on  him,  than  enjoying  thele. 

Tell  him Philander  !  prince  !  I  talk  in  vain 

To  you  ;  you  do  not  mark  me. 

Pbil.  Indeed  I  do. 

Erota.  But  thou  doft  look  fo  pale, 
As  thou  wilt  fpoil  the  ftory  in  relating. 

Phil.  Not,  if  I  can  but  live  to  tell  it. 

Erota.  It  may  be,  you  have  not  the  heart. 

Pbil.  I  have  a  will,  I'm  lure,  howe'er  my  heart 
May  play  the  coward.     But,  if  you  pleafe,  Til  try. 

Erota.  If  a  kits  will  ftrengthen  thee,  I  give  you  leave 

18    food,  and  rtjl  ; 

d  quiet  bifom,  and  tht  jlute  I  ivent  with. 
Tell  him  hoi^j  be  has  humbled  the  proud. 
And  made  the  living  but  a  dead  Erota. 
Tell  him  withal,  that  Jhe  it  better  ptcafd 

With  thinking  on  him,  than  ("joying  thcfe  ]  The  relative  theft 
can  have  no  reference  to  any  thing  contained  in  the  two  preceding  lines, 
but  plainly  refers  to  food,  relt,  a  quiet  boibm  and  her  Hate,  which  it 
cannot  do,  without  touch  force,  as  the  lines  at  prefent  Hand  ;  I  have 
therefore  replacM  them  in  their  natural  order.  It  is  highly  probable 
that  the  two  intermediate  lines  were  added  by  the  Author  after  the 
foimer,  and  fo  being  wrote  in  the  margin,  the  tranfcriber  or  printer 
m:ghc  eafily  miftakc  the  place  where  they  were  to  be  infer  ted. 

Sward. 

Mr.  Seward  places  the  fifth  and  fixth  lines  before  the  third  and 
fourth  ;  but  in  fo  doing  he  has  reverfed,  and  not  replaced,  '  the 
*  natural  oider'  of  the  lines.  Till  ftie  has,  as  in  the  old  books,  fpoken 
of  hcrfelf  in  the  third  porfon,  it  is  abfurd  and  inelegant  to  fay, 

fell  him  withal  that  SHE  it  better  pleat  d  \ 
nor  is  the  relative  too  diilant  to  refer  to, 

The  bappinefi  of  this  life,  food  and  reft. 

To 
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To  challenge  it ;  nay,  I  will  give  it  you. 

Phil.  Oh,  that  a  man  fhould  tafte  fuch  heavenly  blifs, 
And  be  enjoin'd  to  beg  it  for  another ! 

Erota.  Alas,  it  is  a  mifery  I  grieve 
To  put  you  to,  and  I  will  fuffer  rather 
In  his  tyranny,  than  thou  in  mine. 

Phil.  Nay,  madam,  fince  I  cannot  have  your  love, 
I  will  endeavour  to  deferve  your  pity  ; 
For  I  had  rather  have  within  the  grave 
Your  love,  than  you  ftiould  want  it  upon  earth. 
But  how  can  I  hope,  with  a  feeble  tongue, 
To  inftrudl  him  in  the  rudiments  of  love, 
When  your  moil  powerful  beauty  cannot  work  it  ? 

Erota.  Do  what  thou  wilt,  Philander ;  the  requeft 
Is  fo  unreafonable,  that  I  quit  thee  of  it. 
I  defire  now  no  more  but  the  true  patience 
And  fortitude  of  lovers,  with  thofe  helps 
Of  fighs  and  tears,  which,  I  think,  is  all  the  phyfick — 

Phil.  Oh,  if  he  did  but  hear  you,  'twere  enough  5 
And  I  will  wake  him  from  his  apoplexy. 
Antinous  ! 

Ant.  My  lord! 

Phil.  Nay,  'pray, 

No  courtefy  to  me ;  you  are  my  lord, 
Indeed  you  are,  for  you  command  her  heart 
That  commands  mine  •,  nor  can  you  want  to  know  it: 
For  look  you,  fhe  that  told  it  you  in  words, 
Explains  it  now  more  paflionately,  in  tears  : 
Either  thou  haft  no  heart,  or  a  marble  one, 
If  thofe  drops  cannot  melt  it !  Prithee  look  up, 
And  fee  how  forrow  fits  within  her  eyes, 
And  love  the  grief  me  goes  with  (if  not  her) 
Of  which  thou  art  the  parent ;  and  ne'er  yet 
Was  there,  by  nature,  that  thing  made  fo  flony, 
But  it  would  love  whatever  it  begot. 

Ant.  He  that  begot  me,  did  beget  thefe  cares, 
Which  are  good  iflucs,  tho'  happily  by  him 
Efteemed  monflers  :  Nay,  th'  ill-judging  world 
Is  likely  enough  to  give  them  thofe  characters. 

Phil. 
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Phil.  What's  this  to  love,  and  to  the  lady  ?  He's  old, 
Wrathful,  perverfe,  felf-will'd,  and  full  of  anger; 
Which  are  his  faults,  but  let  them  not  be  thine : 
He  thrufls  you  from  his  love,  me  pulls  thee  on  ; 
He  doubts  your  virtues,  (he  doth  double  them. 
Oh,  either  ufe  thine  own  eyes,  or  take  mine, 
And  with  them  my  heart!  then  thou  wilt  love  her, 
Nay,  dote  upon  her  more  than  on  thy  duty, 
And  men  will  praife  thee  equally  for  it ; 
Neglecting  her,  condemn  thee  as  a  man 
Unworthy  fuch  a  fortune.     Oh,  Antinous, 
'Tis  not  the  friendmip  that  I  bear  to  thee, 
But  her  command,  that  makes  me  utter  this  : 
And  when  I  have  prevail'd,  let  her  but  fay, . 
*  Philander,  you  muft  die,  or  this  is  nothing,' 
It  (hall  be  done  together  with  a  breath, 
With  the  fame  willingnefs  I  live  to  fcrve  her. 

Erota.  No  more,  Philander. 

Pbii.  All  I  have  done,  is  little  yet  to  purpofe-, 
But,  ere  I  leave  him,  I'll  perceive  him  blufli  ; 
And  make  him  feel  the  pafllons  that  I  do. 
Every  true  lover  will  afiill  me  in't, 
And  Jend  me  their  fad  fighs  to  blow  it  home, 
For  Cupid  wants  a  dart  to  wound  this  bofom. 

Erota.  No  more,  no  more,  Philander !   I  can  en 
dure  no  more : 

Pray,  let  him  go.    Go,  good  Antinous  -,  make  peace 
With  your  own  mind,  no  matter  tho1  I  perim  ! 

[Exeunt. 


ACT        IV. 

Enter  Hyparcba  and  Mocbingo. 

Hyp.  T  CANNOT  help  it. 

X       Mocb.  Nor  do  I  require  it ; 
The  malady  needs  no  phyfician.     Help 
Hofpital  people. 

Hyp. 
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Hyp.  I  am  glad  to  hear 
You  are  fo  valiant  ? 

Moch.  Valiant? 

Can  any  man  be  proud  that  is  not  valiant  ? 
Foolilh  woman  !  what  wouldft  thou  fay  ?  thou  --  • 
I  know  not  what  to  call  thee, 

Hyp.  I  can  you, 
For  I  can  call  you  coxcomb,  afs,  and  puppy  ! 

Mocb.  You  do  do't,  I  thank  you. 

Hyp.  That  you'll  lofe  a  fortune, 
Which  a  cobler  better  deferves  than  thou  doft  ! 

Mocb.  Do  not  provoke  my  magnanimity  ; 
For  when  t  am  incens'd  I  am  infenfible. 
Go,  tell  thy  lady,  that  hath  fent  me  word 
She  will  difcard  me,  that  I  difcard  her, 
And  throw  a  fcorn  upon  her,  which  I  would  not, 
But  that  me  does  me  wrong. 

Enter  Erota  and  Antinous. 

Erota.  Do  you  not  glory  in  your  conqueft  more, 
To  take  fome  great  man  prifoner,  than  to  kill  him  ? 
And  mall  a  lady  find  lefs  mercy  from  you, 
That  yields  herlelf  your  captive,  and  for  her  ranfomT 
Will  give  the  jewel  of  her  life,  her  heart, 
Which  (he  hath  lock'd  from  all  men  but  thyfelf  ? 
For  fhame,  Antinous  ;  throw  this  dullnefs  off  ! 
Art  thou  a  man  no  where  but  in  the  field  ? 

Hyp.  He  muft  hear  drums   and  trumpets,  or  he 

deeps'9: 

And  at  this  inftant  dreams  he's  in  his  armour. 
Thefe  iron  -hearted  foldiers  are  fo  cold, 
'Till  they  be  beaten  to  a  woman's  arms  ! 

J9  He  muft  bear  drums  ^  and  trumpet  sc^cr  heflecps.  ]/  It  was  dullnefs-, 
which  Hyparcha  calls  fleepinefs,  that  is  complain'd  of,  and  I  doubt 
not  but  the  fenfe  of  this  line  is  the  very  reverie  of  what  it  was  origi 
nally,  by  the  accidental  change  of  a  particle.  E'er  mould  be  either 
or  or  eift.  I  prefer  the  forruer,  as  Shakeipeaie  afes  it  in  the  fame 
(enfe.  ' 

*  He's  for  a  jig  or  tale  of  bawdry,  or  he  fleep*.'         Hamlet. 


And 
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And  then  they  love'em  better  than  their  own  ; 
No  fort  can  hold  them  out. 

Ant.  What  pity  is  it,  madam,  that  yourfclf, 
Who  are  all  excellence,  fhould  become  fo  wretched, 
To  think  on  fuch  a  wretch  as  grief  hath  made  me  ! 
Seldom  defpairing  men  look  up  to  Heav'n, 
Altho'  it  (till  fpeak  to  'em  in  its  glories ; 
For  when  fad  thoughts  perplex  the  mind  of  man, 
There  is  a  plummet  in  the  heart  that  weighs, 
And  pulls  us,  living,  to  the  duft  we  came  from. 
Did  you  but  fee  the  miferies  you  purfue, 
As  I  the  happinefs  that  I  avoid, 
That  doubles  my  afflictions,  you  would  fly 
Unto  fome  wildernefs,  or  to  your  grave, 
And  there  find  better  comforts  than  in  me  ; 
For  love  and  cares  can  never  dwell  together  ! 

Erota.  They  mould, 
If  thou  hadft  but  my  love  and  I  thy  cares. 

Ant.  What  wild  beaft  in  the  dclart  but  would  be 
Taught  by  this  tongue  to  leave  his  cruelty, 
Tho'  all  the  beauties  of  the  face  were  veil'd  ! 
But  I  am  favager  than  any  beait, 
And  (hall  be  fo  till  Decius  do  arrive  •, 
Whom  with  fo  much  fubmiflion  I  have  fent 
Under  my  hand,  that,  if  he  do  not  bring 
His  benediction  back,  he  mult  to  me 
Be  much  more  cruel  than  I  am  to  you. 

Erota.  Is't  but  your  father's  pardon  you  defire  ? 

Ant.  With  his  lovej  and  then  nothing  next  that,  like 
yours. 

Enter  Dtcius. 

Erota.  Decius  is  come. 

Ant.  Oh,  welcome,  friend  !  If  I  not  apprehend 
Too  much  of  joy,  there^s  comfort  in  thy  looks. 

Erota.  There  is  indeed ;  I  prithee,  Decius,  fpeak  it. 

Dec.  How  !  prithee,  Decius  ?  this  woman's  ftrangely 
alter'd. 

Ant.  Why  doft  not  fpeak,  good  friend,  and  tell  me  how 

10  Be  much  more  crueller  than  1  to  you."]    Firlt  folio  and  Sewaid. 
The  intermediate  copit»  picfervc  erammar,  and  neeled  meafure. 

VOL.  IV.  D  The 
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The  reverend  blefling  of  my  life  receiv'd 
My  humble  lines  ?  Wept  he  for  joy  P 

Dec.  No  •,  there's  a  letter  will  inform  yon  more, 
Yet  I  can  tell  you  what  I  think  will  grieve  you  : 
The  old  man  is  in  want,  and  angry  ftill, 
And  poverty's  the  bellows  to  the  coal, 
More  than  diftafte  from  you,  as  I  imagine. 

Ant.  What's  here  ?  how's  this  ?  It  cannot  be !  No\y 

fure 
My  griefs  delude  my  fenfes. 

Erota.  In  his  looks 

I  read  a  world  of  changes.     Decius,  rnark^ 
With  what  a  fad  amazement  he  furveys 
The  news  I  Canft  thou  guefs  what  it  is  ? 

Dec.  None  good,  I  fear. 

Erota.  I  fear  fo  too ;  and  then 

Ant.  It  is  her  hand ! 

Erota.  Are  you  not  well  ? 

Ant.  Too  well.   If  I  were  aught 
But  rock,  this  letter  would  conclude  my  mif^ries. 
Perufe  it,  lady,  and  refolve  me  then, 
In  what  a  cafe  I  ftand. 

Dec.  Sir,  the  word  is 
Your  father's  lownefs  and  diflafle  ? 

Ant.  No,  Decius  •, 

My  fitter  writes,  Fernando  has  made  fuit 
For  love  to  her  j  and,  to  exprefs  fincerely 
His  conilant  truth,  hath,  like  a  noble  gentleman, 
Difcover'd  plots  of  treachery,  contriv'd 
By  falfe  Gonzalo,  not  intending  more 
The  utter  ruin  of  our  houfe,  than  generally 
Candy's  confufion. 

Dec.  'Tis  a  generous  part 
Of  young  Fernando. 

Ant.  Tis,  and  I  could  wifh 
All  thrift  to  his  affedlions,  Decius. 
You  find  the  fum  on't,  madam  ? 

Erota.  Yes,  I  do. 

Ant.  Atid  can  you  now  yet  think  a  heart  opprefs'd 

With 
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With  fuch  a  throng  of  cares,  can  entertain 

An  amorous  thought  ?  Love  frees  all  toils  but  one ; 

Calamity  and  it  can  ill  agree. 

Erota.  Will't  pleafe  you  fpeak  my  doom  ? 

Ant.  Alas,  great  lady, 
Why  will  you  flatter  thus  a  defperate  man, 
That  is  quite  cad  away  ?  Oh,  had  you  not 
Procur'd  the  fenate's  warrant  to  enforce 
My  (lay,  I  had  not  heard  of  thefe  fad  news. 
What  would  you  have  me  do  ? 

Erota.  Love  me,  or  kill  me ! 
One  word  (hall  fentence  either  :  For,  as  truth 
Is  juft,  if  you  refufe  me,  I  am  refolute 
Not  to  out-live  my  thraldom. 

Ant.  Gentle  lady  I 

Erota.  Say,  muft  I  live,  or  die  ? 

Dec.  My  lord,  how  can  you 
Be  fo  inexorable  ?  Here's  occafion 
Of  fuccouring  your  father  in  his  wants 
Securely  proffer'd  :    Pray,  Sir,  entertain  it. 

Erota.  What  is  my  fentence  ? 

Ant.  What  you  pleafe  to  have  it. 

Erota.  As  thou  art  gentle,  fpeak  thofe  words  again  f 

Ant.  Madam,  you  have  prevaiPd  •,  yet,give  me  leave, 
Without  offence,  ere  I  refign  the  intereit 
Your  heart  hath  in  my  heart,  to  prove  your  fecrefy. 

Erota.  Antinous,  'tis  the  gneatclt  argument 
Of  thy  affections  to  me. 

Ant.  Madam,  thus  then  ; 
My  father  (lands  for  certain  fums  engag'd 
fo  treacherous  Gonzalo,  and  has  mortgag'd 
The  greateft  part  of  his  eftate  to  him  : 
If  you  receive  this  mortgage,  and  procure 
Acquittance  from  Gonzalo  to  my  father, 
I  am  what  you  would  have  me  be. 

Erota.  You'll  love  me  then  ? 

Ant.  Provided,  madam,  that  my  father  know  not 
I  am  an  agent  for  him. 

Erota.  If  I  fail 

D  2  In 
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In  this,  I  am  unworthy  to  be  lov'd. 

Ant.  Then,  with  your  favour,  thus  I  feal  my  truth, 
To-day20,  and  Decius,  witnefs  how  unchangingly 
I  fhall  ftill  love  Erota  ! 

Erota.  Thou  haft  quicken'd 
A  dying  heart,  Antinous. 

Dec.  This  is  well. 
Much  happinefs  to  both  ! 

Enter  Hyparcha. 

Hyp.  The  lord  Gonzalo 
Attends  you,  madam. 

Erota.  'Comes  as  we  could  wifh. 
Withdraw,  Antinous  -,  here's  a  clofet,  where 
You  may  partake  his  errand.    Let  him  enter. 

Ant.  Madam,  you  muft  be  wary.  [Exit.. 

Erota.  Fear  it  not ; 
I  will  be  ready  for  him,  to  entertain  him 

Enter  Gonzalo. 

With  fmiling  welcome. — Noble  Sir,  you  take 
Advantage  of  the  time ;  it  had  been  fit 
Some  notice  of  your  prefence  might  have  famion'd 
A  more  prepared  ftate. 

Gon.  D'you  mock  me,  madam  ? 

Erota.  Truft  me,  you  wrong  your  judgment,  to 

repute 

My  gratitude  a  fault :  I  have  exam in'd* 
Your  portly  carnage,  and  will  now  confefs 
It  hath  not  (lightly  won  me. 

Gon.  The  wind's  turn'd  ; 

I  thought 'twould  come  to  this. — It  pleas'd  us,  madam, 
At  our  laft  interview,  to  mention  love : 
Have  you  confider'd  on't  ? 


•  thus  I  Jeal  my  truth, 


To  day,  and  Decius  witnefs  how  unchangingly.]  Mr.  Seward 
expunges  the  words  to  day,  '  as  unneceffary  to  the  lenie,  and  hurtful 
'  to  the  meafure  ;*  but  this  is  too  arbitrary  ;  and  the  old  reading,  pro 
perly  Hopped,  is  good  fenfe,  not  unpoetjcal,  ftor  more  redundant  than 
the  meafure  often  is.  The  day  is  no  uncommon  adjuration,  and  in 
that  fenfe  we  here  underftand  it. 

Erota. 
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Erota.  With  more  than  common 
Content :  But,  Sir,  if  what  you  fpake  you  meant, 
As  I  have  caufe  to  doubt,  then 

Gon.  What,  fweet  lady  ? 

Erota.   Methinks  we  fhould  lay  by  this  form  of 

ftatelinefs ; 

Love's  courtlhip  is  familiar ;  and,  for  inflance, 
See  what  a  change  it  hath  begot  in  me  : 
I  could  talk  humbly  now,  as  lovers  ufe. 

Gon.  And  I,  and  I  *,  we  meet  in  one  felf-centre 
Of  blefs'd  confent. 

Erota.  I  hope  my  weaknefs,  Sir, 
Shall  not  deferve  neglect ;   but  if  it  prove  fo, 
I  am  not  the  firft  lady  has  been  ruin'd 
By  being  too  credulous  -,  you  will  fmart  for't  one  day. 

Gon.  Angel-like  lady,  let  me  be  held  a  villain, 
If  I  love  not  fincerely  ! 

Erota.  'Would  I  knew  it. 

Gon.  Make  proof  by  any  fit  command. 

Erota.  What  do  you  mean  ? 
To  marry  me  ? 

Gon.  How !   mean  ?  Nay  more,  I  mean 
To  make  you  empreis  of  my  earthly  fortunes, 
Regent  of  my  defircs  ;  for  did  you  covet 
To  be  a  real  queen,  I  could  advance  you. 

Erota.  Now  I  perceive  you  (light  me,  and  would 

make  me 
More  fimple  than  my  fex's  frailty  warrants. 

Gon.  But  fay  your  mind,  and  you  lhall  be  a  queen, 

Erota.  On  thole  conditions  call  me  yours. 

Gon.  Enough. 
But  are  we  fate  ? 

Erota.  Afluredly. 

Gon.  In  fhort •- 

Yet,  lady,  firft  be  plain  : ,  Would  you  not  chufe 
Much  rather  to  prefer  your  own  fun-rifir?g, 
Than  any's  elfe,  tho*  ne'er  fo  near  entitled 
By  blood,  or  right  of  birth  ? 

Erota.  It  is  a  quellion 

D  3  Needs 
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Needs  not  a  refolution. 

Gon.  Good ;  what  if 
I  fet  the  crown  of  Candy  on  your  head  ? 

Erota.  I  were  a  queen  indeed  then. 

Gon.  Madam,  know 

There's  but  a  boy  'twixt  you  and  it ;  fuppofe  him 
Tranfhap'd  into  an  angel. 

Erota.  Wife  Gonaalo ! 
I  cannot  but  admire  thee  f 

Gon.  'Tis  worth  thinking  on ; 
Befides,  your  hufband  fhall  be  duke  of  Venice. 

Erota.  Gonzalo  duke  of  Venice  ! 

Gon.  You  are  mine,  you  fay  ? 

Erota.  Pirn  !  you  but  dally  with  me  j  and  would 

lull  rne 
In  a  rich  golden  dream. 

Gon.  You  are  too  much  diftruftful  of  my  truth. 

Erota.  Then  you  muft  give  me  leave  to  apprehend 
The  means  and  manner  how. 

Gon.  Why,  thus 

Erota.  You  fhall  not ; 
We  may  be  over-heard  ;  affairs  and  counfels 
Of  fuch  high  nature  are  not  to  be  trufted, 
Not  to  the  air  itfelf :  You  fhall  in  writing 
Draw  out  the  full  defign  -y  which  if  effected, 
I  am  as  I  profefs. 

Gon.  Oh,  I  applaud 
Your  ready  care,  and  fecrefyv 

Erota.  Gonzalo, 

There  is  a  bar  yet,  'twixt  our  hopes  and  us, 
And  that  muft  be  remov'd. 

Gon.  What  is't  ? 

Erota.  Old  Caffilane. 

Gon.  Ha  ?  fear  not  him  :  I  build  upon  his  ruinfr 
Already. 

Erota.  I  would  find  a  fmoother  courfe 
To  fhift  him  off. 

Gon.  As  how  ? 

Erota.  We'll  talk  in  private  j 

I  have 
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I  have  a  ready  plot. 

Gon.  1  fhall  adore  you.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Fernando  and  Annopbel. 

Fern.  Madam,  altho*  I  hate  unnoble  pra&ices, 
And  therefore  have  perform'd  no  more  than  what 
1  ought  for  honour's  fake*1 ;  yet,  Annophel, 
Thy  love  hath  been  the  fpur,  to  urge  me  forward 
For  fpeedier  diligence. 

Anno.  Sir,  your  own  fame 
And  memory  will  bed  reward  themfelves. 

Fern.  All  gain  is  lofs,  fweet  beauty,  if  I  mifs 
My  comforts  here  :  The  brother  and  the  filler 
Have  double  conquer'd  me,  but  thou  mayft  triumph. 

Anno.  Good  Sir,  I  have  a  father. 

Fern.  Yes,  a  brave  one : 

Couldft  thou  obfcure  thy  beauty,  yet  the  happinefs 
Of  being  but  his  daughter,  were  a  dower 
Fit  for  a  prince.     What  fay  you  ? 

Anno.  You've  defcrv'd 
As  much  as  I  fhould  grant. 

Fern.  By  this  fair  hand 
I  take  poficfiion. 

Anno.  What  in  words  I  dare  not. 
Imagine  in  my  filerice. 

Fern.  Thou'rt  all  virtue. 

Enter  CaJJilane  and  ArcaneL 
Caff.  PI1  tell  thee  how  :  Baldwin  the  emperor, 
Pretending  title,  more  thro*  tyranny 
Than  right  of  conqueft,  or  deicent,  ufurp'd 
The  ftile  of  lord  o'er  all  the  Grecian  iflands, 
And  under  colour  of  an  amity 
With  Crete,  preferr'd  the  marquis  Mountferato 

11  /  ought  for  honour's  fafety.]  1  have  not  reje&edyi/V/y  as  thinking 
it  nonfcnfe,  but  becaufe  the  more  natural  word  better  fuits  the  meafure. 
I  allow  that  where  a  paufe  happens  in  the  middle  of  a  verfe,  a  redun 
dant  fy liable  is  often  flung  in  by  Shakefpeare  as  well  as  our  Authors. 
But  one  fliould  not  fuppole  them  to  vary  a  natural  phrafe  on  purpofe 
to  do  it.  £ru  W 

D  4.  To 
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To  be  our  governor  :  The  Cretans,  vex'd 
By  the  ambitious  Turks,  in  hope  of  aid 
From  th'  emperor,  receiv'd  for  general 
This  Monntferato  ;  he,  the  wars  appeas'd, 
Plots  with  the  (late  of  Venice,  and  takes  money 
Of  them  for  Candy  •,  they  paid  well,  he  fteals 
Away  in  fecret;  fince  which  time,  that  right 
The  ftate  of  Venice  claims  o'er  Candy,  is 
By  purchafe,  not  inheritance  or  conqueft  : 
And  hence  grows  all  our  quarrel. 

Arc.  So  an  ufurer 

Or  Lombard  Jew,  might  with  fome  bags  of  trafh 
Buy  half  the  weftern  world. 

Caff.  Money,  Arcanes, 
Is  now  a  god  on  earth :  It  cracks  virginities, 
And  turns  a  Chriltian,  Turk  •, 
Bribes  Juftice,  cut-throats  Honour,  does  what  not? 

Arc .  Not  captives  Candy. 

Caff.  Nor  makes  thee  difhoneft, 

Nor  me  a  coward. Now,  Sir,  here  is  homely, 

But  friendly  entertainment. 

Fern.  Sir,  I  find  it. 

Arc.  And  like  it,  do  you  not  ? 

Fern.  My  repair  fpeaks  for  me. 

Caff.  Fernando,  we  were  fpeaking  of — how's  this  ? 

Enter  Gonzalo,  and  Gafpero  with  a  cafket. 

Con.  Your  friend,  and  fervant. 

Caff.  Creditors,  my  lord, 

Art  iiiailers,  and  no  fervants  :  As  the  world  goes,, 
Debtors  are  very  flaves  to  thofe  to  whom 
They've  been  beholden  to ;  in  which  refpecl:, 
1  mould  fear  you,  Gonzalo. 

Gon.  Me,  my  lord  ? 
You  owe  me  nothing. 

Caff.  What,  nor  love,  nor  money  ? 

Gon.  Yes,  love,  I  hope ;  not  money. 

Caff.  All  this  bravery 
Will  fcarcely  make  that  good. 

Gon. 
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Gon.  'Tis  done  already  : 
See,  Sir,  your  mortgage-,  which  I  only  took, 
In  cafe  you  and  your  fon  had  in  the  wars 
Mifcarried  :  I  yield  it  up  again  -,  'tis  yours. 

Caff.  Are  you  ib  confcionable  ? 

Gon.  'Tis  your  own. 

Caff.  Pifh,  pifh !  I'll  not  receive  what  is  not  mine; 
That  were  a  dange!t>us  bufmefs. 

Gon.  Sir,  I'm  paid  for't  •, 

The  fums  you  borrow'd  are  return'd,  the  bonds 
Cancell'd,  and  your  acquittance  formally  feal'd  : 
Look  here,  Sir-,  Gafpero  is  witnefs  to  it. 

Gafp.  My  honour'd  lord,  I  am. 

Gon.  My  lord  Fernando, 
Arcanes,  and  the  reft,  you  all  (hall  teftify, 
That  I  acquit  lord  Cafiilane  for  ever, 
Of  any  debts  to  me. 

Gafp.  'Tis  plain  and  ample  ". 

Anno.  Fortune  will  once  again  fmile  on  us  fairly  ! 

Caff.  But,  hark  ye,  hark  ye  !  If  you  be  in  earncft, 
Whence  comes  this  bounty  ?  or  whofe  is't  ? 

Gon.  In  fhort, 

The  great  Erota,  by  this  fccretary, 
Return'd  me  my  full  due. 

Caff.  Erota!— Why 
Should  me  do  this  ? 

Gon.  You  muft  afk  her  the  caufe  -, 
She  knows  it  belt. 

Caff.  So  ho,  Arcanes !  none 
But  women  pity  us  !  foft-hcarted  women  ! 
I  am  become  a  brave  fellow  now,  Arcanes, 
Am  I  not  ? 

Arc .  Why,  Sir,  if  the  gracious  princefs 
Have  took  more  fpecial  notice  of  your  fervices, 

"  Gafp.   ''7 'is  plain  and  ample: 

Fortune  will  once  again,  &c.]  Mr.  Scward  gives  thefe  two  lines 
fo  CaJ/ilane  ;  and  fays,  they  evidently  belong  to  him  ;  but  furely  '/// 
plain  and  ample  may  be  fpoken  by  Gafpero,  as  witnefs  to  the  acquit 
tance  ;  and  the  other  line  will  come  from  either  Annopbtl  or  Arcanes 
with  much  more  propriety  than  from  CaJJilant. 

And 
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And  means  to  be  more  thankful  than  fome  others^ 
It  were  an  injury  to  gratitude 
To  difefteem  her  favours. 

Anno.  Sir,  me  ever 
For  your  fake  moft  refpeftively  lov'd  me. 

Caff.  The  fenate,  and  the  body  of  this  kingdom,- 
Are  herein  (let  me  fpeak  it  without  arrogance) 
Beholden  to  her :  I  will  thank  h«r  for  it  j 
And  if  me  have  referv'd  a  means  whereby 
I  may  repay  this  bounty  with  fome  fervice* 
She  mall  be  then  my  patronefs.     Come,  Sirs, 
We'll  tafte  a  cup  of  wine  together  now. 

Gon.  Fernando,  I  muft  fpeak  with  you  in  fecret. 

Fern.  You  mall. Now,  Gafpero,  all's  well, 

Gon.  There's  news 
You  muft  be  acquainted  with aj. 
Come,  there's  no  mafter-piece  in  art,  like  policy. 

{Exeunt. 


ACT       V. 

Enter  Fernando  and  Michael. 

Fern.  rr^HE  fenate  is  inform'd  at  fulL 

Mich.  Gonzalo 
Dreams  not  of  my  arrival  yet  ? 

Fern.  Nor  thinks 

'Tis  pofllble  his  plots  can  be  difcover'd. 
He  fats  himfelf  with  hopes  of  crowns,  and  kingdoms1, 
And  laughs  fecurely,  to  imagine  how 

z*  Gafp.  there's  news 

Tou  muft  be  acquainted  ivtth. 

Come  there's  no  mafter- piece  of  art  like  policy. ]  This  laft  line  is  a 
repetition  of  Gonzalo" s  vain  opinion  of  his  own  policy,  I  therefore 
think  that  the  whole  fpeech  belongM  to  him.  And  it  is  artful  to  make 
Gonzalo  triumph  in  the  fuccefs  ot  his  politics,  when  the  reader  knows, 
that  he  is  upon  the  brink  of  ruin.  If  Gafpero  is  to  fpeak  it,  he  muft  be 
fuppofed  to  have  heard  from  Fernando  the  converfation  which  had 
pafo'd  between  Gonza/o  and  him.  SewarJ. 

He 
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He  means  to  eull  all  but  himfelf  j  when,  truly, 
None  is  fo  grofly  gull'd  as  he. 

Micb.  There  was  never 
A  more  arch  villain. 

Fern.  Peace  i  the  fenate  comes. 

Enter  Porpbycio,  Po/enne^  Senator^  Gafpero,  attendant*. 

Porpb.  How  clofcly  treafon  cloaks  itfelf  in  forms 
Of  civil  honefty ! 

Poffl  And  yet  how  palpably 
Does  Heav'n  reveal  it ! 

Fern.  Gracious  lords! 

Gafp.  Th'  ambafiador, 
Lord  Paulo  Michael,  advocate 
To  the  great  duke  of  Venice. 

Porpb.  You're  mod  welcome ; 
Your  matter  is  a  juft  and  noble  prince. 

Micb.  My  lords,  he  bad  me  fay,  that  you  may  know 
How  much  he  fcorns,  and,  as  good  princes  ought, 
Defies,  bafe,  indirect,  and  godlefs  treacheries, 
To  your  more  facred  wifdoms  he  refers 
The  punifhment  due  to  the  falfe  Gonzalo, 
Or  elfe  to  fend  him  home  to  Venice. 

Po/.  Herein 

The  duke  is  royal.     Gafpero,  the  prince 
Of  Cyprus  anfwer'd  he  would  come  ? 

Gafp.  My  lords, 
He  will  not  long  be  abfent. 

Enter  Philander  and  Melitus. 

Porpb.  You,  Fernando, 

Have  made  the  ftate  your  debtor. — Worthy  prince, 
We  (hall  be  fuitors  to  you  for  your  prefence, 
In  hearing  and  determining  of  matters 
Greatly  concerning  Candy. 

Phil.  Fathers,  I'm 
A  ftranger. 

Po/.  Why,  the  caufe,  my  lord,  concerns 
A  ftranger.     Pleafe  you,  feat  yourfelf. 

Pbil. 
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Phil.  Howe'er 

Unfit,  iince  you  will  have  it  fo,  my  lords, 
You  fhall  command  me. 

Porph.  You,  my  lord  Fernando, 
With  the  ambafTador,  withdraw  a  while. 

Fern.  My  lords,  we  mall.          [Exit  with  Michael. 

Poff.  Melitus,  and  the  fecretary, 
Give  notice  to  Gonzalo,  that  the  fenate 
Requires  his  prefence.  [Exe.  Gafp.  and  MeL 

Enter  Caffilane  and  Ar canes. 

Phil.  What  concerns  the  bufinefs  ? 

Porph.  Thus,  noble  prince 

Caff.  Let  me  alone  -y  thou  troubleil  me  $ 
I  will  be  heard. 

Arc.  You  know  not  what  you  do. 

Poff.  Forbear  2M 

Who's  he  that  is  ib  rude  ?  what's  he  that  dares 
To  interrupt  our  counfels  ? 

Caff.  One  that  has  guarded 

Thofe  purple  robes  from  cankers  worfe  than  moths  5 
One  that  hath  kept  your  fleeces  on  your  backs, 
That  would  have  been  fnatch'd  from  you  :  But,  I  fee,- 
'Tis  better  now  to  be  a  dog,  a  fpaniel, 
In  times  of  peace,  than  boail  the  bruifed  fears, 
Purchas'd  with  lofs  of  blood  in  noble  wars* 
My  lords,  I  ipeak  to  you  ! 

Porph.  Lord  Caffilane^ 
We  know  not  what  you  mean. 

Caff.  Yes,  you  are  fet 
Upon  a  bench  of  juftice ;  and  a  day 
Will  come  (hear  this,  and  quake,  ye  potent  great  ones) 
When  you  yourfelves  Ihall  Hand  before  a  judge, 
Who  in  a  pair  of  fcales  will  weigh  your  a&ions. 
Without  abatement  of  one  grain  :  As  then 

**  PofT.  Forbear  :  Who  s  be  that  it  jo  rude  ?  What's  he  that  dares  ?] 
The  fir  ft  word  of  Pojfennis  fpeech,  leems  originally  to  have  belonged 
to  Arcanes.  Seaward 

There  needs  no  variation  ;  Forbear  !  coming  very  properly  from 

Poffenne*     • 

You 
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You  would  be  found  full  weight,  I  charge  ye,  fathers, 
Let  me  have  juftice  now  I 

Po/.  Lord  Caflllane, 

What;  ftrange  diftemp'rature  provokes  diftruft 
Of  our  impartiality  ?  Be  fure 
We'll  father  no  man's  injuries ZJ. 

Caff.  'Tis  well. 

You  have  a  law,  lords,  that,  without  remorfe, 
Dooms  fuch  as  are  beleper'd  with  the  curie 
Of  foul  ingratitude,  unto  death. 

Porpb.  We  have. 

Caff.  Then,  do  me  juftice. 

Enter  Antinous,  Decius,  Erota^  and  Hyparcba. 

Dec.  Madman,  whither  runn'ft  thou  ? 

Ant.  Peace,  Decius !  I  am  deaf. 

Hyp.  Will  you  forget 
Your  greatnefs,  and  your  modefty  ? 

Erota.  Hyparcha,  leave  ! 
I  will  not  hear. 

Ant.  Lady  !  great,  gentle  lady ! 

Erota.  Prithee,  young  man,  forbear  to  interrupt  me-, 
Triumph  not  in  thy  fortunes  -,  I  will  (peak. 

Poff.  More  uproars  yet !  Who  are  they  thatdifturb  us  ? 

Caff.  The  viper's  come  \  his  fears  have  drawn  him 

hither ; 

And  now,  my  lords,  be  chronicled  for  ever, 
And  give  mejuftice  againft  this  vile  monfter, 
This  baftard  of  my  blood ! 

Erota.  'Tis  juftice,  fathers, 
I  fue  for  too  •,  and,  tho'  I  might  command  it, 
(If  you  remember,  lords,  whofe  child  I  was) 
Yet  I  will  humbly  beg  it :  This  old  wretch 

*S  We"  II  flatter  no  man's  injuries."}  A  judge  who  pardons  a  criminal, 
or  rather  a  judge  who  will  not  fee,  but  endeavours  to  palliate  the 
crimes  of  the  offender,  may  be  faid  to  flatter  his  injuries,  and  there 
fore  it  was  not  without  consulting  feveral  ingenious  friends  that  I  ven- 
tur'd  to  difcard  it  ;  They  all  upon  reading  the  pafiage  rnark'd  it  as  an 
exceptionable  word,  and  two  or  them  conjrtiur'd  the  fame  emendation 
which  I  had  made :  Which  is  certainly  a  Itrorger,  a  clearer  and  a 
more  poetical  word.  ^  ..<;>./ 

Has 
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Has  forfeited  his  life  to  me. 

Caff  Tricks,  tricks, 

Compiots,  devices,  'twixt  thefe  pair  of  young  ones9 
To  blunt  the  edge  of  your  well-temper'd  fwords, 
Wherewith  you  (trike  offenders,  lords  !  But  I 
Am  not  a  baby  to  be  fear'd  with  bug-bears  j 
3Tis  juitice  I  require. 
Erota.  And  I. 
Ant.  You  fpeak 

Too  tenderly,  and  too  much  like  yourfelf, 
To  mean  a  cruelty,  which  would  make  monftrou$ 
Your  iex  :  Yet,  for  the  love's  fake  which  you  oncp 
Pkas'd  to  pretend,  give  my  griev'd  father  leave 
I'o  urge  hu's,  own  Kv^enge ;  you  have  no  caufe 
For  yours  :  Keep  peace  about  you  ! 
Caff.  Will  ye  hear  me  ? 
Phil.  Here's  fome  ftrange  novelty. 
Poff.  Sure  we  are  mock'd  ! 
SpeaK  one  at  once.     Say,  wherein  hath  your  fon, 
Tranfgrefs'd  the  law  ? 

Caff.  Oh,  the  grofs  mifts  of  dullnefs  ! 
Are  you  t|i:s  kingdom's  oracles,  yet  can  be 
So  ignorant  ?  Firft  hear,  and  then  confider. 
That  I  begot  him,  gave  him  birth  and  life, 
And  education,  were,  I  muft  confefs, 
But  duties  of  a  father  :  I  did  more^ 
I  taught  him  how  to  manage  arms,  to  dare 
An  enemy,  to  court  both  death  and  dangers  j 
Yet  theie  were  but  additions  to  complete 
A  well-accomplinYd  foldier :  I  did  more  yet ; 
I  made  him  chief  commander  in  the  field 
Next  to  myfelf,  and  gave  him  the  full  profpeft 
Of  honour  and  preferment;  train'd  him  up 
In  all  perfections  of  a  martialift  : 
But  he,  unmindful  of  his  gratitude, 
You  know  with  what  contempt  of  my  deferts, 
Finl  kick'd  againfl  mine  honour,  fcorned  all 
My  fervices,  then  got  the  palm  of  glory 
Unto  himielf.     Yet,  not  content  with  this, 

He, 
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He,  laftly,  hath  confpir'd  my  death,  and  fought 
Means  to  engage  me  to  this  lady's  debt, 
Whofe  bounty  all  my  whole  eftate  could  never 
Give  fatisfa&ion  to.     Now,  honour'd  fathers, 
For  this  caufe  only,  if  your  law  be  law, 
And  you  the  miniiters  of  juftice,  then 
Think  of  this  ftrange  ingratitude  in  him. 

Phil.  Can  this  be  fo,  Antinous  ? 

Ant.  'Tis  all  true. 

Nor  hath  my  much-wrong'd  father  limn'd  my  faults 
In  colours  half  fo  black,  as  in  themfelves 
My  guilt  hath  dy'd  them  :  Were  there  mercy  left, 
Yet  mine  own  fhame  would  be  my  executioner  ! 
Lords,  I  am  guilty. 

Erofa.  Thou  belieft,  Antinous, 
Thine  innocence  !  Alas,  my  lords,  he's  defperate, 
And  talks  he  knows  not  what ;  you  muft  not  credit 
fiis  lunacy  :  I  can  myfelf  difprove 
This'accufatjon. — Caflilane,  be  yet 
More  merciful ;  I  beg  it. 

Caff.  Time,  nor  fate. 
The  world,  or  what  is  in  it,  (hall  not  alter 
My  refolution :  He  fhall  die  ! 

Erota.  The  fenate's 

Prayers,  or  weeping  lovers',  (hall  not  alter 
My  refolution  :  Thou  (halt  die ! 

Ant.  Why,  madam, 
Are  ye  all  marble  ? 

Poff.  Leave  your  fhifts,  Antinous. 
What  plead  you  to  your  father's  accufation  P 

Ant.  Molt  fully  guilty. 

Poff.  You  have  doom'd  yourfelf ; 
We  cannot  quit  you  now. 

Caff.  A  burthen'd  confcience 
Will  never  need  a  hangman.     Hadft  thou  dar'd 
To  have  denied  it,  then  this  fword  of  mine 
Should  on  thy  head  have  prov'd  thy  tongue  a  liar. 

Erota.  Thy  fword  ?  Wretched  old  man,  th'  haft  liv'd 
too  long, 

To 


64        THE    LAWS    OF    CANDY. 

To  carry  peace  or  comfort  to  thy  grave  ; 

1  hou  art  a  man  condemn'd.     My  lords,  this  tyrant 

Had  perifh'd  but  for  me ;  I  flill  fupplied 

His  miferable  wants  ;  I  fent  his  daughter 

Money  to  buy  him  food  ;  the  bread  he  eat 

Was  from  my  purfe  :  When  he,  vainglorioufly 

To  dive  into  the  peoples'  hearts,  had  pawn'd 

His  birth-right,  I  redeem'd  it,  fent  it  to  him. 

And,  for  requital,  only  made  my  fuit, 

That  he  would  pleafe  to  new-receive  his  fon 

Into  his  favour  ;  for  whofe  love,  I  told  him, 

I  had  been  itill  fo  friendly :  But  then  he, 

As  void  of  gratitude  as  all  good  nature, 

Diftradted,  like  a  mad  man,  pofted  hither 

To  pull  this  vengeance  on  himfelf,  and  us  : 

For  why,  my  lords,  fince,  by  the  law,  all  mean 

Is  blotted  out  of  your  commifllon z$, 

As  this  hard-hearted  father  hath  accus'd 

Noble  Antinous,  his  unblemifh'd  fon, 

So  \  accufe  this  father,  and  crave  judgment ! 

Caff.  All  this  is  but  deceit,  mere  trifles  forg'4 
By  combination,  to  defeat  the  procefs 
Of  juilice.     I  will  have  Antinous1  life  ! 

Arc.   Sir,  what  d'you  mean  ? 

Erota.  I  will  have  Caflilane's  ! 

Ant.  Cunning  and  cruel  lady,  runs  the  ftream 
Of  your  affections  this  way  ?  Have  you  not 
Conquefl  enough  by  treading  on  my  grave, 
Unlefs  you  fend  me  thither  in  a  fhrowd 
Steep'd  in  my  father's  blood  ?  As  you  are  woman, 
As  the  protefts  of  love  you  vow'd  were  honeft, 

26  an  means 

Is  blotted  out  of  your  commijjlon^\  The  verb  being  in  the  fingular 
number  makes  it  probable,  though  not  certain,  that  the  nominative 
was  fo  too  ;  and  the  fenfe,  if  not  grammar,  requires  the  change. 
*  Since  your  commiffion  allows  no  mean  or  midway  between  the  death 
'  or  abfolute  acquittance  of  the  parry  accufed.*  This  feems  to  be  the 
fenle  intended.  Mr.  Sympfon  reads  "mends,  i.  e.  Amends :  Death 
being  the  only  amends -or  atonement  that  the  law  allow'd. 

Seward. 

Be 
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Be  gentler  to  my  father  ! 

Erota.  Caflilane, 

Thou  haft  a  heart  of  flint  :  Let  my  entreaties, 
My  tears,  the  facrifice  of  griefs  unfeign'd, 
Melt  it  ;  yet  be  a  father  to  thy  Ion, 
Unmafk  thy  long-  befotted  judgment,  fee 
A  low  obedience  kneeling  at  the  feet 
Of  nature,  I  befeech  you  ! 

Caff.  Pirn  !  you  cozen 
Your  hopes  ;  your  plots  are  idle  :  I  am  refolute. 

Erota.  Antinous,  urge  no  further. 

Ant.  Hence,  thou  forcery 
Of  a  beguiling  foftneis  !   I  will  ftand, 
Like  the  earth's  centre,  unmov'd.    Lords,  your  breath 
Mud  finifh  thele  divifions  :  I  confefs, 
Civility  doth  teach  I  mould  not  fpeak 
Againft  a  lady  of  her  birth,  ib  high 
As  great  Erota  ;  but  her  injuries, 
And  thanklefs  wrongs  to  me,  urge  me  to  cry 
Aloud  for  juitice,  fathers. 

Dec.  Whither  run  you  ? 

Ant.  For,  honour'd  fathers,  that  you  all  may  know 
That  I  alone  am  not  unmatchable 
In  crimes  of  this  condition,  left  perhaps, 
You  might  conceive,  as  yet  the  caic  appears, 
That  this  foul  (lain  and  guilt  run  in  a  blood  •, 
Before  this  prelence,  I  accufe  this  lady 
pf  as  much  vile  ingratitude  to  me. 


Caff.   Impudent  traitor  ! 
Phil. 


Phil.  Her?  Oh,  ipare,  Antinous! 
The  world  reputes  thce  valiant  \  do  not  foil 
All  thy  paft  nobleneis  with  luch  a  cowardice 
As  murd'ring  innocent  ladies  will  ftamp  on  thee. 

Ant.  Brave  prince,  with  what  unwillingness  I  force 
Her  follies,  and  in  thofe  her  fin,  be  witneis, 
All  thcfe  about  me  :  She  is  bloody-min  led, 
And  turns  the  juftice  of  the  law  to  rigour: 
It  is  her  cruelties,  not  I,  accufe  her. 
Shall  I  have  audience? 

VOL.  IV.  E  Erota 
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Erota.  Let  him  fpeak,  my  lords. 

Dec.  Your  memory  will  rot. 

Ant.  Caft  all  your  eyes 

On  this — what  fhall  I  call  her  ? — ruthlefs  woman  ~7 1 
When  often  in  my  difcontents,  the  fway 
Of  her  unruly  blood,  her  untam-d  paffion, 
Or  name  it  as  you  lift,  had  hour  by  hour 
Solicited  my  love,  fne  vow'd  at  lafi 
She  could  not,  would  not  live,,  unlefs  I  granted 
What  fhe  long  fued  for  :  I,  in  tender  pity, 
To  fave  a  lady  of  her  birth  from  ruin, 
Gave  her  her  life,  and  promis'd  to  be  hers  : 
Nor  urg'd  I  aught  from  her,  but  fecrefy ; 
And  then  enjoin'd  her  to  fupply  fiich  wants 
As  I  perceiv'd  my  father's  late  engagements 
Had  made  him  fubjecl:  to.     What,  fhall  I  heap  up 
Long  repetitions  ?  She,  to  quit  my  pity, 
Not  only  hath  difcover'd  to  my  father 
What  flie  had  promis'd  to  conceal,  but  alfo 
Hath  drawn  my  life  into  this  fatal  forfeit : 
For  which,  fince  I  mud  die,  I  crave  a  like 
Equality  of  juftice  againft  her  ; 
Not  that  I  covet  blood,  but  that  fhe  may  not 
Pra6life  this  art  of  falfhood  on  fome  other, 
Perhaps  more  worthy  of  her  love  hereafter. 

Porpb.  If  this  be  true 

Erota.  My  lords,  be  as  the  law  is, 
Indifferent,  upright;  I  do  plead  guilty. 
Now,  Sir,  what  glory  have  you  got  by  this  ? 
5Las,  man,  I  meant  not  to  outlive  thy  doom  ! 
Shall  we  be  friends  in  death  ? 

Caff.  Hear  me  !  The  villain 
Scandals  her,  honour'd  lords. 

Erota.  Leave  off  to  dote, 

2~  Truthlefs  woman.]  I  have  ventured  to  change  the  epithet  here 
by  linking  oft"  a  letter  ;  not  bat  I  allow  the  former  to  be  good  fenfe  ; 
but  as  Erota's  want  of  compaffion  to  Caffilane  was  the  fo!e  caufe  of 
Antinous's  anger,  ruthlefs  Teems  to  me  the  molt  natural  epithet. 

Seivard. 

And 


I 
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And  die  a  wife  man. 

Ant.  I  am  over-reach'd, 
And  mattered  in  my  own  refolution. 

Phil.  Will  you  be  wilful,  madam  ?  Here's  the  curfe 
Of  love's  difdain. 

Caff.  Why  fit  you  like  dumb  ftatues  ? 
Demur  no  longer. 

Poff.  Caflilane,  Erota, 

Antinous,  death  ye  afk,  and  'tis  your  dooms  : 
You  in  your  follies  liv'd,  die  in  your  follies. 

Caff  I  am  reveng'd,  and  thank  you  for  it. 

Erota.  Yes, 
And  I :  Antinous  hath  been  gracious ! 

Ant.  Sir, 

May  I  prefume  to  crave  a  bleflmg  from  you 
Before  we  part  ? 

Caff.  Yes,  fuch  a  one  as  parents 
Beftow  on  curfed  fons  !  Now,  now  I  laugh 
To  fee  how  thofe  poor  younglings  are  both  cheated 
Of  life  and  comfort.     Look  ye,  look  ye,  lords, 
I  go  but  fome  ten  minutes,  more  or  Ids, 
Before  my  time,  but  they  have  finely  cozen'd 
Thcmfelvcs  of  many,  many  hopeful  years, 
Amidit  their  prime  of  youth  and  glory.     Now 

Enter  Annopbcl. 

My  vengeance  is  made  full ! — Welcome,  my  joy  ! 
Thou  com'il  to  take  a  feafonable  blefTing 
From  thy  half- buried  father's  hand  :  I'm  dead 
Already,  girl  -,  and  fo  is  me,  and  he : 
We  all  are  worms'-meat  now. 

Anno.  I  have  heard  all  ; 

Nor  mall  you  die  alone.     Lords,  on  my  knees 
I  beg  for  juftice  too. 

Porpb.  'Gainft  whom  ?  for  what  ? 

Anno.  Firit,  let  me  be  refolv'd,  does  the  law  favour 
None,  be  they  ne'er  fo  mighty  ? 

Porpb.  Not  the  greateft. 

Anno.  Then  iuitly  I  accufe  of  foul  ingratitude, 

E  2  My 
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jMy  lords,  you  of  the  fenate  all !  -not  one 
Excepted  ! 

Pojf.tf  Porph.  Us? 

Phil  Annophel  ! 

Anno.  You're  the  authors 

Of  this  unthrifty  bloodfhed  !  When  your  enemies 
Carne  marching  to  your  gates,  your  children  fuck'd  not 
Safe  at  their  mothers'  breafts,  Your  very  cloyfters 
Were  not  fecure,  your  ftarting-holes  of  refuge 
Not  free  from  danger,  nor  your  lives  your  own  : 
In  this  moil  defp'rate  ecftafy,  my  father, 
This  aged  man,  not  only  undertook 
To  guard  your  lives,  but  did  fo,  and  beat  off 
The  daring  foe  ;  for  you  he  pawn'd  his  lands, 
To  pay  your  foldiers,  who  without  their  pay 
Refus'd  to  ftrikea  blow.     But,  lords,  when  peace 
Was  purchas'd  for  you,  and  victory  brought  home^ 
Where  was  your  gratitude,  who  in  your  coffers 
Hoarded  the  rufly  trealure  which  was  due 
To  my  unminded  father  ?  He  was  glad 
To  live  retir'd  in  want,  in  penury, 
Whilit  you  made  feails  of  forfeit,  and  forgot 
Your  debts  to  him !   The  fum  of  all  is  this-, 
You've  been  unthankful  to  him,  and  I  crave 
The  rigour  of  the  law  againft  you  all. 

Caff.  My  royal-fpirited  daughter! 

Erota.  Annophel, 
Thou  art  a  worthy  wench ;  let  me  embrace  thee. 

Anno.  Lords,  why  d'ye  keep  your  feats  ?  they  are  net 

places 
For  fuch  as  are  offenders. 

Poff.  Tho'  our  ignorance 
Of  CafFilane's  engagements  might  affuage 
Severity  of  juftice,  yet  to  fhew 
How  no  excufe  Ihould  fmooth  a  breach  of  law, 
I  yield  me  to  the  trial  of  it. 

'Porph.  So 

Mud  I.     Great  prince  of  Cyprus,  you  are  left 
The  only  moderator  in  this  difference; 

And, 
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And,  as  you  are  a  prince,  be  a  protector 
To  woful  Candy. 

Phil.  What  a  fcene  of  mifery 
Hath  thine  obdurate  frowardnefs,  old  man, 
Drawn  on  thy  country's  bofom !  And,  for  that 
Thy  proud  ambition  could  not  mount  fo  high 
As  to  be  ftil'd  thy  country's  only  patron, 
Thy  malice  hath  defcended  to  the  depth 
Of  hell,  to  be  renowned  in  the  title 
Of  the  deftroyer !  Doft  thou  yet  perceive 
What  curfes  all  poftcrity  will  brand 
Thy  grave  with,  that  at  once  haft  robb'd  this  kingdom 
Of  honour  and  of  fafety  ? 

Erota.  Children  yet 
Unborn  will  (top  their  ears  when  thou  art  nam'd  I 

Arc.  The  world  will  be  too  little  to  contain 
The  memory  of  this  detcited  deed  •, 
The  furies  will  abhor  it ! 

Dec.  What  the  fword 

Could  not  enforce,  your  pcevifh  third  of  honour, 
A  bare l8,  cold^  weak,  imaginary  fame, 
Hath  brought  on  Candy  !  Candy  groans  j  not  thefe 
That  are  to  die. 

Phil.  'Tis  happinefs  enough 
For  them,  that  thry  (lull  not  iurvive  to  fee 
The  wounds  wherewith  thou  ftabb'il  the  land  that  gave 
Thee  life  and  name. 

Dec.  'Tis  Candy's  wreck  fliall  feel 
The  mifchicf  of  your  folly  I9. 

18  A  brave,  co/J,  weak — ]  As  none  jt "the  epithets  befide  the  fiift 
are  ironical,  I  doubt  not  but  brave  was  a  miftakc  inltead  of  the  natu 
ral  word,  which  I  have,  I  believe,  only  reitored.  Mr.  Sympfon  has 
lent  me  allo  the  fame  emendation.  Seaward. 

*9  Dec.  'Tis  Candy 'j  nvrtck  Jhall  ft  el 

Caff.  The  mi f chief  of  your  folly. 

Porph.  &  Poff.  Aanpobelf]  The  impropriety  of  Cajplane 't 
fpeaking  the  fecond  of  thelc  lines  ilruck  Mr.  Seward,  and  he  gave  it 
to  Attunes ;  but  we  fee  no  rcafon  for  Decius  being  interrupted  by  any 
pcrfon,  nor  can  we  believe  the  Poets  intended  he  fhould.  The  lait 
line  comes  very  well  from  Cajfilane,  bat  cannot,  ia  our  opinion,  belong 
to  the  Senators. 

E  3  Caf. 
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Caff.  Annophel! 

Anno.  I  will  not  be  entreated. 

Caff.  Prithee,  Annophel ! 

Anno.  Why  would  you  urge  me  to  a  mercy,  which 
You  in  yourfelf  allow  not  ? 

Caff.  'Tis  the  law, 

That  if  the  party  who  complains,  remit 
Th'  offender,  he  is  freed.     Is't  not  fo,  lords  ? 

Porpb.  13  P off.  'Tis  fo. 

Caff.  Antinous,  by  my  ftiame  obferve 
What  a  clofe  witchcraft  popular  applaufe  is  : 
I  am  awak'd,  and  with  clear  eyes  behold 
The  lethargy  wherein  my  reafon  long 
Hath  been  becharm'd  :  Live,  live,  my  matchlefs  fon, 
Blefs'd  in  thy  father's  blefimg  ;  much  more  blefs'd 
In  thine  own  virtues.    Let  me  dew  thy  cheeks 
With  my  unmanly  tears  !   Rife  \  I  forgive  thee ! 
And,  good  Antinous,  if  I  mall  be  thy  father. 
Forgive  me  !  I  can  fpeak  no  more. 

Ant.  Dear  Sir, 

You  new-beget  me  now. — Madam,  your  pardon  \ 
I  heartily  remit  you. 

Erota.  I  as  freely 
Difcharge  thee,  CafTilane. 

Anno.  My  gracious  lords, 
Repute  me  not  a  blemifh  to  my  fex, 
In  that  I  frrove  to  cure  a  ddperate  evil 
With  a  more  violent  remedy  :  Your  livesy 
Your  honours,  are  your  own. 

Phil.  Then  with  confent 
Be  reconciled  on  all  fides  :  Fleafe  you,  fathers^ 
To  take  your  places. 

Poff.  Let's  again  afcend, 

With  joy  and  thankfulnefs  to  Heav'n  !  And  now, 
To  other  bufinefs,  lords. 

Enter  Gafpero  and  Melitus,  with  Gonzafo. 
Mel.  Two  hours  and  more,  Sir, 
The  fenate  hath  been  fet. 

Con. 
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Gon.  And  I  not  know  it  ? 
Who  fits  with  them  ? 

Mel.  My  lord  the  prince  of  Cyprus. 

Gon.  Gafpero, 
Why,  how  comes  that  to  pafs  ? 

Gafp.  Some  weighty  caufe, 
I  warrant  you. 

Gon.  Now,  lords,  the  bufmefs  ?  Ha ! 
Who's  here  ?  Erota  ! 

Porpb.  Secretary,  do  your  charge 
Upon  that  traitor. 

Gon.  Traitor? 

Gafp.  Yes,  Gonzalo,  traitor! 
Of  treafon  to  the  peace  and  ftate  of  Candy 
I  do  arreft  thee. 

Gon.  Me,  thou  dog  ? 

Enter  Fernando  and  Michael. 

Mich.  With  licence 

From  this  grave  fenate,  I  arreft  thee  likewife 
Of  treafon  to  the  (late  of  Venice. 

Gon.  Ha! 

Is  Michael  here?  Nay,  then  I  fee 
I  am  undone. 

Erota.  I  (hall  not  b'j  your  queen, 
Your  duchefs,  or  your  cmprels. 

Gon.  Dull,  dull  brain! 
Oh,  1  am  fooPd  ! 

Gafp.  Look,  Sir,  d'you  know  this  hand  ? 

Mich.   D'you   know  this  feal  ? — Firit,   lords,   he 

writes  to  Venice, 

To  make  a  perfect  league;  during  which  time 
He  would  in  private  keep  lome  troops  in  pay, 
Bribe  all  the  centinels  throughout  this  kingdom, 
Corrupt  the  captains,  at  a  banquet  poiibn 
The  prince  and  greatefl  peers,  and,  in  conclufion, 
Yield  Candy  (lave  to  Venice. 

Gafp.  Next,  he  contracted 
With  the  illuilrious  princefs,  the  lady  Erota, 
In  hope  of  marriage  with  her,  to  deliver 

E4  All 
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All  the  Venetian  gallantry  and  ftrength, 
Upon  their  firft  arrival,  to  the  mercy 
Of  her  and  Candy. 

Erota.  This  is  true,  Gonzalo. 

Gon.  Let  it  be  true :  What  then  ? 

Pojf. '  My  lord  ambaflador, 
What's  your  demand  ? 

Mich.  As  likes  the  ftate  of  Candy, 
Either  to  fentence  him  as  he  deferves, 
Here,  or  to  fend  him  like  a  flave  to  Venice, 

Forth.   We  ihall  advife  upon  it. 

Gon.  Oh,  the  devils. 

That  ha  1  not  thruft  this  trick  into  my  pate  f 
A  politician  ?  fool !  Deilru&ion  plague 
Candy  and  Venice  both  ! 

Porpb.  fc?  Poff.  Away  with  him. 

Mel.  Come,  Sir,  I'll  fee  you  fafe. 

[Exeunt  Gonz.  fc?  Mel, 

Erota.  Lords,  ere  you  part, 
Be  witnefs  to  another  change  of  wonder: 
Antinous,  nov;  be  bold,  before  this  prefence, 
Freely  to  fpeak,  whether  or  no  !  us'd 
The  humbieil  means  affection  could  contrive, 
To  gain  thy  love. 

Ant.  Madarn,  I  muft  confefs  it, 
And  ever  am  your  fervant, 

Erota.  Yes,  Antinous, 

My  fervant,  for  my  lord  thou  (halt  be  never  : 
I  here  difclaim  the  intereft  thou  hadft  once 
In  my  too-paffionate  thoughts.     Moft  noble  prince, 
If  yet  a  relick  of  thy  wonted  flames 
Live  warm  within  thy  bofom,  then  I  blufh  not 
To  offer  up  the  afTurance  of  my  faith 
To  thee  that  haft  deferv'd  it  beft. 

Phil.  Oh,  madam, 
You  play  with  my  calamity! 

Erota.  Let  Heav'n 
Record  my  truth  for  ever. 

Phil.  With  more  joy 

Than 
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Than  I  have  words  to  utter,  I  accept  it. 
I  alfo  pawn  you  mine. 

Erofa.  The  man  that  in  requital 
Of  noble  and  unfought  affection 
Grows  cruel,  never  lov'd ;  nor  did  Antinous. 
Yet  herein,  prince,  you  are  beholden  to  him ; 
For  his  neglect  of  me  humbled  a  pride, 
Which  to  a  virtuous  wife  had  been  a  monfter. 

Phil.  For  which  I'll  rank  him  my  deferving  friend* 

Ant.  Much  comfort  dwell  with  you,  as  I  could  wifh 
To  him  I  honour  mod  ! 

Caff.  Oh,  my  Antinous, 
My  own,  my  own  good  fon ! 

Fern.  One  fuit  I  have  to  make. 

Phil.  To  whom,  Fernando  ? 

Fern.  Lord  Caflilane,  to  you. 

Caff.  To  me  ? 

Fern.  This  lady 
Hath  promis'd  to  be  mine. 

Anno.  Your  blefllng,  Sir! 
Brother,  your  love ! 

Ant.  You  cannot,  Sir,  beftow  her 
On  a  more  noble  gentleman. 

Caff.  Sayll  thou  ib, 

Antinous  ?  I  confirm  it.     Here,  Fernando, 
Live  both  as  one  •,  fhe's  thine. 

Ant.  And  herein,  fitter, 
I  honour  you  for  your  wife  fettled  love. 
This  is  a  day  of  triumph  ;  all  contentions 
Are  happily  accorded,  Candy's  peace 
Secur'd,  and  Venice  vow'd  a  worthy  friend.  [Exeunt. 


THE 


THE 


FALSE        ONE. 


A       TRAGEDY. 


Gardiner,  the  fafl  friend  of  Fletcher,    in  hit  Commendatory 

afcribes  this  excellent  'Tragedy  to  him  alone  ;  the  Prologue  and  Epi 
logue,  which  feem  to  have  been  written  for  the  frft  reprefentation, 
and  are  much  more  to  be  depended  on,  /peak  of  *  Thofe  ivbo  penned 
*  this'  'The  Fa/fg  One  was  frjl  printed  in  the  folio  colleQion  of 
1647. — We  do  not  know  that  this  Tragedy  ever  received  atty  altera 
tions,  tr  that  it  has  been  performed  in  the  courft  of  many  years  paf . 


PROLOGUE. 


PROLOGUE, 


NEW  titles  warrant  not  a  play  for  new. 
The  fubject  being  old  ;  and  'tis  as  truc? 
Frefh  and  neat  matter  may  with  eafe  be  fram'd 
Out  of  their  (lories,  that  have  oft  been  nam'd 
With  glory  on  the  ftage :  What  borrows  he 
From  him  that  wrote  old  Priam's  tragedy, 
That  writes  his  love  to  Hecuba  ?  Sure,  to  tell 
Of  Caefar's  amorous  heats,  and  how  he  fell 
F  th*  capitol,  can  never  be  the  fame 
To  the  judicious :  Nor  will  fuch  blame 
Thofe  who  penn'd  this,  for  barrennefs,  when  they  find. 
Young  Cleopatra  here,  and  her  great  mind 
Exprefs'd  to  th*  height,  with  us  a  maid,  and  free, 
And  how  he  rated  her  virginity : 
We  treat  not  of  what  boldnefs  me  did  die, 
Nor  of  her  fatal  love  to  Antony. 
What  we  p  relent  and  offer  to  your  view, 
Upon  their  faiths,  the  ftage  yet  never  knew : 
Let  reafon  then  firft  to  your  wills  give  laws, 
And  after  judge  of  them,  and  of  their  caufe. 


DRAMATIS 


DRAMATI3      PERSONS, 


MEN. 

Julius  Casfar,  emperor  of  Rome. 
Ptolomy,  king  of  Egypt. 
Achoreus,  an  honeft  counfellor,  prieft  of  IJis. 
Photinus,  a  politician,  minion  to  Ptolomy. 
Achillas,  captain  of  the  guard  to  Ptolomy. 
Septimius,  a  revolted  Roman  villain. 
Labienus,  a  Roman  foldier,  and  nuncio. 
Apollodorus,  guardian  to  Cleopatra, 


Sceva,  a  free  fpeaker^  alfo  captain  to  C<efar. 

Three  lame  Soldiers. 

Guard. 

Servants. 

WOMEN. 

Cleopatra,  queen  of  Egypt.     C^far's  mftrefs. 
Arfmoe,  Cleopatra"  s  fifter  . 
Eros,  Cleopatra's  waiting-woman. 

SCENE,     EGYPT. 

/  \ 
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I 


ACT        I. 


Enter  Achillas  and  Acboreus. 

dcboreus.Tf  LOVE  the  king1,   nor  do  difputc  his 

power, 

For  that  is  not  confin'd,  nor  to  be  cenfur'd 
By  me,  that  am  his  fubjeft  •,  yet  allow  me 
The  liberty  of  a  man,  that  dill  would  be 
A  friend  to  jultice,  to  demand  the  motives 

1  The  Fa/ft  One.]  Mr.  Scward,  conceiving  that  ajlur  is  caft  on  this 
play  (for  fo  he  exprefles  it)  by  Dr.  Warburton's  firfl  note  on  the 
Temped,  is  very  copious  in  his  defences  of  the  Falfe  One,  as  '  the 
•  rival  of  Antony  and  Cleopatra."  He  alfo  gives  very  large  quota 
tions  from  Lucan  ;  and  endeavours  to  (hew  the  fuperiority  of  the 
Falfe  One  over  the  Pompcy  of  Corr.eille  ;  in  all  which  particulars  we 
think  him  too  prolix  and  too  unintereflingtobe  entirely  copied  :  Nor 
do  we  believe  that  our  Authors  meant  (as  the  Rev.  Commentator  on  the 
Tempeft  imagines)  to  break  a  lance  'with  Shektfpeare  on  this  occafion. 
The  Prologue  utterly  difclaims  any  competition  either  with  his  Julius 
Caefar  or  his  Antony  and  Cleopatra,  truly  aflerting,  that  although  the 
perfonages  arc  the  fame  with  thofe  that  are  celebrated  in  thofe  plays, 
the  fituations  of  thofe  perfonages,  thatfumilh  the  fubjccl  of  the  Falfe 
One,  are  totally  different. 

.*  Achil.  1  love  the  king,  &c.]  The  grofs  error  of  making  Achilla* 
fpeak  this  has  run  through  all  the  editions.  Sewara. 

We  are  very  forry  Mr.  Seward  mould  begin  a  play  he  feems  to 
admire,  with  a  fallacious  afiertion  :  The  full  folio  (in  which  Ad>. 
Hands  for  Acborcut  throughout,  and  for  Achillas  only  in  one  fhort  fcene, 
when  Acboreiu  is  not  prefent)  gives  this  fpeech  to  Acb.  i.  e.  Acbortus. 

That 
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That  did  induce  young  Ptolomy,  or  Photinus, 
(To  whofe  directions  he  gives  up  himfelf, 
And  I  hope  wifely)  1:0  commit  his  fitter, 

The  princefs  Cleopatra If  I  faid 

The  queen,  Achillas,  'twere,  I  hope,  no  treafon, 
She  being  by  her  father's  teftament 
(Whofe  memory  I  bow  to)  left  co-heir 
Jn  all  he  ftqod  poflefs'd  of. 

Achil  Tis  confefs'd, 

My  good  Achoreus,  that  in  thefe  eaftern  kingdoms 
Women  are  not  exempted  from  the  fceptre, 
But  claim  a  privilege  equal  to  the  male  ; 
But  how  much  fuch  divifions  have  ta'en  from 
The  majefty  of  Egypt,  and  what  factions 
Have  fprung  from  thofe  partitions,  to  the  ruin 
Of  the  poor  fubject,  doubtful  which  to  follow, 
We  have  too  many  and  too  fad  examples  : 
Therefore  the  wife  Photinus,  to  prevent 
The  murders,  and  the  maffacres,  that  attend 
On  difunited  government,  and  to  fhew 
The  king  without  a  partner,  in  fujl  fplendor. 
Thought  it  convenient  the  fair  Cleopatra 
(An  attribute  not  frequent  in  this  climate) 
Should  be  committed  to  fafe  cuftody, 
In  which  me  is  attended  like  her  birth, 
Until  her  beauty,  or  her  royal  dower, 
Hath  found  her  out  a  hufband. 

Ackor    How  this  may 

Stand  with  the  rules  of  policy,  I  know  not  •, 
Mod  fure  I  am,  it  holds  no  correfpondence  • 
Wi'th'  rites  of  Egypt,  or  the  laws  of  nature. 
But,  grant  that  Cleopatra  can  fit  down 
With  this  difgrace,  tho'  infupportable, 
Can  you  imagine  that  Rome's  glorious  fenate, 
To  whofe  charge,  by  the  will  of  the  dead  king, 
This  government  was  deliver'd,  or  great  Pompey, 
That  is  appointed  Cleopatra's  guardian 
As  well  as  Ptolomy 's,  will  e'er  approve 
Of  this  ram  counlel,  their  confent  not  fought  for, 

That 
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That  (hould  authorize  it  ? 

AMI.  The  civil  war, 
In  which  the  Roman  empire  is  embark'd 
On  a  rough  lea  of  danger,  does  exac~b 
Their  whole  care  to  prelerve  themfclves,  and  give  them 
No  vacant  time  to  think  of  what  we  do, 
Which  hardly  can  concern  them. 

Acbor.  What's  your  opinion 
Of  the  fuccefs  ?  I  have  heard,  in  multitudes 
Of  foldiers,  and  all  glorious  pomp  of  war, 
Pompey  is  much  fuperior. 

Acbil.  I  could  give  you 
A  catalogue  of  all  the  feveral  nations 
From  whence  hedrew  his  powers-,  but  that  were  tedious. 
They  have  rich  arms,  are  ten  to  one  in  number, 
Which  makes  them  think  the  day  already  won ; 
And  Pompey  being  matter  of  the  fea, 
Such  plenty  of  all  delicaces  are  brought  in, 
As  if  the  place  on  which  they  are  entrench'd, 
Were  not  a  camp  of  foldiers,  but  Rome, 
In  which  Lucullus  and  Apicius  join'd 
To  make  a  publick  feaft.    They  at  Dirachium 
Fought  with  fuccefs  •,  but  knew  not  to  make  ufe  of 
Fortune's  fair  offer:  So  much,  I  have  heard, 
Caefar  himfelf  confels'd  '. 

Acbor.  Where  are  they  now  ? 

Acbil.  In  Theflaly,  near  the  Pharfalian  plains-, 
Where  Csefar,  with  a  handful  of  his  men, 
Hems  in  the  greater  number.     His  whole  troops 
Exceed  not  twenty  thouiand,  but  old  foldiers, 
Flelh'd  in  the  ipoils  of  Germany  and  France, 
Inur'd  to  his  command,  and  only  know 
To  fight  and  overcome :   And  tho'  that  famine 
Reigns  in  his  camp,  compelling  them  to  tafte 
Bread  made  of  Toots  forbid  the  ufe  of  man, 

;  So  much  I  ha*ve  heard 

C*far  4fVn/t./confefs.]  This  reading  fuppofes  Achillas  to  have 
been  in  Greece,  and  in  Csefar's  prefence.  The  corrd&ion  is  very 
obvious.  '%"_  StiuarJ. 

VOL.  IV.  F  (Which 
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(Which  they  with  fcorn  threw  into  Pompey's  camp, 
As  in  derifion  of  his  delicates) 
Or  corn  not  yet  half  ripe,  and  that  a  banquet ; 
They  ftill  befiege  him,  being  ambitious  only 
To  come  to  blows,  and  let  their  fwords  determine 
Who  hath  the  better  caufe. 

Enter  Septimius  4. 

Achor.  May  victory 
Attend  on't,  where  it  is. 

AMI.  We  ev'ry  hour 
Expect  to  hear  the  ilTue. 

Sept.  Save  my  good  lords  ! 
By  Ilis  and  Ofiris,  whom  you  worfhip, 
And  the  four  hundred  gods  and  goddefles 
Ador'd  in  Rome,  I  am  your  honours'  fervant, 

Acbor.  Truth  needs,  Septimius,  no  oaths. 

AMI.  You're  cruel ; 

If  you  deny  him  fwearing,  you  take  from  him 
Three  full  parts  of  his  language. 

Sept.  Your  honour's  bitter. 
Confound  me,  where  I  love  I  cannot  fay  it, 
But  I  muil  fv/ear't :  Yet  fuch  is  my  ill  fortune. 
Nor  vows  nor  proteftations  win  belief; 
1  think,  (and  I  can  find  no  other  seafon) 

*  Enter  Septimus.]  The  vulgar  editions  have  much  ofteuer  wrote 
it  Septinius  than  Septimius,  and  have  given  him  the  former  name  in  the 
perfons  of  the  drama. — The  reader  will  undoubtedly  obferve  the  fine 
moral  couch'd  under  this  infamous  wretch's  character,  <vi%.  *  That 

*  even  among  the  grofTeft  fuperflition  of  the  Heathens,  the  atheiliical 

*  fcoffer  at  religion  was  the  moil  pernicious  peit  of  all  fociety.'     The 
character  feems  drawn  with  exquifite  art,    and  our  Poets  have  by  it 
much  excelled  their  matter  Lucan,    and  their  competitor  Corneille. 
In  the  former  there  is  only  a  ffcetch  of  a  fierce  inhuman  villain,  and 
in  the  latter  Septimius  is  in  the  firft  fcene  introduced  as  a  privy-coun- 
fellor,  makes  an  harangue  to  perfuade  the  death  of  Pompey,  commits 
the  murder,  and  being  blairi'd  for  it  by  Csefar,  is  faid  to  have  kill'd 
himfelf  with  the  fame  fword  with  which  he  flew  Pompey:  But  he  has 
abfolutely  no  character  at  all,  nor  is  it  judicious  to  make  him  die  the 
death  of  Brutus  and  Caffius ;  though  a  Frenchman  may  perhaps  look 
upon  the  punifliment  of  Csefar,  in  the  fame  light  with  the  vile  aflaf- 
Jination  of  Pompey.  Seward. 

Becaufe 
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Becaufe  I  am  a  Roman. 

Acbor.  No,  Septimius-, 
To  be  a  Roman  "were  an  honour  to  you, 
Did  not  your  manners  and  your  life  take  from  it, 
And  cry  aloud,  that  from  Rome  you  bring  nothing  v 
But  Roman  vices,  which  you  would  plant  here, 
But  no  feed  of  her  virtues. 

Sept.  With  your  reverence, 
I  am  too  old  to  learn. 

Acbor.  Any  thing  honed  ; 
That  I  believe  without  an  oath. 

Sept.  I  fear  . 

Your  lordlhip  has  (lept  ill  to-night,  and  that 
Invites  this  fad  difcourfc  ;  'twill  make  you  old 
Before  your  time.     Oh,  thefe  virtuous  morals, 
And  old  religious  principles,  that  fool  us  ! 
I  have  brought  you  a  new  long  will  make  you  laugh, 
Tho'  you  were  at  your  prayers. 

Acbor.  What  is  the  fubjcct  ? 
Be  free,  Septimius J. 

Stpt.  'Tis  a  catalogue 
Of  all  the  gamclters  of  the  court  and  city, 
Which  lord  lies  with  that  lady,  and  what  gallant 
Sports  with  that  merchant's  wife  •,  and  does  relate 
Who  fells  her  honour  for  a  diamond, 
Who  for  a  tiflue  robe  \  whole  hufband's  jealous, 
And  who  fo  kind,  that,  to  iharc  with  his  wife, 
Will  make  the  match  himfelf :  Harmlefs  conceits, 
Tho'  fools  fay  they  are  dangerous.     I  fang  it 
The  laft  night,  at  my  lord  Photinus'  table. 

Acbor.  How  ?  as  a  fidler  ? 

Sept.  No,  Sir,  as  a  gueft, 
A  welcome  gueir.  too ;  and  it  was  approv'd  of 
By  a  dozen  of  his  friends,  tho'  they  were  touch'd  in't : 

$   Acho.  What  is  the  fubjefl  ? 

Befreet  Septimiuf.]  The  miftake  of  giving  this  to  Acboreut  makes 
him  fpeak  much  out  of  character.  It  is  perfectly  confonant  to  that 
of  Ackillati  to  cief:re  to  hear  Septiniius's  ribaldry.  SciuarJ. 

Thii  fpeech  is  as  proper  for  Acbortm  as  the  two  next ;  and  all  three 
imply  a  contempt  foi  Septimius,    not  *  %  defire  to  hear  his  ribald rj\* 

F  2  For 
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For  look  you,  'tis  a  kind  of  merriment, 

When  we  have  laid  by  foolifh  modefly 

(As  not  a  man  of  fafhion  will  wear  it) 

To  talk  what  we  have  done,  at  leafl  to  hear  it ; 

If  merrily  let  down,  it  fires  the  blood, 

And  heightens  crefl-fall'n  appetite. 

Achor.  New  dodlrine  ! 

AMI.  Was't  of  your  own  compofmg  ? 

Sept.  No,  I  bought  it 
Of  a  fkuiking  icribbler  for  two  Ptolomies  ; 
But  the  hints  were  mine  own  :  The  wretch  was  fearfuJ  j 
But  I  have  damn'd  myiclf,  Ihould  it  be  queftion'd, 
That  I  will  own  it. 

Achor. '  And  be  punifh'd  for  it  ? 
Take  heed,  for  you  may  fo  long  exercife 
Your  fcurrilous  wit  againfl  authority, 
The  kingdom's  counfcls,  and  make  profane  jefls 
(Which  to  you,  being  an  atheifl,  is  nothing) 
Againfl  religion,  that  your  great  maintainers, 
Unlefs  they  would  be  thought  copartners  with  you, 
Will  leave  you  to  the  law  ;  and  then,  Septimius, 
Remember  there  are  whips. 

Sept.  For  whores,  I  grant  you  6, 
Whtrn  they  are  out  of  date  ;  'till  then,  they're  fafe  too, 
Or  all  the  gallants  of  the  court  are  eunuchs. 
And,  for  mine 'own  defence,  I'll  only  add  this; 
I'll  be  admitted  for  a  wanton  tale, 
To  ibrne  moll  private  cabinets,  when  your  prieilhood, 
Tho'  laden  with  the  myfleries  of  your  goddefs, 
Shall  wait  without  unnoted  :  So  I  leave  you 
To  your  pious  thoughts.  [Exit, 

Achil.  'Tis  a  flrange  impudence 
This  fellow  does  put  on. 

Achor.  The  wonder  great, 
He  is  accepted  of. 

Achil.  Vices,  for  him, 

6  Sep.   For  ivvores,  1  grant  you , 

When  they  are  out  of  date  ^  ''till  then  are  fafe  too.]  Former  edi- 

Scivard. 

'     Make 
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Make  as  free  way  as  virtues  do  for  others. 
'Tis  the  time's  fault ;  yet  great  ones  ftill  have  grac'd, 
To  make  them  fport,  or  rub  them  o'er  with  flattery, 
Obfervers  of  all  kinds 7. 

Enter  Pbotinus  and  Septimius. 

Acbor.  No  more  of  him, 
He  is  not  worth  our  thoughts ;  a  fugitive 
From  Pompey's  army,  and  now  in  a  danger 
When  he  mould  ufc  his  fcrvice8. 

AcbiL  See  how  he  hangs 
On  great  Photinus*  ear. 

Sept.  Hell,  and  the  furies, 
And  all  the  plagues  of  darknefs,  light  upon  me, 
You  are  my  god  on  earth  !  and  let  me  have 
Your  favour  here,  fall  what  can  fall  hereafter  ! 

Pbo.  Thou  art  bcliev'd  ;  doit  thou  want  money  ? 

Sept.  No,  Sir. 

Pbo.  Or  had  thou  any  fuit?  Thefe  ever  follow 
Thy  vehement  protcilations. 

Sept.  You  much  wrong  me  •, 
How  can  I  want,  when  your  beams  fhine  upon  me, 
Unlefs  employment  to  exprcis  my  zcul 
To  do  your  greatncls  fcrvice.     Do  but  think 
A  deed,  fo  dark  the  fun  would  blu(h  to  look  on, 
For  which  mankind  would  curie  me,  and  arm  all 
The  powers  above,  and  thole  below,  againft  me*, 
Command  me,  I  wilj  on. 

Pbo.  When  I  have  uie, 

7  Obfervers  of  all  kinds.]  Okfervers  *i  d  cbfervants  are  ufed  in  the 
old  Authors  in  the  fenl'e  of  purafats  and  Jycopbunts.  So,  in  King 
Lear  they  aje  itiled, 

'   -ducking  obfervants, 

*  That  ftretch  their  duties  nicely/ 
*  -  and  noiv  in  a  daagfr 

When  bcjhvuidufe  hisfervice  ]  Mr.  Sympfon  thinks  this  dark, 
it  may  therefore  be  proper  to  explain  it,  ^s  ir  feem.s  to  me  a  very 
beautiful  fentiment.  *  Septimius  was  not  only  H  fugitive  from  Pompey, 
'  but  had  deferted  him  in  the  midft  of  danger,  when  he  \vas  t?i;g_:£ed 
'  in  a  war  with  Cxlar.'  One  need  not  add  how  infamous  (u-  -i  a 
defer tion  is  held  among  foldiers.  Seward- 

F  3  I'll 
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I'll  put  you  to  the  teft. 

Sept.  May  it  be  fpcedy, 

And  fomething  worth  my  danger.     You  are  cold, 
And  know  not  your  own  powers  j   this  brow  was 

fafhion'd 

To  wear  a  kingly  wreath,  and  your  grave  judgment 
Giv'n  to  difpoie  of  monarchies,  not  to  govern 
A  child's  affairs  ;  the  people's  eye's  upon  you, 
The  foldier  courts  you  ;  will  you  wear  a  garment 
Of  fordid  loyalty,  when  'tis  out  of  fafhion  ? 

Pbo.  When  Pompey  was  thy  general,  Septimius, 
Thou  faidil  as  much  to  him. 

Sept.  All  my  love  to  him, 
To  Casfar,  Rome,  and  the  whole  world,  is  loft 
In  th'  ocean  of  your  bounties  :  I've  no  friend, 
Project,  defign,  or  country,  but  your  favour, 
Which  I'll  preferve  at  any  rate. 

Pbo.  No  more; 

When  I  call  on  you,  fall  not  off:  Perhaps, 
Sooner  than  you  expect,  I  may  employ  you  ; 
So,  leave  me  for  a  while. 

Sept.  Ever  your  creature  !  [Exit. 

Pbo.  Good  day,  Achoreus.  My  beft  friend,  Achillas, 
Hath  fame  deliver'd  yet  no  certain  rumour 
Of  the  great  Roman  action  ? 

AMI.  That  we  are 

To  enquire  and  learn  of  you,  Sir,  whofe  grave  care 
For  Egypt's  happineis,  and  great  Ptolomy's  good, 
Hath  eyes  and  ears  in  all  parts. 

Enter  Ptolemy,  Labienus,  and  guard. 

Pbo.  I'll  not  boaft 

Wrhat  my  intelligence  coils  me  •,  but  ere  long 
You  fhall  know  more.  The  king:,  with  him  a  Roman. 

Acker.  The  fcarlet  livery  of  unfortunate  war 
Dy'd  deeply  on  his  face 8. 

,  8   T).  e  fcarlet  livery  of  unfortunate  ivar 

Dy  d  deeply  on  his  face.]   If  the  reader  fuppofes  the  hint  taken 
from  the  bleeding  captain  at  the  beginning  of  Macbeth,  who  comes 

to 
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AMI.  'Tis  Labienus, 
Casfar's  lieutenant  in  the  wars  of  Gaul, 
And  fortunate  in  all  his  undertakings : 
But,  fincethefe  civil  jars,  he  turn'd  to  Pompey, 
And,  tho'  he  followed  the  better  xraufe, 
Not  with  the  like  fuccefs. 

Pbo.  Such  as  are  wife 

Leave  falling  buildings,  'fly  to  thofe  that  rife  : 
But  more  of  that  hereafter. 

Lab.  In  a  word,  Sir, 

Thefe  gaping  wounds,  not  taken  as  a  flave, 
Speak  Pompey's  lofs.     To  tell  you  of  the  battle, 
How  many  thoufand  feveral  bloody  fhapes 
Death  wore  that  day  in  triumph  ;  how  we  bore 
The  fliock  of  Caefar's  charge  ;  or  with  what  fury 
His  foldiers  came  on,  as  if  they  had  been 
So  many  Casfars,  and  like  him,  ambitious 
To  tread  upon  the  liberty  of  Rome  ; 
How  fathers  kill'd  their  fons,  or  ions  their  fathers ; 
Or  how  the  Roman  piles  on  either  fide 
Drew  Roman   blood,    which   fpsnt,    the   prince  of 

weapons 
(The  fword)  iucceeded9,  which,  in  civil  wars, 

Appoints 

to  relate  the  fate  of  the  battle  between  Macbeth  and  Mardonel,  he 
will,  I  believe,  agree,  thu  our  Authors  have  tiere  not  only  emtilutrd, 
but  much  excelled  their  mpfter.  But  this  cannot  be  hid  of  their 
imitation  of  the  following  lines  of  Julius  Cacfar,  where  the  common 
faft  of  birds  of  prey  following  armies  is  turn'd  to  a  noble  omen, 
ravens,  crows  and  kites 

Fly  o'er  our  heads  ;  and  downward  loolc  on  us 

As  we  were  fickly  prey  ;  their  fhadows  Icttn 

A  canopy  moil. fatal,  under  which 

Our  army  lies  raady  to  give  the  ghoft.* 
Though  our  Authors*  lines  do  not  equal  this,  yet  they  ftrongly  par 
take  of  the  fame  fpirit.  Setvara. 

9  Or  bo<w  the  Roman  piles  on  either  Jide 

Drew  Roman  blotdt  which  /pent,  the  prince  of  wtafons 

(The  /ivor d)  fucceeded]  Lucan,  fpe.-kine  in  contempt  of  the 

Parthian  archers,  when  Pompey  had  thoughts  of  taking  (heltcr  among 

them  fays, 

F  4  Enfa 
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Appoints  the  tent  on  which  wing'd  victory 

Shall  make  a  certain  Hand  ;  then,  how  the  plains 

Flow'd  o'er  with  blood,  and  what  a  cloud  of  vultures, 

And  other  birds  of  prey,  hung  o'er  both  armies, 

Attending  when  their  ready  iervitors, 

The  foldiers,  from  whom  the  angry  gods 

Had  took  all  fenfe  of  reafon  and  of  pity, 

Would  ferve  in  their  own  carcaffes  for  a  feaft  j 

How  Caefar  with  his  javelin  forc'd  them  on 

That  made  the  lead  ftop,  when  their  angry  hands 

Were  lifted  up  againft  fome  known  friend's  face  " 

Then  coming  to  the  body  of  the  army, 

He  {hews  the  facred  fenate,  and  forbids  them 

To  wafte  their  force  upon  the  common  foldier, 

(Whom  willingly,  if  e'er  he  did  know  pity, 


10   . 

9 


habet  'vires  \  et  gens  qittecunque  virorum  £/?, 
Bella  get-it  gladiis.  Lib.  viii. 

The  render  will  obierve  what  a  noble  flight  of  poetry  our  Authors 
have  buiit  on  this  fentiment.  And  if  he  will  pJeafe  to  look  over  Lu- 
can's  whole  description  of  this  batiic,  in  the  feventh  book,  1  believe 
he  will  ;:^-;-ee  that  our  Authors  have  chafe  the  nobicit  of  his  fentiments, 
and  expreiied  them  with  the  higheit  dignity  ;  that  they  have  fhewed 
great  fpirit  in  their  additions,  and  as  great  judgment  in  their  omif- 
fions  ;  that  they  feldom  fail  below,  but  often  rife  above  him.  Whereas 
in  the  Pompey  of  Corneille  (if  prejudice  does  not  make  me  too  much 
depreciate  French  poetry)  almoil  the  reverie  of  all  thefe  appears.  Lu- 
can  charges  Caefar  with  forbidding  the  dead  bodies  to  be  burned,  fa 
thing  indeed  neither  probable  nor  confirmed  by  hiitory,  nor  ac  all 
confonant  to  Ca?far's  temper  and  good-  fenfe)  but  on  this  fuppofition  he 
has  forne  of  the  nobleft  lines  in  his  whole  poem.  Seward. 

10   -----  ivken  their  angry  hands 

Were  lifted  up  again  ft  fame  known  friends  face.  ~\ 

dd-verfofque  ju'oet  ftrro  confundere  <vultui.  Lucan. 

The  famous  fpeech  of  Caefar  in  tnis  battle  -  Miles  faciemferi,  is 
varionfly  interpreted^  either  to  hinder  them  from  knowing  each  other, 
as  fathers  fought  againft  fons  and  fons  again!'!  fathers,  or  elfe,  that  the 
gay  handfome  youths  of  Pompey's  army  would  be  more  afraid  of 
their  faces  than  any  other  part  of  their  bodies.  This  laft  is  Florus's 
reafon,  our  Authors  prefer  the  former  :  But  perhaps  a  better  reafon 
than  either  might  be  the  true  one.  Pompey's  army  confiited  chiefly 
of  new-levy'd  troops  ;  now  to  all  raw  fighters,  blows  on  the  face  are 
more  dreadful  and  more  confounding  than  any  other  ;  not  through 
fear  of  fpoiling  their  beauty,  but  that  they  fee  more  of  the  ilmke 
than  if  'twere  aimed  at  any  other  part.  Snvard. 

He 


THE    FALSE    ONE.          89 

He  would  have  fpar'd) 

Ptol.  The  jeafon,  Labienus  ? 

Lab.  Full  well  he  knows,  that  in  their  blood  he  was 
To  pafs  to  empire,  and  that  thro*  their  bowels 
He  mud  invade  the  laws  of  Rome,  and  give 
A  period  to  the  liberty  o'  th'  world. 
Then  fell  the  Lepidi,  and  the  bold  Corvini, 
The  fam'd  Torquati,  Scipio's,  and  Marceili, 
Names,  next  to  Pompey's,  mod  renown'd  on  earth. 
The  nobles,  and  the  commons  lay  together, 
And  Pontick,  Punick,  and  Afiyrian  blood, 
Made  up  one  crimfon  lake :  Which  Pompey  feeing, 
And  that  his,  and  the  fate  of  Rome  had  left  him, 
Standing  upon  the  rampier  of  his  camp, 
Tho*  fcorning  all  that  could  fall  on  himfelf, 
He  pities  them  whofe  fortunes  are  embark'd 
In  his  unlucky  quarrel ;  cries  aloud  too 
That  they  fhould  found  retreat,  and  fave  themfelves : 
That  he  defir'd  not,  fo  much  noble  blood 
Should  be  loft  in  his  fervice,  or  attend 
On  his  misfortunes  :  And  then,  taking  horfe 
With  fome  few  of  his  friends,  he  came  to  Lefbos, 
And  with  Cornelia,  his  wife,  and  fons, 
He's  touch'd  upon  your  fhore.    The  king  of  Parthia, 
Famous  in  his  defeature  of  the  Crafll, 
Offer'd  him  his  protection,  but  Pompey, 
Relying  on  his  benefits,  and  your  faith, 
Hath  chofen  Egypt  for  his  fanctuary, 
'Till  he  may  recollect  his  fcatter'd  powers, 
And  try  a  fecond  day.     Now,  Ptolomy, 
Tho1  he  appear  not  like  that  glorious  thing 
That  three  times  rode  in  triumph,  and  gave  laws 
To  conquer'd  nations,  and  made  crowns  his  gift, 
(As  this  of  yours,  your  noble  father  took 
From  his  victorious  hand,  and  you  ftill  wear  it 
At  his  devotion)  to  do  you  more  honour 
In  his  declin'd  eftate,  as  the  (IraighL'tt  pine 
In  a  full  grove  of  his  yet- flourifhing  friends, 
He  flies  to  you  for  fuccour,  and  expects 

The 
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The  entertainment  of  your  father's  friend, 
And  guardian  to  yourfelf. 

PtoL  To  fay  I  grieve  his  fortune, 
As  much  as  if  the  crown  I  wear  (his  gift) 
Were  raviih'd  from  me,  is  a  holy  truth, 
Our  gods  can  witnefs  for  me  :  Yet,  being  young, 
And  not  a  free  difpofer  of  myfelf, 
Let  not  a  few  hours,  borrow'd  for  advice, 
Beget  fufpicion  of  unthankfulnefs, 
Which  next  to  hell  I  hate.     Pray  you  retire, 
And  take  a  little  reft  ;  and  let  his  wounds 
Be  with  that  care  attended,  as  they  were 
Carv'd  on  my  flem.     Good  Labienus,  think; 
The  little  refpite  I  defire  mall  be 
Wholly  employ'd  to  find  the  readied  way 
To  do  great  Pompey  fervice. 

Lab.  May  the  gods, 
As  you  intend,  protect  you  !  [Exit. 

PtoL  Sit,  fit  all ; 
It  is  my  pleafure.  <  Your  advice,  and  freely. 

Achor.  A  fhort  deliberation  in  this, 
May  ferve  to  give  you  counfel  ".     To  be  honeft, 
Religious,  and  thankful,  in  themfelves 
Are  forcible  motives,  and  can  need  no  flourifh 
Or  glofs  in  the  perfuader  •,  your  kept  faith, 
Tho'  Pompey  never  rife  to  th'  height  he's  fall'nfrom, 
Casfar  himfelf  will  love  •,  and  my  opinion 
Is,  ftill  committing  it  to  graver  ceniure, 
You  pay  the  debt  you  owe  him,  with  the  hazard 
Of  all  you  can  call  yours. 

Ptol.  What's  yours,  Photinus  ? 

Pbo.  Achoreus,  great  Ptolomy,  hath  counfell'd 
Like  a  religious  and  honeft  man, 
Worthy  the  honour  that  he  juftly  holds 
In  being  prieft  to  Ifis.     But,   alas, 

11   May  ferve  to  give  you  counfel  to  be  honeft  ; 
Religious  aufi  thankful,  in  tbemftl-ves 

Are  forcible  motives.}  I  have  ventured  to  change  the  pointing 
here,  and  propofe  what  fecms  a  more  natural  one.  Seaward. 

What 
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What  in  a  man  fequefter'd  from  the  world, 

Or  in  a  private  perfon,  is  preferr'd, 

No  policy  allows  of  in  a  king : 

To  be  or  juft,  or  thankful '%  makes  kings  guilty  j 

And  faith,  tho*  prais'd,  is  punifh'd,  that  fupports 

Such  as  good  fate  forfakes  :  Join  with  the  gods, 

Obferve  the  man  they  favour,  leave  the  wretched  j 

The  ftars  are  not  more  diftant  from  the  earth 

Than  profit  is  from  honefty  •,  all  the  power, 

Prerogative,  and  greatnefs  of  a  prince 

Are  loft,  if  he  ddicend  once  but  to  ilcer 

His  courfe,  as  what's  right  guides  him  :  Let  him  leave 

The  fceptre,  that  itrives  only  to  be  good, 

Since  kingdoms  are  maintained  by  force  and  blood. 

Acbor.  Oh,  wicked  ! 

Ptol.  Peace  ! — Go  on. 

Pbo.  Proud  Pompey  (hews  how  much  he  fcorns 

your  youth, 

In  thinking  that  you  cannot  keep  your  own 
From  fuch  as  are  o'erconie.     If  you  are  tirM 
With  being  a  king,  let  not  a  ftranger  take 
What  nearer  pledges  challenge  :  Rcfign  rather 
The  government  of  Egypt  and  of  Nile 
To  Cleopatra,  that  has  tide  to  them  ; 
At  leaft,  defend  them  from  the  Roman  gripe  : 
What  was  not  Pompey's,  while  the  wars  endur'J, 
The  conqueror  will  not  challenge.     By  all  the  world 
Forfaken  and  deipis'd,  your  gentle  guardian, 
His  hopes  and  fortunes  defperate,  makes  choice  of 
What  nation  he  mall  fall  with  •,  an.l  purfucd 
By  their  pale  ghofts  (lain  in  this  civil  war, 
He  flies  not  Caeiar  only,  but  the  fcnate, 
Of  which  the  greater  part  have  cloy'd  the  hunger 
Of  fharp  Pharfalian  fowl  •,  he  flies  the  nations 
That  he  drew  to  his  quarrel,  whole  eftates 

11  To  be  •rjuft,  or  thankful,  &c.]  From  hence  to  the  end  of  Pho- 
tinus's  fpeech  is  almoft  a  literal  trarflation  out  of  Lucan,  and  Corneille 
tranflates  nearly  in  the  fame  manner.  He  h  s  taken  great  part  of 
Lucan's  fentiments,  though  he  has  not  rar.g'd  them  in  the  fame  order, 
and  his  transition  wants  much  of  the  fpirit  of  his  original,  which  our 
Poets  have  extremely  well  prefcrved.  ScwarJ. 

Are 
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Are  funk  in  his ;  and,  in  no  place  receiv?d, 
Hath  found  out  Egypt,  by  him  yet  not  ruin'd. 
And  Ptolomy,  things  confider'd,  juflly  may 
Complain  of  Pompey  :  Wherefore  fhould  he  ftain 
Our  Egypt  with  the  fpots  of  civil  war, 
Or  make  the  peaceable,  or  quiet  Nile, 
Doubted  of  Casfar  ?  wherefore  mould  he  draw 
His  lofs  and  overthrow  upon  our  heads, 
Or  chufe  this  place  to  fuffer  in  ?  Already 
We  have  offended  Casfar,  in  our  wifhes, 
And  no  way  left  us  to  redeem  his  favour 
But  by  the  head  of  Pompey. 

Ackor*  Great  Ofiris, 
Defend  thy  Egypt  from  fuch  cruelty, 
And  barbarous  ingratitude ! 

Pho.  Holy  trifles, 

And  not  to  have  place  in  defigns  of  flate. 
This  fword,  which  fate  commands  me  to  unmeath, 
I  would  not  draw  on  Pompey,  if  not  vanquifh'd  *, 
I  grant,  it  rather  fhould  have  pafs'd  thro'  Csefar  -a 
But  we  muft  follow  where  his  fortune  leads  us : 
All  provident  princes  meafure  their  intents 
According  to  their  power,  and  fo  difpofe  them. 
And  think'ft  thou,  Ptolomy,  that  thou  canft  prop 
His  ruins,  under  whom  fad  Home  now  fuffers, 
Or  tempt  the  conqueror's  force  when  'tis  confirm'd  ? 
Shall  we,  that  in  the  battle  fat  as  neuters, 
Serve  him  that's  overcome  ?  No,  no,  he's  loft. 
And  tho'  'tis  noble  I2  to  a  finking  friend 
To  lend  a  helping  hand,  while  there  is  hope 
He  may  recover,  thy  part  not  engag'd  : 
Tho'  one  mofl  dear,  when  all  his  hopes  are  dead, 
To  drown  him,  fet  thy  foot  upon  his  head. 

Achor.  Moft  execrable  counfel ! 

AMI.  To  be  followed  ; 
5Tis  for  the  kingdom's  fafety. 

PtoL  We  give  up 

11  Andtho1  'tis  noble,  &c.  to  the  end  of  the  fpeech.]  We  apprehend 
this  paflage  has  been  irreparably  injured  by  corruption  or  omiffion, 
or  both, 

Our 
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Our  abfolute  power  to  thee  :  Difpofe  of  it 
As  reafon  mall  direct  thee. 

Pbo.  Good  Achillas,- 

Seek  out  Septimius :  Do  you  but  (both  him  ; 
He  is  already  wrought.     Leave  the  difpatch 
To  me  of  Labienus :  'Tis  determin'd 
Already  how  you  fhall  proceed.     Nor  fate 
Shall  alter  it,  fince  now  the  dye  is  caft, 
But  that  this  hour  to  Pompey  is  his  laft  !       [Exeunf. 

SCENE        II. 

Enter  Apollodorus^  Eros^  and  Arjinoc. 

ApoL  Is  the  queen  ftirring,  Eros  ? 

Eros.  Yes  •,  for  in  truth 
She  touch'd  no  bed  to-night. 

ApoL  I'm  forry  for  it, 
And  wifh  it  were  in  me,  with  any  hazard  n, 
To  give  her  eafc. 

Arf.  Sir,  me  accepts  your  will, 
And  does  acknowledge  (lie  hath  found  you  noble, 
So  far,  as  if  reft  rain  t  of  liberty 
Could  give  admiflion  to  a  thought  of  mirth, 
She  is  your  debtor  for  it. 

Apol.  Did  you  tell  her 

O*  th*  fports  I  have  prcpar'd  to  entertain  her  ? 
She  was  us'd  to  take  delight '%  with  her  fair  hand 

1J  Andwi/}j  it  ni'irt  in  me,  *uitb  my  hazard.]  The  verfe  requires 
that  it  fhould  be  either  my  o-iua  or  any  hazard.  I  prefer  the  latter,  as 
it  fomewhat  heightens  the  fentiment.  Snvard. 

14  She  ufd  to  take  delight \  with  btr  fair  band 

To  angle  in  the  NiJe \  &c.]  Thisdeicription,  particularly  thp.t  of 
the  flag  enamour'd  with  his  death,  is  extremely  poetical,  and  one  may 
fay  of  it  \vhat  I  have  heard  faid  by  connoifleurs  of  the  famous  picture 
of  Michael  and  Satan  by  Guido,  it  has  vail  beauties  and  would  be  a 
capital  piece,  did  it  not  put  one  in  mind  of  one  upoathe  fame  fubjctl 
by  Raphael.  I  freely  own,  that  our  Authors  are  as  far  fhort  of 
Shakefpcnrc's  description  of  Cleopatra  failing  up  the  Cydnus. 

\  Srward. 

Jt  may  be  added,  that  Shakefpeare  himfelf  hath  been  equalled  at 
leaft,  if  not  excelled,  by  Dr)den,  in  his  delcription  of  Cleopatra's 
failing,  in  All  for  Love,  or  the  World  Well  Loft.  R. 

To 
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To  angle  in  the  Nile,  where  the  glad  fifh, 

As  if  they  knew  who  'twas  fought  to  deceive  'em, 

Contended  to  be  taken :  Other  times, 

To  ftrike  the  flag,  who,  wounded  by  her  arrows, 

Forgot  his  tears  in  death,  and  kneeling  thanks  her 

To  his  laft  gafp  •,  then  prouder  of  his  fate, 

Than  if,  with  garlands  crown'd,  he  had  been  chofen 

To  fall  a  facrirke  before  the  altar 

Of  the  virgin  huntrefs.  The  king,  nor  great  Photinus, 

Forbid  her  any  pleafure  -,  and  the  circuit 

In  which  me  is  confin'd,  gladly  affords 

Variety  of  paftimes,  which  I  would 

Encreafe  with  my  befl  fervice. 

Eros.  Oh,  but  the  thought 
That  me  that  was  born  free,  and  to  difpenfe 
Reftraint  or  liberty  to  others,  mould  be 
At  the  devotion  of  her  brother,  (whom 
She  only  knows  her  equal)  makes  this  place 
In  which  me  lives,  tho'  flor'd  with  all  delights, 
A  loathfome  dungeon  to  her. 

Apol.  Yet,  howe'er 

She  mall  interpret  it,  I'll  not  be  wanting 
To  do  my  beft  to  ierve  her  :  I've  prepar'd 
Choice  mufick  near  her  cabinet,  and  compos'd 
Some  few  lines,  fet  unto  a  iblemn  time, 
In  the  praife  of  imprifonment.     Begin,  boy« 

THE     SO  N  G. 

Look  out,  bright  eyes,  and  biefs  the  air  : 

Even  in  fhadows  you  are  fair. 

Shut-up  beauty  is  like  fire, 

That  breaks  out  clearer  flill  and  higher. 

Tho'  your  body  be  confin'd, 

And  foft  love  a  pris'ner  bound, 
Yet  the  beauty  of  your  mind 

Neither  check  nor  chain  hath  found. 
Look  out  nobly  then,  and  dare 
Ev'n  the  fetters  that  you  wear. 

Enter 
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Enter  Cleopatra. 

CUo.  But  that  we  are  afllir'd  this  taftes  of  duty 
And  love  in  you,  my  guardian,  and  defire 
In  you,  my  filter,  and  the  reft,  to  pleafe  us, 
We  fhould  receive  this  as  a  faucy  rudenefs 
Offcr'd  our  private  thoughts.     But  your  intents 
Are  to  delight  us :  'Las,  you  warn  an  Ethiop  ! 
Can  Cleopatra,  while  ihe  does  remember 
Whofc  daughter  me  is,  and  whofe  fifter  (oh, 
I  fuffer  in  the  name  !)  and  that,  in  juftice, 
There  is  no  place  in  Egypt  where  I  ftand, 
But  that  the  tributary  earth  is  proud 
To  kifs  the  foot  of  her  that  is  her  queen  ; 
Can  (he,  I  fay,  that  is  all  this,  e'er  relifh 
Of  comfort  or  delight,  while  bale  Photinus, 
Bondman  Achillas,  and  all  other  monfters 
That  reign  o'er  Ptolomy,  make  that  a  court 
Where  they  re  fide ;  and  this,  where  I,  a  priibn  ? 
But  there's  a  Rome,  a  Senate,  and  a  Caviar, 
Tho-'  the  great  Pompey  lean  to  Ptolomy, 
May  think  of  Cleopatra. 

Apol.  Pompey,  madam 

CUo.  What  of  him?  Speak!  If  ill,  Apollodorus, 
It  is  my  happinefs  ;  and,  for  thy  news, 
Receive  a  favour  kings  have  kneel'd  in  vain  for, 
And  kifs  my  hand. 

Apol  He's  loft. 

Cleo.  Speak  it  again  ! 

Apol.  His  army  routed,  he  fled,  and  purfu'd 
By  the  all-conquering  Csefar. 

Cleo.  Whither  bends  he  ? 

Apol.  To  Egypt. 

Cleo.  Ha  !  In  perfon  ? 

Apol.  'Tis  receiv'd 
For  an  undoubted  truth. 

CUo.  I  live  again  ; 

And  if  afiurance  of  my  love  and  beauty 
Deceive  me  not,  I  now  fliall  find  a  judge 

To 


96          THE    FALSE    ONE/ 

To  do  me  right !  But  how  to  free  myfelf, 
And  get  accefs  ?  The  guards  are  ftrong  upon  me  j 
This  door  I  muft  pafs  thro'. — Apollodorus, 
Thou  often  haft  profefs'd,  to  do  me  fervice, 
Thy  life  was  not  thine  own. 

Apol.  I  am  not  alter'd ; 
And  let  your  excellency  propound  a  means, 
In  which  I  may  but  give  the  leaft  afliftance 
That  may  reilore  you  to  that  you  were  born  to, 
Tho'  it  call  on  the  anger  of  the  king, 
Or,  what's  more  deadly,  all  his  minion 
Photinus  can  do  to  me,  I,  unmov'd, 
Offer  my  throat  to  ferve  you  ;  ever  provided, 
It  bear  fome  probable  mow  to  be  effected : 
To  lofe  myfelf  upon  no  ground  were  madnefs, 
Not  loyal  duty. 

Cleo.  Standoff! — To  thee  alone, 
I  will  diicover  what  I  dare  not  truft 
My  fitter  with.     Casfar  is  amorous, 
And  taken  more  v:i'  th'  title  of  a  queen, 
Than  feature  or  proportion  ^  he  lov'd  Eunoe, 
A  Moor,  deform'd  too,  I  have  heard,  that  brought 
No  other  object  to  inflame  his  blood, 
But  that  her  hufband  was  a  king-,   on  both 
He  did  beftow  rich  p relents  :  Shall  I  then, 
That,  with  a  princely  birth,  bring  beauty  with  me, 
That  know  to  prize  myfelf  at  mine  own  rate, 
Defpair  his  favour  ?  Art  thou  mine  ? 

Apol.  I  am. 

Cleo.  I  have  found  out  a  way  fhall  bring  me  to  him, 
Spite  of  Photinus'  watches.     If  I  proiper, 
As  I  am  confident  I  fhall,  expect 
Things  greater  than  thy  wifhes. — Tho'  I  purchafe 
His  grace  with  lofs  of  my  virginity, 
It  fkills  not,  if  it  bring  home  majeity. 


ACT 
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ACT      II.      SCENE     I. 

Enter  Septimus ,  with  a  bead,  Achillas ,  and  guard. 
Sept.  ^T^  I S  here,  'tis  done  !  Behold,  you  fearful 

JL  viewers, 

Shake,  and  behold  the  model  of  the  world  here, 
The  pride,  and   ftrength  !  Look,  look  again ;  'tis 

finifh'd ! 

That  that  whole  armies,  nay,  whole  nations, 
Many  and  mighty  kings,  have  been  ftruck  blind  at, 
And  fled  before,  wing'd  with  their  fears  and  terrors  j 
That  fteel  War  waited  on15,  and  Fortune  courted, 
That  high-plum'd  Honour  built  up  for  her  own  ; 
Behold  that  mightinefs,  behold  that  fiercenefs, 
Behold  that  child  of  war,  with  all  his  glories, 
By  this  poor  hand  made  breath  lefs !  Here,  my  Achillas ; 
Egypt,  and  Ca^far,  owe  me  for  this  fervice, 
And  all  the  conquer'd  nations. 

Acbil.  Peace,  Septimius ; 

Thy  words  found  more  ungrateful  than  thy  actions. 
Tho'  fometimes  fafcty  feek  an  inflrument 
Of  thy  unworthy  nature,  (thou  loud  boafter  !) 
Think  not  file's  bound  to  love  him  too  that's  barbarous. 
Why  did  not  I,  if  this  be  meritorious, 
And  binds  the  king  unto  me,  and  his  bounties, 
Strike  this  rude  (troke?  I'll  tell  thee,thou  poor  Roman-, 

J*  That  fleel  war ]    Both  Mr.  Symplon  and  Mr.  Theobald 

would  chufe  to  ready?«/V,  but  the  old  reading  is  furely  preferable. 
Subrtaniives  taken  adjcdively  is  a  great  beauty  in  poerry,  and  very 
common  in  Sh^kefpcare  and  our  Authors.  Sward. 

There  appears  to  us  an  uncouthnefs  in  the  fubjlantivt  adje&ive  in 
this  place.  We  really  believe,  that^r/ means  hisyobWY/,  and  fufpeft 
there  is  a  (mail  corruption  in  the  next  line  ;  and  that  the  two  mould 
run  thus, 

That  fteel  ff'ar  waited  on,  and  fortune  courted ', 
That  high  plume  Honour  built  up  for  her  own. 
The  whole  fpeech  abounds  with  bold  figure  and  metaphor. 

VOL.  IV.  G  It 


98          THEF'ALSEON  E, 

It  was  a  facred  head,  I  durft  not  heave  at l6, 
Not  heave  a  thought. 

Sept.  It  was  ? 

AMI.  I'll  tell  thee  truly, 
And,  if  thou  ever  yet  heardft  tell  of  honour, 
I'll  make  thee  blufh  :  It  was  thy  general's ! 
That  man's  that  fed  thee  once,that  man's  that  bred  thee  ; 
The  air  thou  breath'dft  was  his,  the  fire  that  warm'd  thee 
From  his  care  kindled  ever  !  Nay,  I'll  mew  thee, 
Becaufe  I'll  make  thee  fenfible  of  thy  bafenefs I7, 
And  why  a  noble  man  durft  not  touch  at  it, 
There  was  no  piece  of  earth  thou  put'ft  thy  foot  on, 
But  was  his  conqueft,  and  he  gave  thee  motion  ! 
He  triumph'd  three  times :  Who  durft  touch  his  perfon  \ 
The  very  walls  of  Rome  bow'd  to  his  prefence ; 
Dear  to  the  gods  he  was  ;  to  them  that  fear'd  him 
A  fair  and  noble  enemy.     Didft  thou  hate  him, 
And  for  thy  love  to  Cnsfar  fought  his  ruin  ? 
Arm'd,  in  the  red  Pharfalian  fields,  Septimius, 
Where  killing  was  in  grace,  and  wounds  were  glorious^ 
Where  kings  were  fair  competitors  for  honour, 
1'hou  fnouldft  have  come  up  to  him,  there  have  fought 

him, 
There,  fword  to  fword. 

Sept.  I  kilPd  him  on  commandment, 
If  kings  commands  be  fair,  when  you  all  fainted, 

6  //  was  a  facred  bead,  1  durft  nof  heave  fl/.J  Our  Authors  have 
falfitied  hiilory  in  the  character  of  Achillas,  in  order  to  draw  our 
whole  indignation  upon  the  wretch  Septimius.  Achillas  join'd  with 
him  in  the  murder  of  Pompey,  as  did  Salvius,  another  Roman  cen 
turion  ;  but  Septimius  (labb'd  him  firft  in  the  back,  and  afterwards 
the  two  others  in  the  face.  Seward. 

X7  Senpble  o/'the  bufmefs.]  Though  this  is  fenfe,  yet  it  is  fo  flat 
and  unpoetical,  that  I  hope  the  reader  will  pardon  me  for  putting  my 
own  reading  into  the  text,  it  is  fo  near  the  trace  of  the  letters,  and  is 
fo  much  more  in  the  fpirit  of  the  reft  of  the  fpeech,  that  I  think  it  but 
a  candid  preemption  to  fuppofe  it  the  Authors.  Since  I  made  this, 
Mr.  Sympfon  fent  me  the  very  fame  conjecture.  Seaward. 

The  firft  folio  reads  THY,  and  not  THE  bujinsfsi  Mr.  Seward's 
alteration  is  therefore  merely  bupnefs  to  bafenefs,  and  does  not  need  fo 
much  apology,  nor  argue  fo  much  ingenuity. 

When 
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When  none  of  you  durft  look 

AMI.  On  deeds  fo  barbarous. 
What  haft  thou  got  ? 

Sept.  The  king's  love,  and  his  bounty, 
The  honour  of  the  fervice ;  which,  tho'  you  rail  at, 
Or  a  thoufand  envious  fouls  fling  their  foams  on  me, 
Will  dignify  the  caufe,  and  make  me  glorious  -, 
And  I  mall  live 

AMI.  A  miferable  villain. 
What  reputation  and  reward  belongs  to  it, 
Thus,  with  the  head,  I  feize  on,  and  make  mine  : 
And  be'not  impudent  to  afk  me  why,  firrah, 
Nor  bold  to  (lay  \  read  in  mine  eyes  the  reaibn  ! 
The  fhame  and  obloquy  I  leave  thine  own  ; 
Inherit  thofe  rewards  ;  they're  fitter  for  thec. 
Your  oil's  fpent,  and  your  fnuff  (links  :  Go  out  bafel y ! 

Sept.  The  king  will  yet  con  filler.  [Exit. 

Enter  Ptolomy,  Achoreus^  and  Pbotinus. 

AMI.  Here  he  comes  l8. 

Acbor.  Yet,  if  it  be  undone,  hear  me,  great  Sir ! 
If  this  inhuman  ftroke  be  yet  unftruckcn, 
If  that  adored  head  be  not  yet  fever'd 
From  the  moil  noble  body,  weigh  the  miferics, 
The  defolations,  that  this  great  cclipfe  works. 
You're  young,  be  provident  •,  fix  not  your  empire 
Upon  the  tomb  of  him  will  (hake  all  Egypt ";; 

Whofe 

18  Here  he  comet.  Sir.]  Had  Achillas  fpoke  to  Scptimiu?,  it  would 
have  beenyfr-rflo,  r,s  before  ;  but  he  was  gone  out,  and  tiiis  Sir  fecms 
only  to  have  flipc  in  from  the  line  bclovv.  Sevuard. 

iy jfjf  r0f  vour  empire 

Upon  the  tomb  of  him  will  fiake  all  Epjfif, 
If'L'oJ'e  war/He  groans  wilt  raifc  ten  tboufandfpirits, 
Great  as  himfelf,  in  every  band  a  thunder  j 
Deflruaiont  darting  from  their  looks.'}   Mr.  Warburton  obferves 
on  a  patthgc  in  Julius  Caelur,  p.  25,  that  Dionyfius  had  complained 
that  thofe  great  llrokes,  which  he  calls  the  terrible  graces ,  which  are 
fo  frequent  in  Homer,  are  rarely  to  be  found  in  the  fubfequent  poets  ; 
and  he  adds,  that  amongft  our  countrymen  they  feem  as  much  confined 
to  our  Britii  Homer.     Before  1  faw  this,  I  had  obferved  fooiething 

G  2  like 
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Whofe  warlike  groans  will  raife  ten  thoufand  fpirits, 
Great  as  himfelf,  in  every  hand  a  thunder ; 
Deftructions  darting  from  their  looks,  and  forrows 
That  eafy  womens'  eyes  fhall  never  empty. 

Pho.  You  have  done  well ;    and  'tis   done.     See 

Achillas, 
And  in  his  hand  the  head. 

Ptol.  Stay ;  come  no  nearer ! 
Methinks  I  feel  the  very  earth  fhake  under  me ! 
I  do  remember  him ;  he  was  my  guardian, 
Appointed  by  the  fenate  to  preferve  me. 
What  a  full  majefty  fits  in  his  face  yet ! 

Pho.  The  king  is  troubled.     Be  not  frighted,  Sir; 
Be  not  abus'd  with  fears  :  His  death  was  neceffary  -9 
If  you  confider,  Sir,  mod  neceflary, 
Not  to  be  mifs'd  :  And  humbly  thank  great  Ifis, 
He  came  fo  opportunely  to  your  hands. 
Pity  muft  now  give  place  to  rules  of  fafety. 
Is  not  victorious  Caeiar  new  arriv'd, 
And  enter'd  Alexandria,  with  his  friends, 
His  navy  riding  by  to  wait  his  charges  ? 
Did  he  not  beat  this  Pompey,  and  purfued  him  ? 
Was  not  this  great  man  his  great  enemy  ? 
This  godlike  virtuous  man,  as  people  held  him  ? 
But  what  fool  dare  be  friend  to  flying  virtue  ? 

like  it  in' a  note  in  the  Maid's  Tragedy,  fpeaking  of peetical eitthuji0fmt 
only  adding,  that  no  followers  of  Shakeipeare  approach  fo  near  him 
in  thefe  aftoniihing  graces  as  Beaumont  and  Fletcher.  The  lines  here 
quoted  are  a  ftrong  proof  of  it,  and  what  was  faid  above  of  the  com- 
parifon  between  Guido  and  Raphael  is  here  again  applicable  j.  terrible 
and  altonifhing  as  they  are,  they  bring  to  one's  mind  a  pai&ge  ftiil 
more  terribly  aflonifhing  in  Julius  Caefar. 

*  And  Csefar's  fpirit  ranging  for  revenge, 

*  With  Ate  by  his  fide  come  hot  from  Hell, 

'  Shall  in  thefe  confines,  with  a  monarch's  voice 

*  Cry  havock,  and  let  flip  the  dogs  of  war.'          Sevvartl. 

In  fpeaking  of  this  emulation  in  the  terrible  graces,  it  is  but  juftice 
to  introduce  the  following  lines  of  Ben  Jonfon,  Catiline,  aft  v.  fc,  v. 
'  Methinks  I  fee  death  and  the  furies  waiting 
'  What  we  will  do,  aad  all  the  Heav'n  at  leifure 
'  For  the  great  fpefiacle.     Draw  then  your  fwords/  &c. 

R. 
Enter 
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Enter  Cafar,  Antony  ^  Dolabella^  and  Sctva, 
I  hear  their  trumpets  ;  'tis  too  late  to  dagger. 
Give  me  the  head  ;  and  be  you  confident. 
Hail,  conqueror,  and  head  of  all  the  world  '9, 
Now  this  head's  off! 

Cafar.   Ha  ! 

Pbo.  Do  not  fhun  me,  Casfar. 
From  kingly  Ptolomy  I  bring  this  prefent, 
The  crown  and  fweat  of  thy  Pharialian  labour, 
The  goal  and  mark  of  high  ambitious  honour. 
Before,  thy  victory  had  no  name,  Caefar, 
Thy  travel  and  thy  lofs  of  blood,  no  recompence  * 
Thou  dream'dft  of  being  worthy,  and  of  war, 
And  all  thy  furious  conflicts  were  but  (lumbers  : 
Here  they  take  life  -,  here  they  inherit  honour, 
Grow  fix'd,  and  (hoot  up  everlalling  triumphs. 
Take  it,  and  look  upon  ihy  humble  fervant, 
With  noble  eyes  look  on  the  princely  Ptolomy, 
That  offers  with  this  head,  moil  mighty  Cjefar, 
What  thou  wouldft  once  have  given  tbr't,  all  Egypt. 
il.  Nordonotqueftionitv,moft  royal  conqueror, 

Nor 


19  Ha  if,  conquer  or  i  and  bead  of  all  the 

Now  this  head's  ojf'f\  We  cannot  forbear  obferving,  and  re 
gretting,  that  this  line  and  half  is  as  ridiculous,  as  foine  other  paf- 
fages  of  this  fcene  are  fublirae. 

0  Acho.  Nor  do  not  qutj1ion>  &c.]  Mr.  Theobald's  margin  fays, 
certe  Achillas.  And  there  is  this  proof  of  it,  that  in  Lucan  the  whole 
fpeech  to  Caefar  is  made  by  Achillas,  (though,  in  reality,  Theodotus 
the  rhetorician,  who  had  joined  Photinus  in  perfuading  Ptolomy  to 
the  murder,  was  the  perfon  who  prefentcd  the  head  to  Cxfar  and  ha 
rangued  on  the  occafion,  for  which  he  afterwards  met  his  due  reward 
from  Brutus  and  Caffiu*,  who  tortur'd  and  crucified  him.  Notwith- 
llanding  this,  there  is  room  to  doubt  whether  the  Poets  dcfigncd  Acbo- 
reus  to  fpeak  .this,  for  they  have  given  it  a  different  turn  from  Lucan. 

•  nee  vile  put  ar  it 

Hoc  meritum*  nobisfacili  quod  cade  perafium  eft. 
Hofpes  avitm  erat  :  Depulfofctptra  pareiiti 
Reddiderat.     Quid  pi  ur  a  f  tram  ?  Tu  nomina  tan  to 
Itrvenies  operit  *vel  famam  confute  mundi  ; 
Si  fee/us  eft,  plus  te  nobis  dehert  fateris, 
Quodfcelus  hoc  non  ipfe  facts.  Lucan.  lib.  ix. 

This  is  the  language  of  villainy,  boafting  of  meriti  from  the  greatnefs 

03  of 
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Nor  difefteem  tfie  benefit  that  meets  thee, 
Becaufe  'tis  eafily  got,  it  comes  the  fafer  : 
Yet,  let  me  tell  thee,  moft  imperious  C^efar, 
Tho'  he  oppos'd  no  ftrength  of  fworcls  to  win  this, 
Nor  labour'd  thro'  no  mowers  of  darts  and  lances, 
Yet  here  he  found  a  fort,  that  fac'd  him  ftrongly, 
An  inward  war  :  He  was  his  grandfire's  gueft, 
Friend  to  his  father,  and,  when  he  was  expelPd 
And  beaten  from  this  kingdom  by  ftrong  hand, 
And  had  none  left  him  to  reftore  his  honour, 
No  hope  to  find  a  friend  in  fuch  a  mifery, 
Then  in  liept  Pompey,  took  his  feeble  fortune, 
Strengthened,  and  cherifh'd  it,  and  fet  it  right  again: 
This  was  a  love  to  Casfar. 

See.  Give  me  hate,  gods ! 

Pho.  This  Casfar  may  account  a  little  wicked  ; 
But  yet  remember,  if  thine  own  hands,  conqueror, 
Had  fall'n  upon  him,  what  it  had  been  then  ; 
If  thine  own  iword  had  touch'd  his  throat,  what  that 

way  ! 

He  was  thy  ibn-in-3aw  ^  there  to  be  tainted 
Had  been  moft  terrible !  Let  the  worit  be  render'd, 
We  have  deferv'd  for  keeping  thy  hands  innocent. 

Ctefar.  Oh,  Sceva,  Sceva,fee  that  head  !  See,  captains. 
The  head  of  godlike  Pompey  ! 

See.  He  was  bafely  ruin'd  ; 
But  let  the  gods  be  griev'd  that  fuffer'd  it, 
And  be  you  Csfar. 

C<efar.  Oh,  thou  conqueror, 
Thou  glory  of  the  world  once,  now  the  pity, 
Thou  awe  of  nations,  wherefore  didfl  thou  fall  thus  ? 
What  poor  fate  follow'd  thee,  and  pluck'd  thee  on, 
To  truft  thy  facred  life  to  an  Egyptian  ? 
The  life  and  light  of  Rome,  to  a  blind  ftranger, 
1  hat  honourable  war  ne'er  taught  a  nobleneis, 

of  it.  But  the  fpeech  in  the  Falie  One  reprefents  the  reluctance, 
the  pangs  and  inward  war  that  Ptolomy  ftruggled  through  to  be  able 
to  ferve  Casfar.  And  this  fpoke  by  a  man  who  had  a  real  love  for 
virtue,  .gives  a  fine  contrail  to  Photinus's  unfeeling  and  confitm'd 
villainy.  Seward. 

We  heartily  join  with  Theobald— certe  ACHILLAS. 

Nor 


THE    FALSE    ONE.         103 

Nor  worthy  circumftance  fhew'd  what  a  man  was  ? 
That  never  heard  thy  name  fung,  but  in  banquets, 
And  loofe  lafcivious  pleafures  ?  to  a  boy, 
That  had  no  faith  to  comprehend  thy  greatnefs, 
No  ftudy  of  thy  life,  to  know  thy  goodnefs  ? 
And  leave  thy  nation,  nay,  thy  noble  friend, 
Leave  him  diftrufted,  that  in  tears  falls  with  thee, 
In  foft  relenting  tears  ?  Hear  me,  great  Pompey, 
If  thy  great  fpirit  can  hear,  I  muft  tafk  thee  *'  ! 
Th'  haft  mod  unnobly  robb'd  me  of  my  victory, 
My  love  and  mercy. 

Ant.  Oh,  how  brave  thefe  tears  mew  ! 
How  excellent  is  forrow  in  an  enemy  1 

DoL  Glory  appears  not  greater  than  this  goodnefs. 

C*far.  Egyptians,  dare  ye  think  your  higheil  pyra 

mids, 

Built  to  out-dare  the  fun11,  as  you  fuppofc, 
Where  your  unworthy  kings  lie  rak'd  in  afhes, 
Arc  monuments  fit  for  him  ?  No,  brood  of  Nilus, 
Nothing  can  cover  his  high  fame,  but  Heav'n; 
No  pyramids  fet  off  his  memories, 
But  the  eternal  fubftance  of  his  greatnefs  ; 
To  which  I  leave  him.     Take  the  head  away, 
And,  with  the  body,  give  it  noble  burial  : 
Your  earth  lhall  now  be  blcfs'd  to  hold  a  Roman, 
Whofe  braveries  all  the  world's-carth11  cannot  balance. 

Set.  If  thou  be'll  thus  loving,  1  lhall  honour  thee: 
But  great  men  may  diflcmblc,  'tis  held  poflible, 
And  be  right  glad  of  what  they  feem  to  weep  for  -, 
There  are  fuch  kind  of  philofophers.  Now  do  I  wonder 
How  he  would  look  if  Pompey  were  alive  again  j 

ai  Itnujl  tafk  thte.~\   For  tajk,  Mr.  Scward  fubflitutes  tax. 
**  —         •     your  high  pyramids.  former  editions. 


Built  to  out'd*re  the  fun  t  as  you  fuppofi-]  To  oat-dare  the  fun 
by  their  height  is  poetical,  but,  asyoufuppofe,  greatly  flattens  it  ;  for 
this  rcafon  both  Mr.  Sympfon  and  I  change  it  to  out-dW,  which 
feems  to  fuit  the  context  better.  Svward. 

Oat-Jare  we  (hall  not  hefitate  to  pronounce  better  than  out-dkrr. 
We  do  not  remember  to  have  ever  met  with  the  latter  word. 

**  All  the  world"1*  earth.]  Mr.  Sympfon  obferves  the  expreffion  of 
*worl<T  s-  earth  directly  anfweis  the  Latin  t  err  arum  orbis.  Seward. 

G  4  But 
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But  how  he'd  fct  his  face. 

C<efar.  .You  look  now,  king, 
And  you  that  have  been  agents  in  this  glory. 
For  our  efpecial  favour  ? 

Ptol  We  defire  it. 

C<efar.  And  doubtlefs  you  expect  rewards  ? 

See.  Let  me  give  'em  : 

I'll  give  'em  fuch  as  Nature  never  dream'd  of; 
Til  beat  him  and  his  agents  in  a  mortar, 
Into  one  man,  and  that  one  man  I'll  bake  then. 

Ctffar.  Peace ! — I  forgive  you  all  -9  that's  recorru 

pence. 

You're  young,  and  ignorant,  that  pleads  your  pardon, 
And  fear,  it  may  be,  more  than  hate  provok'd  you. 
Your  minifrers  I  muft  think  wanted  judgment, 
And  fo  they  err'd  :  I'm  bountiful  to  think  this, 
Believe  me,  moft  bountiful :  Be  you  moft  thankful  -, 
That  bounty  fhare  amongft  ye.     If  I  knew  what 
To  fend  you  for  a  prefent,  king  of  Egypt, 
I  mean  a  head  of  equal  reputation, 
And  that  you  lov'd,  tho'  'twere  your  brighteft  filler's, 
(But  her  you  hate)  I  would  not  be  behind  yoq, 

PtoL  Hear  me,  great  Caefar  ! 

C#far.  I  have  heard  too  much  ; 
And  ftudy  not  with  fmooth  mows  to  invade 
My  noble  mind,  as  you  have  done  my  conqueft  s 
You're  poor  and  open.     I  muft  tell  you  roundly, 
That  man  that  could  not  recompence  the  benefits, 
The  great  and  bounteous  fervices,  of  Pompey, 
Can  never  dote  upon  the  name  of  Casfar. 
Tho'  I  had  hated  Pompey,  and  allow'd  his  ruin, 
I  gave  you  no  commiflion  to  perform  it : 
Hafty  to  pleafe  in  blood  are  feldom  trufty  •, 
And,  but  I  ftand  environ'd  with  my  vi&ories, 
My  fortune  never  failing  to  befriend  me, 
My  noble  ftrengths,  and  friends  about  my  perfon, 
I  durft  not  try  you,  nor  expect  a  courtefy, 
Above  the  pious  love  yon  Ihew'd  to  Pompey. 
Ypu've  found  me  merciful  in  arguing  with  ye  •, 

Swords, 
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Swords,  hangmen  **,  fires,  deftru&ions  of  all  natures, 
Demolifhments  of  kingdoms,  and  whole  ruins, 
Are  wont  to  be  my  orators.     Turn  to  tears, 
You  wretched  and  poor  reeds  of  fun-burnt  Egypt  *J, 
And  now  you've  found  the  nature  of  a  conqueror, 
That  you  cannot  decline,  with  all  your  flatteries, 
That  where  the  day  gives  light,  will  be  himfelf  ftill ; 
Know  how  to  meet  his  worth  with  humane  courtefies  ! 
Go,  and  embalm  thofe  bones  of  that  great  foldier, 
Howl  round  about  his  pile,  fling  on  your  fpices, 
Make  a  Sabean  bed,  and  place  this  phenix 
Where  the  hot  fun  may  emulate  his  virtues, 
And  draw  another  Pompey  from  his  aihes, 
Pivinely  great,  and  fix  him  'mongft  the  worthies  ! 

Ptol.  We  will  do  all. 

C<efar.  You've  robb'd  him  of  thofe  tears 
His  kindred  and  his  friends  kept  facred  for  him, 

*4  Swords,  hangers,  fires.]  As  bangt  i  give  much  tiie  fame  idea  as 
fwords,  efpecially  in  the  mouth  of  a  Roman,  I  hope  the  reader  will 
agree  to  the  change  of  it  to  fang  men,  which  were  proper  to  be 
threatned  to  the  murderers  of  Pompey,  and  which  afterward  prov'd 
the  fate  of  Septimius.  There  is  fomething  extremely  noble  in  this 
paflage  ;  it  even  approaciies  to  thofe  terrible  graces  before  fpoke  of. 

Scwatd. 

The  Reader  will,  no  doubt,  grearly  admire  the  integrity,  pcrfpi- 
cacity,  and  ingenuity  of  Mr.  Seward,  when  he  is  informed,  that 
hangmen  is  the  reading — not  of  that  gentleman,  but — of  the  fecond 
folio. 

**  You  ivretebed  and  poor  feeds  of  fun -burnt  Egypt.]  As  the  word 
feeds  is  good  fenfe,  I  fear  the  reader  would  think  it  too  great  a  liberty 
for  an  Editor  to  difplace  it  and  advance  his  own  conjecture  into  the 
text :  But  where  the  change  of  a  fmglc  letter  gives  great  improvement, 
I  think  it  a  juftice  to  the  Authors  to  iuppofe  it  genuine  ;  efpecially 
when  it  ftrongly  partakes  of  their  ufual  fpirit.  Seeds  feems  rather  flat, 
and  weeds  was  the  firft  word  that  occurred  as  an  improvement,  becaufc 
it  makes  Cacfar  fpeak  with  more  contempt  of  the  Egyptians ;  but  ob- 
ferving  the  great  propriety  of  all  our  Author's  metaphors,  which  he 
applies  to  the  Egyptians,  as  where  he  calls  them  tbtfanv*  of  Egypt ; 
and  again,  tbefe  beds  of  fliny  eels  ;  and  Septimius,  that  vermin  that's 
nonu  become  a  natural  crocodile,  a  better  reading  occurred,  reeds*  to 
which  Egypt  is  greatly  fubjeft  from  the  overflow  of  the  Nile.  Thus 
the  fcriptures  fpeaking  of  the  behemoth  or  crocodile.  He  lictb  under  tbt 
Jaady  trees,  in  tbe  covert  of  the  reed  or  feat.  Srward. 

We  think  reeds  is  right. 

The 
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The  virgins  of  their  funeral  lamentations  ; 

And  that  kind  earth  that  thought  to  cover  him 

(His  country's  earth)  will  cry  out  'gainft  your  cruelty, 

And  weep  unto  the  ocean  for  revenge, 

'Till  Nilus  raife  his  feven  heads  and  devour  ye ! 

My  grief  has  ftopt  the  reft !   When  Pompey  liv'd, 

He  us'd  you  nobly ;  now  he's  dead,  ufe  him  fix    [Exit. 

PtoL    Now  where's  your  confidence  263  your  aim, 

Photinus, 

The  oracles,  and  fair  favours  from  the  conqueror, 
You  rung  into  mine  ears  ?  How  ftand  I  now  ? 
You  fee  the  tempeft  of  his  ftern  difpleafure  •, 
The  death  of  him,  you  urg'd  a  facrifice 
To  flop  his  rage,  prefaging  a  full  ruin  ! 
Where  are  your  counfels  now  ? 

Achor.  I  told  you,  Sir, 

And  told  the  truth,  what  danger  would  fly  after : 
And,  tho'  an  enemy,  I  fatisfied  you 
He  was  a  Roman,  and  the  top  of  honour  •, 
And  howfoever  this  might  pleafe  great  Casfar, 
I  told  you,  that  the  foulnefs  of  his  death, 
The  impious  bafenefs 

Pba.  Peace ;  you  are  a  fool  ! 
Men  of  deep  ends  muft  tread  as  deep  ways  to  'em  ; 
C^efar  I  know  is  pleas'd,  and,  for  all  his  forrows. 
Which  are  put  on  for  forms,  and  mere  diflemblings, 
I'm  confident  he's  glad  :  To  have  told  you  fo, 
And  thank'd  you  outwardly,  had  been  too  open, 
And  taken  from  the  wifdom  of  a  conqueror. 
Be  confident,  and  proud  you've  done  this  fervice  -, 
You  have  deferv'd,  and  you  will  find  it,  highly. 
Make  bold  ufe  of  this  benefit,  and  be  fure 
You  keep  your  filler,  the  high-foul'd  Cleopatra, 
Both  dole  and  fhort  enough,  me  may  not  fee  him. 

a6  No  TO  where1  $  your  confidence ',  your  aim,   Photinus  t 
The  oracles ',  ar\df#ir  favours  from  the  conqueror, 
You  rung  into  mine  ears  ?~\  Either  the  fecond  line  fhould  be,  the 
oracles  of  fair  favours,  or,  what  feems  more  probable,  the  particles 
the  and  and  fhould  change  places.  Seward. 

The  eld  reading,  we  think,  needs  no  change. 

The 
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The  reft,  if  I  may  counfel,  Sir 

Ptol.  Do  all ; 
For  in  thy  faithful  fervice  refts  my  fafety.     [Exeunt. 

SCENE      II. 

Enter  Septimius. 

Sept.  Here's  a  ftrange  alteration  in  the  court; 
Mens'  faces  are  of  other  fets  and  motions, 
Their  minds  of  fubtler  fluff.     I  pafs  by  now 
As  tho'  I  were  a  rafcal ;  no  man  knows  me, 
No  eye  looks  after ;  as  I  were  a  plague, 
Their  doors  fhut  clofe  againft  me,  and  I  wonder'd  at, 
Becaufe  I've  done  a  meritorious  murder : 
Becaufe  I've  pleas'd  the  time,  does  the  tiire  plague  me  ? 
I've  known  the  day  they  would  have  hugg'd  me  for't ; 
For  a  lefs  ftroke  than  this,  have  done  me  reverence, 
Open'd  their  hearts,  and  fecret  clofets  to  me, 
Their  purfes,  and  their  pleasures,  and  bid  rne  wallow. 
I  now  perceive  the  great  thieves  eat  the  lefs, 
And  th'  huge  *7  leviathans  of  villainy 
Sup  up  the  merits,  nay,  the  men  and  all, 
That  do  'em  fervice,  and  fpout  'em  out  again 
Into  the  air,  as  thin  and  unregarded 
As  drops  of  water  that  are  loll  i'th'  ocean. 
I  was  lov'd  once  for  fwearing,  and  for  drinking, 
And  for  other  principal  qualities  that  became  me : 
Now  a  foolifh  unthankful  murder  has  undone  me, 
If  my  lord  Photinus  be  not  merciful, 
That  fet  me  on.  And  he  comes  ;  now,  Fortune ! 

Enter  Pbotinus. 
Pho.  Caefar's  unthankfulnefs  a  little  ftirs  me, 

*7  Andtb*  huge  leviathan*  of,  &c.]  I  fhould  not  take  the  liberty  of 
marking  out  beautiful  paffages,  but  that  I  am  very  drlirous  this  play 
fhould  meet  with  due  regard  from  every  reader  ;  and  I  therefore  beg 
him  not  to  paf*  (lightly  over  this  paffage,  where  a  metaphor  is  carried 
on  with  ruch  ex^uifire  beauty,  that  it  may  vie  with  the  fineft  ftrokes  of 
this  fort  even  in  Shakefpeare.  SewarJ. 

A  little 
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A  little  frets  my  blood  :  Take  heed,  proud  Roman, 
Provoke  me  not,  ftir  not  mine  anger  further  ! 
I  may  find  out  a  way  unto  thy  life  too, 
Tho'  arm'd  in  all  thy  viftories,  and  feize  it ! 
A  conqueror  has  a  heart,  and  I  may  hit  it. 

Sept.  May't  pleafe  your  lordfhip 

Pbo.  Oh,  Septimius! 

Sept.  Your  lordfhip  knows  my  wrongs  ? 

Pbo.  Wrongs  ? 

Sept.  Yes,  my  lord ; 
How  th'  captain  of  the  guard,  Achillas,  flights  me  ? 

Pbo.  Think  better  of  him,  he  has  much  befriended 

thee, 

Shew'd  thee  much  love,  in  taking  the  head  from  thee. 
The  times  are  alter'd,  foldier  j  Casfar's  angry, 
And  our  defign  to  pleafe  him,  loft  and  perifh'd  : 
Be  glad  thou'rt  unnam'd  ;  'tis  not  worth  the  owning. 
Yet,  that  thou  mayft  be  ufeful— — 

Sept.  Yes,  my  lord, 
I  fliall  be  ready. 

Pbo.  For  I  may  employ  thee 
To  take  a  rub  or  two  out  of  my  way, 
As  time  mall  ferve ;  fay,  that  it  be  a  brother. 
Or  a  hard  father  ? 

Sept.  'Tis  moft  necefTary  ; 
A  mother,  or  a  fifter,  or  whom  you  pleafe,  Sir. 

Pbo.  Or  to  betray  a  noble  friend  ? 

Sept.  'Tis  all  one. 

Pbo.  I  know  thou'lt  ftir  for  gold. 

Sept.  'Tis  all  my  motion. 

Pbo.  There,  take  that  for  thy  fervice,  and  farewell ! 
I've  greater  bufmefs  now. 

Sept.  I'm  ftill  your  own,  Sir. 

Pbo.  One  thing  I  charge  thee ;  fee  me  no  more, 

Septimius, 
Unlefs  I  fend.  [Exit. 

Sept.  I  fhall  obferve  your  hour. 
So  !  this  brings  fomething  in  the  mouth,  fome  favour  : 
This  is  the  lord  I  ferve,  the  power  I  worihip, 

My 
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My  friends,  allies;  and  here  lies  my  allegiance. 
Let  people  talk  as  they  pleafe  of  my  rudenefs, 
And  fhun  me  for  my  deed  ;  bring  but  this  to  'em, 
Let  me  be  damn'd  for  blood,  yet  (till  I'm  honourable  : 
This  god  creates  new  tongues,  and  new  affedtions  ; 
And,  tho'  I'd  kill'd  my  rather,  give  me  gold, 
I'll  make  men  fwear  I've  done  a  pious  facrifice. 
Now  I  will  out-brave  all,  make  all  my  fervants, 
And  my  brave  deed  (hall  be  writ  in  wine  for  virtuous. 


SCENE      III. 

Enter  C<efar,  Antony,  Dolabella,  and  Sceva. 

C<ffar.  Keep  ftrong  guards,  and  with  wary  eyes, 

my  friends  ; 

There  is  no  trufting  to  thefe  bafe  Egyptians  : 
They  that  afe  falfe  to  pious  benefits, 
And  make  compell'd  neceflitics  their  faiths, 
Are  traitors  to  the  gods. 

Ant.  We'll  call  afhore 
A  legion  of  the  bed. 

Cafar.  Not  a  man,  Antony  ; 

That  were  to  (hew  our  fears,  and  dim  our  greatnefs  : 
No  •,  'tis  enough  my  name's  alhore. 

Set.  Too  much  too  ; 

A  fleeping  Csefar  is  enough  to  (hake  them. 
There  are  Ibme  two  or  three  malicious  rafcals, 
Train'd  up  in  villainy,  befides  that  Cerberus, 
That  Roman  dog,  that  lick'd  the  blood  of  Pompey. 

Dol.  'Tis  (Irange  ;  a  Roman  foldicr  ? 

See.  You  are  cozen'd  ; 
There  be  of  us,  as  be  of  all  other  nations, 
Villains  and  knaves  :  'Tis  not  the  name  contains  him, 
But  the  obedience  ;  when  that's  once  forgotten, 
And  duty  flung  away,  then,  welcome  devil  ! 
Photinus  and  Achillas,  and  this  vermin, 
That's  now  become  a  natural  crocodile, 
Muft  be  with  care  obferv'd. 

Ant.  And  'tis  well  counfcll'd  ; 

No 
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No  confidence,  nor  truft — : — 

See.  I'll  truft  the  fea  firft, 
When  with  her  hollow  murmurs  me  invites  me^ 
And  clutches  in  her  ftorms,  as  politick  lions 
Conceal  their  claws  ;  HI  truft  the  devil  firft ; 
The  rule  of  ill  I'll  truft,  before  the  doer  *8.- 

Cdfar.  Goto  your  refts,  and  folio  w  your  own  wifdoms^ 
And  leave  me  to  my  thoughts  5  pray  no  more  com 
pliment  •, 
Once  more,  ftrong  watches. 

Dol.   All  fliall  be  obferv'd,  Sir.  [Exeunt* 

Manet  C#far. 

Ctefar.  I'm  dull  and  heavy,  yet  I  carinot  fleep< 
How  happy  was  1 29,  in  my  lawful  wars 
In  Germany,  and  Gaul,  and  Britany  ! 
When  every  night  with  pleafure  I  fat  down 
What  the  day  minifter'd,  the  fleep  cameYweetly  : 
But  fince  I  undertook  this  home-divifion, 
This  civil  war,  and  pafs'd  the  Rubicon, 
What  have  I  done,  that  fpeaks  an  ancient  Roman, 
A  good,  great  man  ?  I've  enter'd  Rome  by  force. 
And,  on  her  tender  womb  that  gave  me  life, 
Let  my  infulting  foldiers  rudely  trample  : 
The  dear  veins  of  my  country  I  have  open'd, 
And  fail'd  upon  the  torrents  that  ftow'd  from  her, 
The  bloody  ftreams,  that  in  their  confluence 

28  The  rule  of  ill  Vll  truft,    before  the  doer.'}  Mr.  Sympfon  and  I 
both  hefitated  on  this  expreflion,  but  I  believe  it  right,  as  God  is  the 
rule  of  good  or  virtue,  fo  is  the  Devil  of  ///.  Senuard. 

This  line  does  not  appear  in  the  fecond  folio ;  perhaps,  -becaufe 
dropped  in  the  reprefentaticn. 

29  Ho<w  happy  nvas  I,  in  my  lawful  ivars,  &c.  J  This  foliloquy  of 
Caefafs  is  extremely  judicious  as  well  as  beautiful:  it  was  difficult  to 
conform  both  to  hiftory  and  to  poetical  juftice.  It  would  be  an  outrage 
upon  the  former  to  make  Csefar  unfortunate,  and  as  great  a  one  to  have 
madehima  perfectly  virtuous  character,  as  Corneille  has  endeavoured  to 
do.  How  then  (hould  our  Poets, who  have  drawn  Casfar  exactly  to  the  life, 
fulfil  in  any  degree  the  juftice  that  the  audience  demand  againft  him? 
This  they  have  finely  accompli(hfd,  by  fhewing  him  in  his  retirement, 
ftung  and  tormented  with  the  horrid  mafTicres  that  he  had  brought  on 
his  country,  which  are  defcribed  with  great  energy.        .  Seward. 

Carried 
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Carried  before 'em  thoufand  defolations: 
I  robb'd  the  treafury ;  and  at  one  gripe 
Snatch'd  all  the  wealth  fo  many  worthy  triumphs 
Plac'd  there  as  facred  to  the  peace  of  Rome : 
I  raz'd  Mafiilia  in  my  wanton  anger ; 
Petreius  and  Afranius  I  defeated  ; 
Pompey  I  overthrew ;  what  did  that  get  me  ? 
The  llubber'd  name  of  an  authoriz'd  enemy  }0. 

[Noife  within. 

I  hear  fome  noife  •,  they  are  the  watches,  fure. 
What  friends  have  I  tied  faft  by  thefe  ambitions  ? 
Cato,  the  lover  of  his  country's  freedom, 
Is  now  pafs'd  into  Africk  to  affront  me  ; 
Juba,  that  kill'd  my  friend,  is  up  in  arms  too ; 
The  fons  of  Pompey  are  mafters  of  the  fea, 
And,  from  the  relicks  of  their  icatter'd  faction, 
A  new  head's  fprung  :  Say,  I  defeat  all  theic  too  ? 
I  come  home  crown'd  an  honourable  rebel. 
I  hear  the  noile  (till,  and  it  comes  ftill  nearer. 
Are  the  guards  faft  ?  Who  waits  there  ? 

Enter  Sceva,  with  a  packet ,  Cleopatra  in  it. 

Sec.  Are  you  awake,  Sir  ? 

C*far.  r  th'  name  of  wonder 

See.  Nay,  I  am  a  porter, 

A  ftrong  one  too,  or  elle  my  fides  would  crack,  Sir: 
An  my  fins  were  as  weighty,  I  fhould  fcarce  walk 
with  'em. 

Cafar.  What  haft  thou  there  ? 

See.  Afk  them  which  ftay  without, 
And  brought  it  hither.    Your  prefence  I  denied  'em, 

J0  Tbt  Jlttbber*  d  Name  of  an  authorized  enemy.]  By  an  authoriz'd 
enemy  the  Poets  feem  to  have  meant,  an  enemy  to  his  country  pro- 
nounc'd  fo  by  the  authority  of  the  whole  fenate,  as  Caefar  had  been 
by  the  fenate  of  Rome.  If  this  explanation  fiiould  not  fatisfy,  the 
vcrfe  will  run  better  thus, 

*l  kc  jlubbcr*  d  name  of  an  unauth'riz'd  enemy. 
I.  /.  Of  an  enemy  without  a  legal  caufe  or  legal  authority. 

Svward* 

d  feems  to  mean  only  fuccefsful.     So,  he  fays  after, 
7  cernc  home  crown  d  an  honourable  rebel. 

And 


H2         T  H  E    F  A  L  S  E    O  N  E. 

And  put  'em  by,  took  up  the  load  myfelf. 
They  fay  'tis  rich,  and  valued  at  the  kingdom  $ 
I'm  fufe  'tis  heavy  :  If  you  like  to  fee  it, 
You  may  ;  if  not,  I'll  give  it  back. 

Ctefar.  Stay,  Sceva? 
I  would  fain  fee  it. 

See.  I'll  begin  to  work  then. 

No  doubt,  to  flatter  you,  they've  fent  you  fomething 
Of  a  rich  value,  jewels,  or  fome  rich  treafure. 
May-be,  a  rogue  within,  to  do  a  mifchief : 
I  pray  you  ftand  further  off;  if  there  be  villainy, 
Better  my  danger  firft ;  he  mall  'fcape  hard  too. 
Ha  !  what  art  thou  ? 

C<efar.  Stand  further  offj  good  Sceva  f 
What  heavenly  vifion  ?  Do  I  wake  or  dumber  ? 
Further  off,  that  hand,  friend  ! 

See.  What  apparition^ 

What  fpirit,  have  I  rais'd  ?  Sure,  'tis  a  woman ; 
She  looks  like  one  ^  now  me  begins  to  move  too. 
A  tempting  devil,  o'  my  life  !    Go  off,  Csfar, 
Blefs  thyfelf,  off!  A  bawd  grown  in  mine  old  days  ? 
Bawdry  advanc'd  upon  my  back  ?  'tis  noble! 
Sir,  if  you  be  a  foldier,  come  no  nearer  5 
She's  fent  to  diipoffefs  you  of  your  honour  • 
A  fponge,  a  fponge,  to  wipe  away  your  victories. 
An  frie'd  be  cooPd,  Sir,  let  the  foldiers  trim  her  ; 
They'll  give  her  that  ihe  came  for,  and  difpatch  her: 
Be  loyal  to  yourfelf ! — Thou  damned  woman, 
Doft  thou  come  hither  with  thy  flourifhes, 
Thy  flaunts,  and  faces,  to  abufe  mens'  manners  ? 
And  am  I  made  the  instrument  of  bawdry  ? 
I'll  find  a  lover  for  you,  one  that  fliall  hug  you  ! 

C<efar.  Hold,  on  thy  life,  and  be  more  temperate^ 
Thou  bead ! 

See.  Thou  beail  ? 

G<efar.  Couldft  thou  be  fo  inhuman, 
So  far  from  noble  man,  to  draw  thy  weapon 
Upon  a  thing  divine  ? 

See.  Divine,  or  human. 

They're 
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They're  never  better  pleas'd,  nor  more  at  heartVeafe, 
Than  when  we  draw  with  full  intent  upon  'em. 

Ctfar.  Move  this  way,  lady :  Tray  you  let  me  fpeak 
to  you. 

See.  And,  woman,  you  had  bed  (land 

Csfar.  By  the  gods, 

But  that  I  lee  her  here,  and  hope  her  mortal, 
I  mould  imagine  fome  celeftial  fweetnefs, 
The  treafure  of  foft  love! 

See.  Oh,  this  founds  mangily, 
Poorly,  and  fcurvily,  in  a  foldier's  mouth  ! 
You'd  bed  be  troubled  with  the  tooth-ach  too, 
For  lovers  ever  are,  and  let  your  nofe  drop, 
That  your  celeftial  beauty  may  befriend  you. 
At  thefe  years,  do  you  learn  to  be  fantaftical  ? 
After  fo  many  bloody  fields,  a  fool  ? 
She  brings  her  bed  along  too,  (fhe'll  lofe  no  time) 
Carries  her  litter  to  lie  foft  •,  d'you  fee  that  ? 
Invites  you  like  a  gamefter;  note  that  impudence. 
For  fliame,  reflect  upon  yourielf,  your  honour, 
Look  back  into  your  noble  parts,  and  blufh  ! 
Let  not  the  dear  fweat  of  the  hot  Pharfalia, 
Mingle  with  bafe  embraces  !   Am  I  he 
That  have  receiv'd  fo  many  wounds  for  Cazfar  ? 
Upon  my  target JI,  groves  of  darts  Hill  growing  ? 
Have  I  endur'd  all,  hungers,  colds,  diitrcflcs, 

1  Upon  MV  target^  groves  ofdartsftillgr9rujing  /*]  Sceva  had  been 
a  common  foldicr,  bat  preferr'd  for  his  amaz-ng  valour  and  irrefntiblc 
ilrength.  When  Catlar  beiieg'd  Pompey  at  Dirachium,  he  flood  in  a 
breach  ngainft  the  whole  army.  Plutarch  tells  us  that  he  had  a  hundred 
and  thirty  darts  ftuck  in  his  target ;  one  bad  pierc'd  his  fhoulder,  and 
another  his  eye,  which  he  drew  out  and  dafh'd,  with  his  <?)  t  ball,  on  the 
ground  :  Pompey's  foldiers  on  this  fhouted  as  for  victory  ;  and  he  pre 
tending  faintnefs,  alk'd  them  why  they  would  not  come  and  carry  him 
as  a  prize  to  Pompey  before  he  died  ;  two  foldiers  believing  him  in 
earneit,  came  to  him  ;  the  firft  he  flew,  and  wounded  the  ocher,  and 
then  withdrew  amongll  his  own  party.  The  itory  is  toid  wiih  great 
fpirit  in  the  fixth  book  of  i.ucnn,  who  afcribes  to  Sceva  the  prefcrva- 
tion  of  all  Csefar's  army.  J  need  not  mention  the  jultice  with  which 
our  Poets  have  drawn  Sceva's  character,  in  a  familiar,  rough,  foldicr- 
1  i  k  c  boneAy .  Sward. 

Vox.  IV.  II  And, 
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And,  as  I  had  been  bred  that  iron  that  arm'd  me, 
Stood  out  all  weathers,  now  to  curfe  my  fortune  ? 
To  ban  the  blood  I  loft  for  fuch  a  general  ? 

Cdfar.  Offend  no  more ;  be  gone  ! 

See.  I  will,  and  leave  you, 

Leave  you  to  womens'  wars,  that  will  proclaim  you: 
You'll  conquer  Rome  now,  and  the  capitol, 
With  fans  and  looking-glafies.     Farewell,  Casfar  ! 

Cleo.  Now  I  am  private,  Sir,  I  dare  fpeak  to  you  •, 
But  thus  low  firft,  for  as  a  god  I  honour  you  ! 

See.  Lower  you'll  be  anon. 

C*far.  Away  ! 

See.  And  privater ; 
For  that  you  covet  all.  [Exit. 

Ctffar.  Tempt  me  no  further ! 

Cleo.  Contemn  me  not,  becaufe  I  kneel  thus,  Csefar : 
I  am  a  queen  3%  and  co-heir  to  this  country, 
The  fifter  to  the  mighty  Ptolomy, 
Yet  one  diftrefs'd,  that  flies  unto  thy  juftice, 
One  that  lays  facred  hold  on  thy  protection, 
As  on  a  holy  altar,  to  preierve  me. 

Ccefar.  Speak,  queen  of  beauty,  and  (land  up, 

Cleo.  I  dare  not ; 

'Till  I  have  found  that  favour  in  thine  eyes, 
That  godlike  great  humanity,  to  help  me, 

31   Contemn  me  not,  becaufe  1  know  thus,   C<zfar, 

1  am  a  queen.']  For  know,  I  read  kneel,  and  Mr.  Sympfon  bow* 
As  (he  was  evidently  kneeling,  I  hope  it  is  not  prejudice  that  makes 
me  prefer  the  former.  The  corruption,  though  extremely  grofs,  had 
pafs'd  through  all  the  former  edition?,  although  this  play  (and  this 
only  as  far  as  I  have  yet  examined)  feems  in  the  fecond  folio  to  have 
been  corrected  by  an  able  hand,  but  no  man  is  always  attentive. 

Seward. 

After  this  pofitive  aiTertion,  the  Reader  will  no  doubt  be  furprized 
£t  the  information,  that,  fo  far  from  ALL  the  former  editions  reading 

know,  the  vejy  fecond  folio,  above  mentioned,  reads  kneel. In  the 

fame  ftile,  Mr.  Seward  affects,  that  the  former  copies  fay,  (p.  115, 
1.23)  in  THIS  private  honour  ;  that  they  fay,  (p.  118,  1.  36)  Ctefar 
LOADS  us;  anc1,  (p.  1 19,  1.  18)  this  RARE  unthankful  king  ;  affum- 
ing  to  himfelf  tne  merit  of  correcting  errors,  fome  of  which  only 
appeared  in  the  odlavo  of  1711. 

Thus, 
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Thus,  to  thy  knees  mud  I  grow,  facred  Casfar. 
And  if  it  be  not  in  thy  will  to  right  me, 
And  raife  me  like  a  queen  from  my  fad  ruins  •, 
If  thefe  foft  tears  cannot  fink  to  thy  pity, 
And  waken  with  their  murmurs  thy  compaffions  •, 
Yet,  for  thy  noblenefs,  for  virtue's  fake, 
And,  if  thou  be'ft  a  man,  for  defpis'd  beauty, 
For  honourable  conqueil,  which  thou  dot'ft  on, 
Let  not^thofe  cankers  of  this  flourifhing  kingdom, 
Photinus  and  Achillas,  the  one  an  eunuch, 
The  other  a  bafe  bondman,  thus  reign  o'er  me, 
Seize  my  inheritance,  and  leave  my  brother 
Nothing  of  what  he  mould  be,  but  the  title  ! 

As  thou  art  wonder  of  the  world 

C<ffar.  Stand  up  then, 

And  be  a  queen  •,  this  hand  fhall  give  it  to  you  : 
Or,  chufe  a  greater  name,  worthy  my  bounty  ; 
Acommon  love  makes  queens:  Chuic  to  beworfhipp'd, 
To  be  divinely  great,  .and  I  dare  promiie  it. 
A  fuitor  ofyouribrt,  and  blcfled  fwectnefs, 
That  hath  adventur'd  thus  to  fee  great  Cajfar, 
Mult  never  be  denied.     You've  found  a  patron 
That  dare  not,  in  his  private  honour,  i utter 
So  great  a  blemifh  to  the  Hcav'n  of  beauty  : 
The  god  of  love  would  clap  his  angry  wings, 
And  from  his  tinging  bow  let  fly  thole  arrows  " 
Headed  with  burning  griefs  and  pining  for  rows, 
Should  I  negledtyourcaufe,  would  make  me  monltrous  -y 
To  whom,  and  to  your  lervice,  I  devote  me  ! 

Enter  Scrva. 

Cleo.  He  is  my  conqueft  now,  and  fo  I'll  work  him  ; 
The  conqueror  of  the  world  will  I  lead  captive. 

See.  Still  with  this  woman  ?  tilting  (till  with  babies  ? 
As  you  are  honelt,  think  the  enemy, 
Some  valiant  foe  indeed,  now  charging  on  you, 
Ready  to  break  your  ranks,  and  fling  thefe 

31  Lttjly  thofe  arrows.]  This  is  the  reading  of  the  ioiics,  and  un 
doubtedly  'right.  The  oftavo  of  1 7 1 1  reads  THESE,  and  Mr.  Scward 
HIS  arrtr-vs. 

H  2  C*far. 
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C*far.  Hear  me, 

But  tell  me  true  •,  if  thou  hadfl  fuch  a  treafure, 
(And,  as  thou  art  a  foldier,  do  not  flatter  me) 
Such  a  bright  gem,  brought  to  thee,  wouldil  thou  not 
Moil  greedily  accept  ? 

See.  Not  as  an  emperor, 

A  man  that  firft  fhould  rule  himfelf,  then  others  u  : 
As  a  poorjiungry  foldier,  I  might  bite,  Sir; 
Yet  that's  a  weak  nets  too.     Hear  me,  thou  tempter ! 
And  hear  thou,  Casfar,  too,  for  it  concerns  thee, 
And  if  thy  flem  be  deaf,  yet  let  thine  honour, 
The  foul  of  a  commander,  give  ear  to  me. 
Thou  wanton  bane  of  war,  thou  gilded  lethargy, 
In  whofe  embraces,  eafe  (the  ruft  of  arms) 
And  pleafure  (that  makes  foldiers  poor)  inhabits ! 

C*far.  Fy !  thou  blafphem'ft. 

See.  ,1  do,  when  {he's  a  goddefs. 
Thou  melter  of  flrong  minds,  dar'ft  thou  prefume 
To  fmother  all  his  triumphs  with  thy  vanities  ? 
And  tie  him,  like  a  Have,  to  thy  proud  beauties, 
To  thy  imperious  looks,  that  kings  have  follow'd, 
Proud  of  their  chains,  have  waited  on  ?  I  fhame,  Sir! 

Ctffar.  Alas,  thou'rt  rather  mad!  T  ake  thy  reft,  Sceva-, 
Thy  duty  makes  thee  err  ^  but  I  forgive  thee. 
Go,  go,  I  fay  !  mew  me  no  difobedience  !     [Exit  Sceva. 
'Tis  well-,  farewell !  The  day  will  break,  dear  lady  ;, 
My  foldiers  will  come  in.     Pleafeyou  retire, 
And  think  upon  your  fervant  ? 

3*  A  man  that  firft  would  rule  bimfelf.']  Mr.  Theobald  alters  would 
iQJhouid,  and  puts  the  initial  letters  of  his  name  to  it,  the  mark  by 
which  he  feems  to  have  dillinguifh'd  his  favourite  emendations.  Mr. 
Sympfon  joins  him  ;  but  1  think  the  change  rather  prejudicial,  for 
ivoulJ,  ns  it  implies  a  at;///  to  rule  himfelf  as  well  as  others,  intimates 
that  fuch  a  *».'///  is  efTential  to  an  emperor,  and  that  none  are  worthy 
of  the  title  that  have  it  not.  Befide  this,  it  has  been  fome  doubt 
wiih  me  whether  the  old  Englifh  writers  had  that  clear  idea  of  the 
difference  between  <vcould  and  Jhould  which  we  have  at  prefent,  but 
which  not  one  foreigner  in  ten  thoufand  can  be  taught  to  comprehend, 
although  it  is  certainly  a  very  great  beauty  of  our  language,  and,  I 
believe,  peculiar  to  it.  I  never  yet  faw  a  grammatical  rule  for  it,  and 
were  it  not  too  great  a  digrefiion  I  would  infert  one.  Seward. 

Should  \&  the  reading  of  the  fecond  folio  ! 

Cleo. 
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Cleo.  Pray  you,  Sir,  know  me, 
And  what  I  am. 

C*far.  The  greater,  I  more  love  you  ; 
And  you  mud  know  me  too. 

Cleo.  So  far  as  modefty, 
And  majefty  gives  leave,  Sir.     You're  too  violent. 

C*far.  You  are  too  cold  to  my  defires. 

Cleo.  Swear  to  me, 

And  by  yourfelf  (for  I  hold  that  oath  facred) 
You'll  right  me  as  a  queen 

C*far.  Thefe  lips  be  witnefs  ! 
And,  if  I  break  that  oath 

Cleo.  You  make  me  blufli,  Sir  j 
And  in  that  blulh  interpret  me. 

C*far.  I  will  do. 

Come,  let's  go  in,  and  blufli  again.     This  one  word, 
You  mall  believe. 

Cleo.  I  mud;  you  are  a  conqueror.  [Exeunt. 


ACT       III.       S  C   E   N   E      I. 

Enter  Ptolotny  and  Pkotinus. 

/^lOOD  Sir,  but  hear! 
VJf     Ptol.  No  more  !  you  have  undone  me  ! 
That  that  I  hourly  fear'd  is  fall'n  upon  me, 
And  heavily,  and  deadly. 

Pbo.  Hear  a  remedy. 

Ptol.  A  remedy,  now  the  difeafe  is  ulcerous, 
And  has  infedted  all  ?  Your  fecure  negligence 
Has  broke  thro'  all  the  hopes  I  have,  and  ruin'd  me ! 
My  fifter  is  with  Csefar,  in  his  chamber  ; 
All  night  me  has  been  with  him  •,  and,  no  doubt, 
Much  to  her  honour. 

Pbo.  'Would  that  were  the  word,  Sir  ! 
That  will  repair  itlelf :  But  I  fear  mainly, 
Sh'  has  made  her  peace  with  Csefar. 

Ptol.  'Tis  mod  likely  •, 

H  3  And 
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And  what  am  I  then  ? 

Pbo.  'Plague  upon  that  rafcal 
Apoiiodorus,  under  whofe  command, 
Under  whofe  eye 

Enter  Achillas. 

Ptol.  Curfe  on  you  all,  ye're  wretches  ! 

Pbo.  'Twas  providently  done,  Achillas. 

AcbiL  Pardon  me. 

Pbo.  Your  guards  were  rarely  wife,  and  wondrous 
watchful  ! 

AMI.  I  could  not  help  it,  if  my  life  had  lain  for't. 
Alas,  who  would  fufpect  a  pack  of  bedding, 
Or  a  fmall  trufs  of  houmold  furniture, 
And,  as  they  faid,  for  Caefar's  ufe  ?  or  who  durft, 
Being  for  his  private  chamber,  feek  to  flop  it  ? 
I  was  abus'd. 

Enter  Acboreus. 

Acbor.  'Tis  no  hour  now  for  anger, 
No  wifdom  to  debate  with  fruitlefs  choler. 
Let  us  confider  timely  what  we  muft  do, 
Since  me  is  flown  to  his  protection, 
From  whom  we  have  no  pow'r  to  lever  her, 
Nor  force  conditions. 

Ptol.  Speak,  good  Achoreus. 

Acbor.  Let  indirect  and  crooked  counfels  vaniili, 
And  ilraight  and  fair  directions 

Pbo.  Speak  your  mind,  Sir. 

Acbor.  Let  us  chufeCasiar  (and  endear  him  to  us) 
An  arbitrator  in  all  differences 
Betwixt  you  and  your  filter ;  this  is  fafe  now, 
And  will  mew  off,  moil  honourable. 

Pbo.  Bale, 

Mod  bafe  and  poor  ;  a  fervile,  cold  fubmiffion  ! 
Hear  me,  and  pluck  your  hearts  up,  like  ftout  coun- 

fellors  •, 

Since  we  are  fenfible  this  Caefar  loaths  us, 
And  have  begun  our  fortune  with  great  Pompey, 
Be  of  my  mind. 

Acbor.  'Tis  moil  uncomely  fpoken, 

And 
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And  if  I  fay  moft  bloodily,  I  lie  not : 

The  law  of  hofpitality  it  poifons, 

And  calls  the  gods  in  queftion  that  dwell  in  us. 

Be  wife,  oh,  king  ! 

Ptol.  I  will  be.     Go,  my  counfellor, 
To  Casfar  go,  and  do  my  humble  fervice ; 
To  my  fair  fifter  my  commends  negotiate ; 
And  here  I  ratify  whate'er  thou  treat'ft  on. 

Acbor.  Crown'd  with  fair  peace,  I  go.  [Exit. 

Ptol.  My  love  go  with  thee  ; 
And  from  my  love  go  you,  you  cruel  vipers  ! 
You  mall  know  now  I  am  no  ward,  Photinus.  [Exit. 

Pbo.  This  for  our  fervice  ?  Princes  do  their  pleafures, 
And  they  that  fcrve  obey  in  all  difgraces. 
The  loweft  we  can  fall  to,  is  our  graves  \ 
There  we  fhall  know  no  difference.     Hark,  Achillas ! 
I  may  do  fomething  yet,  when  times  are  ripe, 
To  tell  this  raw  unthankful  king 

AMI.  Photinus, 

Whate'er  it  be,  I  fhall  make  one,  and  zealoufly : 
For  better  die  attempting  fomething  nobly, 
Than  fall  difgrac'd. 

Pbo.  Thou  lov'ft  me,  and  I  thank  thee.     [Exeunt. 

SCENE       II. 

Enter  Antony,  Dolabtlla,  and  Sceva. 

Dot.  Nay,  there's  no  rouling  him  ;  he  is  bewitch'd 

fure, 

His  noble  blood  curdled,  and  cold  within  him  ; 
Grown  now  a  woman's  warrior. 

See.  And  a  tall  one ; 

Studies  her  fortifications,  and  her  breaches, 
And  how  he  may  advance  his  ram  to  batter 
The  bulwark  of  her  chaftity. 

Ant.  Be  not  too  angry, 

For,  by  this  light,  the  woman's  a  rare  woman  j 
A  lady  of  that  catching  youth  and  beauty, 
That  unmatch'd  fweetnefs 

Dol.  But  why  fhould  he  be  fool'd  fo  ? 

H4  Let 
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Let  her  be  what  fhe  will,  why  fhould  his  wifdom, 
His  age,  and  honour  - 

Ant.  Say  it  were  your  own  cafe, 
Or  mine,  or  any  man's  that  has  heat  in  him  : 
9Tis  true,  at  this  time,  when  he  has  no  prornife 
Of  more  fecurity  than  his  fword  can  cut  thro', 
I  do  not  hold  it  fo  difcreet  :  But  a  good  face,  gentlemen, 
And  eyes  that  are  the  winning'ft  orators, 
A  youth  that  opens  like  perpetual  fpring, 
And,  to  all  thefe,  a  tongue  that  can  deliver 
The  oracles  of  love  -- 

See.  I  would  you  had  her, 
With  all  her  oracles,  and  miracles  : 
She  were  fitter  for  your  turn. 

Ant.  'Would  I  had,  Sceva, 

With  all  her  faults  too  !   let  me  alone  to  mend  'em  \ 
O'  that  condition  I  made  thee  mine  heir. 

See.  I'd  rather  have  your  black  horfe  than  your  harlots, 

Dol.  Casfar  writes  fonnets  now  •,  the  found  of  war 
Is  grown  too  boiftrous  for  his  mouth  ;  he  fighs  too. 

See.  And  learns  to  fiddle  moil  melodioufly, 
Andfings  —  'twould  make  your  ears  prick  up,  to  hear 

him,  gentlemen. 

Shortly  fhe'll  make  him  fpin  •,  and  'tis  thought  he'll  prove 
An  admirable  maker  of  bonelace  ; 
And  what  a  rare  gift  will  that  be  in  a  general  ! 

Ant.  I  would  he  could  abftain. 

See.  She  is  a  witch  jure, 
And  works  upon  him  with  fome  damn'd  enchantment. 

Dol.  How  cunning  me  will  carry  her  behaviours, 
And  fet  her  countenance  in  a  thoufand  poftures, 
To  catch  her  ends  ! 

See.  She  will  be  fick,  well,  fullen, 
Merry,  coy  ?5,  over-joy'd,  and  feem  to  die, 
All  in  one  half-an-hour,  to  make  an  afs  of  him  : 
I  make  no  doubt  me  will  be  drunk  too,  damnably, 


35  She  win  be  feck,  well, 

Merry,  coy,  &c.]  Here  our  Poets  follow  their  mailer  Shakefpearc 
in  the  character  of  Cleopatra  ;  we  mall  find  in  the  fequel,  that  they 
have  added  more  of  the  dignity  of  the  queen  to  the  coquetry  of  the 
u  an  ton,  than  Shakefpeare  has  done.  Corneille,  in  order  to  form  an 

intereiling 
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And  in  her  drink  will  fight ;  then  fhe  fits  him. 

Ant.  That  thou  fhouldft  bring  her  in  ! 

See.  'Twas  my  blind  fortune. 
My  foldiers  told  me,  by  the  weight  'twas  wicked. 
'Would  I  had  carried  Milo's  bull  a  furlong, 
When  I  brought  in  this  cow-calf !  H'has  advanc'd  me, 
From  an  old  foldier,  to  a  bawd  of  memory  : 
Oh,  that  the  fons  of  Pompey  were  behind  him, 
The  honour'd  Cato  and  fierce  Juba  with  'em, 
That  they  might  whip  him  from  his  whore,  and  roufe 

him ; 

That  their  fierce  trumpets,  from  his  wanton  trances 
Might  (hake  him,  like  an  earthquake ! 

Enter  Septimitts. 
Ant.  What's  this  fellow  ? 
DoL  Why,  a  brave  fellow,  if  wejudgemen  by  their 

cloaths. 

Ant.  By  my  faith,  he's  brave  indeed  !  He's  no  com 
mander  ? 

See.  Yes,  h'  has  a  Roman  face ;  he  has  been  at  fair  wars, 
And  plenteous  too,  and  rich  j  his  trappings  fhcw  it. 
Sept.  An  they'll  not  know  me  now,  they'll  never 

know  me. 

Who  dare  blulh  now  at  my  acquaintance  ?  Ha  ? 
Am  I  not  totally  a  fpan-ncw  gallant, 
Fit  for  the  choiceft  eyes  ?  Have  I  not  gold, 
The  friend  (hip  of  the  world  ?  If  they  (him  me  now, 
(Tho*  I  were  the  arrant'ft  rogue,  as  I'm  well  forward) 
Mine  own  curie  and  the  devil's  arc  lit  on  me. 
Ant.  Is't  not  Septimius  ? 

interefting  amour  between  Czfar  and  Cleopatra,  has  endeavoured  to 

draw  them  both  unexceptionably  virtuous.  SewarJ. 

It  is  but  juftice  to  obferve,  that  the  intention  of  Shakefpeare  and 

of  our  Authors  was  not  the  fame.    The  Prologue  fays,  the  fpeftators 

will  find 

Young  Cleopatra  here,  and  her  great  mind 

Exprtffd  to  th*  height*  *ujith  ui  a  rxaid,  and  free  t 

sind  korw  he  rated  her  virginity  : 

We  treat  not  of  what  boldnefs  (he  did  die, 

Nor  of  her  fatal  love  to  Antony.  Set  Prologue. 

See. 
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See.  Yes. 

Dot.  He  that  kilPd  Pompey  ?      , 

See.  The  fame  dog-fcab ?6 ;  that  gilded  botch,  that 
rafcal ! 

Dol.  How  glorious  villainy  appears  in  Egypt ! 

Sept.  Gallants,  and  foldiers ;  fure  they  do  admire  me. 

See.  Stand  further  off;  thou  ftink'ft. 

Sept.  A  likely  matter : 

Thefe  cloaths  fmell  muftily,  do  they  not,  gallants  ? 
They  ftink,they  ftink,  alas,  poor  things,  contemptible ! 
By  all  the  gods  in  Egypt,  the  perfumes 
That  went  to  trimming  thefe  cloaths,  coil  me 

See.  Thou  ftink'ft  ftill. 

Sept.  The  powdring  of  this  head  too 

See.  If  thou  haft  it, 

I'll  tell  true  all  the  gums  in  fweet  Arabia 
Are  not  fufficient,  were  they  burnt  about  thee, 
To  purge  the  fcent  of  a  rank  rafcal  from  thee. 

Ant.  I  fmell  him  now  :  Fy;  how  the  knave  perfumes 

him, 
How  ftrong  he  fcents  of  traitor  ! 

Dol.  You  had  an  ill  milliner, 
He  laid  too  much  o'  th*  gum  of  ingratitude 
Upon  your  coat ;  you  fhould  have  wafh'd  off  that,  Sir ; 
Fy,  how  it  choaks  !  too  little  of  your  loyalty, 
Your  honefty,  your  faith,  that  are  pure  ambers. 
I  fmell  the  rotten  fmell  of  a  hir'd  coward ; 
A  dead  dog's  fweeter. 

Sept.  Ye  are  merry  gentlemen, 
And,  by  my  troth,  fuch  harmleis  mirth  takes  me  too ; 
You  fpeak  like  good  blunt  foldiers !  and  'tis  well  enough : 
But  did  you  live  at  court,  as  I  do,  gallants, 
You  would  refine,  and  learn  an  apter  language. 
I've  done  ye  fimple  fervice  on  your  Pompey  -, 
You  might  have  look'd  him  yet  this  brace  of  twelve 
months, 

36  The  fame  dog,  fcab.]  Whom  does  he  ca\\fcab?  we  fhould  cer 
tainly  read  dog  fcab.  In  the  fame  fcene  Dolabella  fays  of  Septimius, 
*  A  dead  dogs  fweeter/  and  Sceva  almoil  repeats  dog-fcab,  calling 
him  mangy  mongrel. 

And 
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And  hunted  after  him,  like  founder'd  beagles, 
Had  not  this  fortunate  hand 

Ant.  He  brags  on't  too, 
By  the  good  gods,  rejoices  in't !  Thou  wretch, 
Thou  moft  contemptible  flave  ! 

See.  Dog,  mangy  mongrel, 
Thou  murd'ring  mifchief,  in  the  (hapeof  foldier, 
To  make  all  foldicrs  hateful !  thou  difeafe, 
That  nothing  but  the  gallows  can  giveeafe  to  ! 

Dot.  Thou  art  fo  impudent,  that  I  admire  thee, 
And  know  not  what  to  fay, 

Sept.  I  know  your  anger, 

And  why  you  prate  thus  -9  I've  found  your  melancholy  : 
Ye  all  want  money,  and  ye're  liberal  captains, 
And  in  this  want  will  talk  a  little  defperately. 
Here's  gold  -9  come,  fhare ;  I  love  a  brave  commander : 
And  be  not  peevifh  ;  do  as  Caefar  does ; 
He's  merry  with  his  wench  now,  be  you  jovial, 
And  let's  all  laugh  and  drink.  Would  ye  have  partners  ? 
I  do  confider  all  your  wants,  and  weigh  'em  •, 
He  has  the  miftrefs,  you  (hall  have  the  maids  ; 
I'll  bring  'em  to  ye,  to  your  arms. 

Ant.  I  blufh, 

All  over  me  I  blufh,   and  fweat  to  hear  him  ! 
Upon  my  confcience,  if  my  arms  were  on  now, 
Thro'  them  I  ihouM  blufh  too :  Pray  ye  let's  be  walking. 

See.  Yes,  yes  :  But,  ere  we  go,  I'll  leave  this  leflbn, 
And  let  him  fludy  it :  Firft,  rogue  !   then,  pandar! 
Next,  devil  that  will  be  !  get  thee  from  mens'  prefencc, 
And,  where  the  name  of  loldier  has  been  heard  of, 
Be  fure  thou  live  not !   To  fome  hungry  defart, 
Where  thou  canft  meet  with  nothing  but  thy  confcience  -, 
And  that  in  all  the  fhapes  of  all  thy  villainies 
Attend  thce  dill !  where  brute  bealts  will  abhor  thee, 
And  e'en  the  fun  will  (hame  to  give  thee  light, 
Go,  hide  thy  head !  or,  if  thou  think'ft  it  fitter, 
Go  hang  thyfelf !" 

Dot.  Hark  to  that  claufe. 

See.  And  that  fpeedily, 

That  Nature  may  be  eas'd  of  fuch  a  monfter  !•   [Exe. 

Manet 
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Manet  Septimius. 

Sept.  Yet  all  this  moves  not  me,  nor  reflects  on  me  ^ 
I  keep  my  gold  ftill,  and  my  confidence. 
Their  want  of  breeding  makes  thefe  fellows  murmur; 
Rude  valours,  fo  I  let  <em  pafs,  rude  honours  ! 
There  is  a  wench,  yet,  that  I  know  affects  me, 
And  company  for  a  king  •,  a  young  plump  villain, 
That,  when  me  fees  this  gold,  {he'll  leap  upon  me  -9 

Enter  Eros 57. 

And  here  me  comes :  I'm  fure  of  her  at  midnight, 
My  pretty  Eros,  welcome  ! 

Eros,  I  have  buiinefs. 

Sept.  Above  my  love,  thou  canft  not. 

Eros.  Yes,  indeed,  Sir, 
Far,  far  above. 

Sept.  Why,  why  fo  coy  ?  Pray  you  tell  me, 
y\rc  are  alone. 

Eros.  I'm  much  afham'd  we  are  fo. 

Sept.  You  want  a  new  gown  now,  and  a  handfome 

petticoat, 

A  fcarf,  and  fome  odd  toys :  I've  gold  here  ready; 
Thou  malt  have  any  thing. 

Eros.  I  want  your  abience. 
Keep  on  your  way  •,  I  care  not  for  your  company  ! 

Sept.  How  r  how  ?  you're  very  fhort :  D'you  know 

me,  Eros  ? 
And  what  I  have  been  to  you  ? 

Eros.  Yes,  I  know  you, 

And  I  hope  I  mall  forget  you :  Whilft  you  were  honeil, 
I  lov'd  you  too. 

Sept.  Honeft  ?  Come,  prithee  kifs  me. 

37  Enter  Eros.]  We  have  not  made  a  variation  here,  but  cannot 
fuppofe  the  Poets  intended  Eros,  Cleopatra's  waitifig-icotyan,  to  enter 
here  as  the  loofc  companion  of  Septimius,  and  to  profefs  herfelf  a  Ji rum- 
pet.  The  error,  moft  probably,  originated  from  trie  players,  who 
milking  one  perfon  perform  both  Eros  and  this  courtezan,  confounded 
the  characters  together  ;  as  they  have  partly  done  with  Cloe  and  the 
Courtezan  in  the  Mad  Lover,  and  with  Altea  and  the  Fourth  Lady  in 
Rule  a  Wife  and  Have  a  Wife.  The  Poets  moft  probably  meant  an 
other  woman,  but  th  y  feem  to  have  intended  (perhaps  from  inad- 
vericnce)  to  name  this  character  Eros. 

Eros. 
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Eros.  I  kifs  no  knaves,  no  murderers,  no  beads, 
No  bafe  betrayers  of  thole  men  that  fed  'em  ; 
I  hate  their  looks  •,  and  tho'  I  may  be  wanton, 
I  fcorn  to  nourifh  it  with  bloody  purchafe 19, 
Purchafe  fo  foully  got.     I  pray  you,  unhand  me; 
Pd  rather  touch  the  plague,  than  one  unworthy ! 
Go,   feek  fome  miftrefs  that  a  horfe  may  marry, 
And  keep  her  company-,  (he's  too  good  for  you  !  [Exit. 

Sept.  Marry,  this  goes  near !   now  I  perceive  Pm 

hateful : 

When  this  light  (luff  can  di(linguifh,itgrows  dangerous  ^ 
For  money  feldom  they  refufe  a  leper ; 
But  lure  I  am  more  odious,  more  difeas'd  too : 

Enter  three  lame  Soldiers. 

It  fits  cold  here.  What  are  thefe  ?  three  poor  foldiers  ? 
Both  poor  and  lame  :  Their  milcry  may  make  'em 
A  little  look  upon  me,  and  adore  me. 
If  thefe  will  keep  me  company,  Pm  made  yet. 

1  Sold.  The  pleafure  Caefar   ileeps    in,  makes  us 

milerable  : 

We  are  forgot,  our  maims  and  dangers  laugh'd  at ; 
He  banquets,  and  we  beg. 

2  Sold.  He  was  not  wont 

To  let  poor  foldiers,  that  have  fpent  their  fortunes, 
Their  bloods,  and  limbs,   walk  up  and  down  like 

vagabonds. 
Sept.  Sav^  ye,  good  foldiers !  good  poor  men,  Heav'n 

help  yc  ! 
Ye've  borne  the  brunt  of  war,  and  fhew  the  flory. 

1  Sold.  Some  new  commander  fure. 
Sept.  You  look,  my  good  friends, 

By  your  thin  faces,  as  you  would  be  fuitors. 

2  Sold.   To  Csefar,  for  our  means,  Sir. 
Sept.  And  'tis  fit,  Sir. 

J9  1/forn  toncurijbit  'with  blood  purchafe.]  A  fyllable  fecms  want 
ing  to  the  meafure  here,  and  an  hyphen  to  the  fenfe.  SnvarJ. 

Here  Mr.  Scrwaid  neglefts  the  acknowledged  bell  copy  (which  we 
have  followed)  for  the  puipofe  of  making  an  ingcnioui  alteration  ;  /.  e. 
I  fcorn  to  r.ourljhit  with  THY  blobd  purchafe. 

3  Sold. 
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3  Sold.  We  are  poor  men,  and  long  forgot. 

Sept.  I  grieve  for't  •, 

Good  foldiers  Ihould  have  good  rewards,  and  favours. 
I'll  give  up  your  petitions,  for  I  pity  you, 
And  freely  fpea^  to  Caefar. 

All.  Oh,  we  honour  you  ! 

1  Sold.  A  good  man  fure  you  are ;  the  gods  pre- 

ferve  you ! 
Sept.  And  to  relieve  your  wants  the  while,  hold, 

foldiers !  [Gives  money. 

Nay,  'tis  no  dream  ;  'tis  good  gold ;  take  it  freely  -y 
'Twill  keep  you  in  good  heart. 

2  Sold.  Now  goodnefs  quit  you  ! 
Sept.  I'll  be  a  friend  to  your  afflictions, 

And  eat,  and  drink  with  you  too,  and  we'll  be  merry ; 
And  ev'ry  day  I'll  fee  you  ! 

i  Sold.  You're  a  foldier, 
And  one  fent  from  the  gods,  I  think. 

Sept.  I'll  cloath  ye  4°, 

Ye  are  lame,  and  then  provide  good  lodging  for  you  j 
And  at  my  table,  where  no  want  mall  meet  you. 

Enter  Sceva. 
All.  'Was  never  fuch  a  man  ! 

1  Sold.  .Dear  honour'd  Sir, 

Let  us  but  know  your  name,  that  we  may  worlhip  you. 

2  Sold.  That  we  may  ever  thank 

Sept.  Why,  call  me  any  thing, 

No  matter  for  my  name — that  may  betray  me. 

See.  A  cunning  thief !  Call  him  Septimius,  foldiers, 
The  villain  that  kill'd  Pompey  ! 

All  How  ? 

See.  Call  him  the  fhame  of  men !  [Exit. 

i  Sold.  Oh,  that  this  money 
Were  weight  enough  to  beat  thy  brains  out 4I !  Fling  all ; 

4°   Til  death  ye, 

Ye  are  lame.]  Thefe  foldiers  are  before  faid  to  be  lame  ;  and 
therefore  1  don't  dilcard  the  word,  but  think  it  more  fui table  to  the 
context  in  this  place  to  read  bare.  Seward. 

41  Were  weight  enough  to  break  thy  brains  out  ]  Former  editions. 

Seivard. 

And 
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And  fling  our  curfes  next  -9  let  them  be  mortal ! 
Out,  bloody  wolf!  doft  thou  come  gilded  over, 
And  painted  with  thy  charity,  to  poifon  us  ? 

2  Sold.  I  know  him  now:  May  never  father  own  thee, 
But  as  a  monftrous  birth  fhun  thy  bale  memory  ! 
And,  if  thou  hadft  a  mother,  (as  I  cannot 
Believe  thou  *wert  a  natural  burden)  let  her  womb 
Be  curs'd  of  women  for  a  bed  of  vipers  ! 

3  fold.  Methinks  the  ground  fhakes  to  devour  this 

rafcal, 

And  the  kind  air  turns  into  fogs  and  vapours, 
Infectious  mills  4%  to  crown  his  villainies  : 
Thou  mayft  go  wander  like  a  thing  Heav'n  hated  ! 

1  Sold.  And  valiant  minds  hold  poifonous  to  re 

member  ! 

The  hangman  will  not  keep  thee  company  ; 
He  has  an  honourable  houfe  to  thine; 
No,  not  a  thief,  tho'  thou  couldft  fave  his  life  for't, 
Will  eat  thy  bread,  nor  one  for  thiril  ftarv'd  drink 

with  thee  4J  ! 

2  Sold.  Thou  art  no  company  for  an  honefl  dog, 
And  fo  we'll  leave  thee  to  a  ditch,  thy  dcftiny.    [Exc: 

Sept.  Contemn'd  of  all  ?  and  kick'd  too?  Now  I 

find  it ! 

My  valour's  fled  too,  with  mine  honefty ; 
For  fince  I  would  be  knave,  I  mult  be  coward. 
This  'tis  to  be  a  traitor,  and  betrayer. 
What  a  deformity  dwells  round  about  me  ! 
How  monftrous  Ihews  that  man,  that  is  ungrateful ! 
I  am  afraid  the  very  beads  will  tear  me44-, 

41   And  the  kind  air  turns  ir.lifogt,  and  vapours 

The  infectious  milts.  ]  So  firlt  folio.     The  fecond  folio  we  have 
followed.     Mr.  Seward  reads, 

4nd  the  kind  air  turns  into  fogs,  and  'vapours 
T1  infeftuous  mifts,  &o 

**  Nor  ont  for  thirft  ftarv'd  drink  'with  thee.]    Mr.  Seward  chufe* 
to  read, 

Nor  one  thirft-flarv'd  drink  with  tbee. 
^  I  am  afraid  the  *ve>y  tea/Is  will  fear  mey 

Infplr* d  •with  *what  I ba<ve  done  :  the  winds  will  blaft  me*.  ]  The 
word  injpir^d  not  only  more  naturally  belongs  to  the  winds  than  to  the 

leafs ; 
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Infpir'd  with  what  I  have  done,  the  winds  will  blaft  me ! 
Now  I  am  paid,  and  my  reward  dwells  in  me, 
The  wages  of  my  fact ;  my  foul's  opprefs'd  ! 
Honeft  and  noble  minds,  you  find  moft  reft.     [Exit. 

SCENE      III. 

Enter  Ptolomy^  Achoreus,  Photinus^  and  Achillas. 

Ptol.  I  have  commanded,  and  it  mall  be  fo  ! 
A  preparation  I  have  fet  o*  foot, 
Worthy  the  friendmip  and  the  fame  of  Casfar  : 
My  lifter's  favours  mall  feem  poor  and  wither'd ; 
Nay,  me  herfelf,  trimm'd  up  in  all  her  beauties, 
Compar'd  to  what  I'll  take  his  eyes  withal, 
Shall  be  a  dream. 

Pho.  D'you  mean  to  (hew  the  glory, 
And  wealth  of  Egypt  ? 

Ptol.  Yes  ;  and  in  that  luftre, 
Rome  mall  appear,  in  all  her  famous  conquefts, 
And  all  her  riches,  of  no  note  unto  it. 

Achor.  Now  you  are  reconcil'd  to  your  fair  fifter^ 
Take  heed,   Sir,  how  you  ftep  into  a  danger, 
A  danger  of  this  precipice.     But  note,  Sir, 
For  what  Rome  ever  rais'd  her  mighty  armies  ; 
Firft  for  ambition,  then  for  wealth.     'Tis  madnefs, 
Nay,  more,  a  fecure  impotence,  to  tempt 
An  armed  gueft :  Feed  not  an  eye  that  conquers, 
Nor  teach  a  fortunate  fword  the  way  to  be  covetous. 

Ptol.  Ye  judge  amifs,  and  far  too  wide  to  alter  me  j 
Let  all  be  ready  4>,  as  I  gave  direction  : 
The  fecret  way  of  all  our  wealth  appearing 
Newly,  and  handfomely  -,  and  all  about  it :     . 
No  more  dilTuadlng  :  'Tis  my  will. 

Achor.  I  grieve  for't. 

leafts  ;  but  it  is  llronger,  and  more  poetical,  to  iuppofe  the  very  in 
animate  elements  fenfible  of  and  abhorring  his  wickednefs,  than  merely 
the  irrational  beafts.  Seaward. 

4-5  Yet  all  le  read$J\   Former  editions.  Se<~vard. 

Ptol, 
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PtoL  I'll  dazzle  Csefar  with  excefs  of  glory. 
Pbo.  [fear  you'll curfe  your  will ;  we  muft  obey  you. 

[Exeunt. 

S    C    E    N    E      IV. 

Enter  C<efar,  Antony,  Dolalella,  and  Sceva,  above. 

Cafar.  I  wonder  at  the  glory  of  this  kingdom, 
And  the  mod  bounteous  preparation, 
Still  as  I  pafs,  they  court  me  with. 

See.  I'll  tell  you  ; 

In  Gaul  and  Germany  we  faw  fuch  vifions, 
And  flood  not  to  admire  'em,  but  poflefs  'em  : 
When  they  are  ours,  they're  worth  our  admiration. 

Enter  Cleopatra. 

Ant.  The  young  queen  comes  :  Give  room  ! 

Gffar.  Welcome,  my  deareft  ! 
Come,  blefs  my  fide. 

See.  Ay,  marry,  here's  a  wonder  ! 
As  me  appears  now,  1  am  no  true  foldier, 
If  I  ben't  readied  to  recant. 

Cleo.  Be  merry,  Sir ; 

My  brother  will  be  proud  to  do  you  honour, 
That  now  appears  himfelf. 

Enter  Ptolomy,  Acboreus,  Achillas,  Pbotinus,  and  Apol- 

lodorus. 

Ptol.  Hail  to  great  Cstfar, 
My  royal  gueil !  Firft  I  will  feaft  thine  eyes 
With  wealthy  Egypt's  ftore,  and  then  thy  palate, 
And  wait  myfelf  upon  thee.  [Treafure brought  in. 

C<tfar.  What  rich  fervice! 
What  mines  of  treafure  !  richer  ftiil  ? 

Cko.  My  Casfar, 
What  d'you  admire  ?  Pray  you  turn,  and  let  me  talk 

to  you. 

Have  you  forgot  me,  Sir  ?  How,  a  new  object  ? 
Am  I  grown  old  o'  th'  fudden  ?  Caefar ! 

VOL.  IV.  I  C*far. 
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C*far.  Tell  me 
From  whence  comes  all  this  wealth  ? 

Cleo.  Is  your  eye  that  way, 
And  all  my  beauties  banim'd  ? 

Ptol.  I'll  tell  thee,  Csefar;, 
We  owe  for  all  this  wealth  to  the  old  Nilus  : 
We  need  no  dropping  rain  to  cheer  the  hufbandman^ 
Nor  merchant  that  ploughs  up  the  fea  to  leek  us  ^ 
Within  the  wealthy  womb  of  reverend  Nilus, 
All  this  is  nourifh'd  ;  who,  to  do  thee  honour. 
Comes  to  difcover  his  feven  deities, 
His  concealed  heads,  unto  thee  :   See  with  pleafur&, 

Ctefar.  The  matchlefs  wealth  of  this  land  ! 

Cleo.  Come,  you  (hall  hear  me. 

Cafar.  Away  !  Let  me  imagine. 

Cleo.  How  !   frown  on  me  ? 
The  eyes  of  Casfar  wrapt  in  ilorms  ! 

Ctffar.  I'm  forry  : 
But,  let  me  think 

Mufick.    Enter  Ifis^  and  three  Labourers, 

Jfis.  Ifis,  the  goddefs  of  this  land, 
Bids  thee,  great  Csefar,  underitand 
And  mark  our  cuftoms,  and  firft  know, 
With  greedy  eyes  thefe  watch  the  flow 
Of  plenteous  Nilus  ;  when  he  comes, 
With  fongs,  with  dances,  timbrels,  drums. 
They  entertain  him  ;  cut  his  way, 
And  give  his  proud  heads  leave  to  play : 
Nilus  himfelf  mall  rife,  and  mew 
His  matchlefs  wealth  in  overflow. 

Labourers.  Come,  let  us  help  the  reverend  Nile  j 
He's  very  old  -,  alas  the  while ! 
Let  us  dig  him  eafy  ways, 
And  prepare  a  thoufand  plays  : 
To  delight  his  flreams,  let's  fing 
A  loud  welcome  to  our  fpring ; 

This 
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This  way  let  his  curling  heads 
Fall  into  our  new-made  beds ; 
This  way  let  his  wanton  fpawns 
Friflc,  and  glide  it  o'er  the  lawns. 
This  way  profit  comes,  and  gain  : 
How  he  tumbles  here  amain  ! 
How  his  waters  hafte  to  fall 
Into  our  channels  !  Labour,  all, 
And  let  him  in  ;  let  Nilus  flow, 
And  perpetual  plenty  mew. 
With  incenfe  let  us  blefs  the  brim, 
And  as  the  wanton  fifties  fwim, 
Let  us  gums  and  garlands  fling, 
And  loud  our  timbrels  ring. 

Come,  old  father,  come  away  ! 

Our  labour  is  our  holiday. 

Enter  Nilus. 

Ifis.  Here  comes  the  aged  river  now, 
With  garlands  of  great  pearl  his  brow 
Begirt  and  rounded  :  In  his  flow, 
All  things  take  life,  and  all  things  grow. 
A  thoufand  wealthy  treafures  dill, 
To  do  him  fervice  at  his  will, 
Follow  his  riling  flood,  and  pour 
Perpetual  blcfiings  in  our  (lore46. 
Hear  him  \  and  next  there  will  advance, 
His  facred  heads  to  tread  a  dance, 
In  honour  of  my  royal  gueft  : 
Mark  them  too ;  and  you  have  a  feaft. 

Cleo.  A  little  drofs  betray  me  ? 

C<efar.  I  am  aiham'd  I  warr'd  at  home,  my  friends, 
When  fuch  wealth  may  be  got  abroad  !  What  honour. 
Nay,  everlafting  glory,  had  Rome  purchas'd, 
Had  me  ajuft  caufe  but  to  vifit  Egypt! 

46  andjour 

Perpetual  blejjtngs  in  our  (lore.]  Mr.  Scward  alters  the  text  to, 
Perpetual  bltjftngs  on  cur  fliore. 

I  2  Ntta. 
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Nilus.  Make  room  for  my  rich  waters'  fall, 

And  blefs  my  flood  -, 
Nilus  comes  flowing  to  you  all 

Encreafe  and  good. 

Now  the  plants  and  flow'rs  fhall  fpring, 
And  the  merry  ploughman  fing. 
In  my  hidden  waves  I  bring 
Bread,  and  wine,  and  ev'ry  thing. 
Let  the  damfels  (ing  me  in, 

Sing  aloud,  that  I  may  rife  ; 
Your  holy  feafts  and  hours  begin, 

And  each  hand  bring  a  facrifice. 
Now  my  wanton  pearls  I  mew, 
That  to  ladies'  fair  necks  grow. 

Now  my  gold 

And  treafures  that  can  ne'er  be  told, 
Shall  blefs  this  land,  by  my  rich  flow, 
And  after  this,   to  crown  your  eyes, 
My  hidden  holy  head  arife.  [Dance. 

C<ffar.  The  wonder  of  this  wealth  fo  troubles  me, 
I  am  not  well :  Good  night ! 

See.  I'm  glad  you  have  it : 
Now  we  mall  ftir  again. 

Dot.  Thou,  wealth,  ftill  haunt  him  47 ! 

See.  A  greedy  fpirit  fet  thee  on  !  We're  happy. 

Ptol.  Lights,  lights  for  Cagfar,  and  attendance  ! 

Cleo.  Well, 

I  fhall  yet  find  a  time  to  tell  thee,  Casfar, 
Th'  haft  wrong'd  her  love— The  reft  here4"3. 

Ptol.  Lights  along  ftill : 

Mufick,  and  facrifice  to  fleep,  forCasfar!     [Exeunt.. 
ACT 

+7  Ptol.  Thou  wealth,  ftill  haunt  him]  1  'his  mould  feem  to  belong 
to  one  of  Casfar's  captains,  being  a  continuation  ofSceva's  with,  that 
the  love  of  wealth  might  make  him  feize  Ptolorny's  riches,  and  fo  occa- 
fion  a  new  war.  I  have  therefore  given  it  to  Dolabella,  as  the  neareft 
jn  the  trace  of  the  letters  to  Ptol.  Seward.  ' 

^  Thou  ft  wrong  d  her  love ;  the  reft  here.]  The  meaning  of  the 
Isfl  fentence  may  be  ;  the  reft  ofwbat  1  intend  to  do  and  fay,  I  keep 

to 
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ACT     IV.      SCENE     I. 


Enter  Ptokmy,  Pbotinus,  Achillas,  and  Acboreus. 

Acbor.  T  T  O  L  D  you  carefully,  what  this  would 

J[  prove  to, 

What  this  ineftimable  wealth  and  glory 
Would  draw  upon  you  :  I  advis'd  your  majefty 
Never  to  tempt  a  conquering  gueft,  nor  add 
A  bait,  to  catch  a  mind  bent  by  his  trade 
To  make  the  whole  world  his. 

Pbo.  I  was  not  heard,  Sir, 
Or,  what  I  faid,  loft  and  contemn'd  :  I  dare  fay, 
And  frcfhly  now, 'twas  a  poor  weaknefs  in  you, 
A  glorious  childiflinefs  !  I  watch'd  his  eye, 
And  law  how  falcon-like  it  towr'd,  and  flew 
Upon  the  wealthy  quarry  ;  how  round  it  mark'd  it : 
I  oblerv'd  his  words,  and  to  what  it  tended  ; 
How  greedily  he  afk'd  from  whence  it  came, 
And  what  commerce  we  held  for  fuch  abundance. 
The  fhow  of  Nilus  how  he  laboui'd  at, 
To  find  the  fecret  ways  the  long  delivcr'd  ! 

Acbor.  He  never  fmil'd,  I  noted,  at  the  plcafures, 
But  fix'd  his  conftant  eyes  upon  the  treafurc : 
I  do  not  think  his  ears  had  to  much  leiiure, 
After  the  wealth  appear'd,  to  hear  the  mufick. 

ts  myfelf  tilt  aft  opportunity.  But  Mr.  Sympfon  conjeclures  the  words 
to  have  been  a  it.ige  direction,  which  I  think  not  improbable  ;  for  the 
meafure  is  more  perfect  without  them,  and  they  may  figmfy,  either, 
let  the  reft  oftlje  attendance  bt  here  ready,  or  that  the  rejl  or  paufe  was 
here,  it  being  the  end  of"  the  third  ad.  Senuard. 

Mr.  Seward's  firll  expl  nation  we  ihink  obvi'oufly  and  indubitably 
right.  That  the  words,  the  reft  here,  ihould  mean,  *  Let  the  relt  of  the 
4  attendance  be  here  ready,'  at  a  period  when  all  attendance  was  to  be 
difpenfed  with  ;  or,  that  '  the  reft  or  paufe  was  here,'  when  the  end 
of  the  aft  mull  have  been  marked  in  the  prompt  book  ;  are  fuppofitions 
as  llrange  as  is  the  nflertion,  that  '  the  meafure  is  more  perfed'  with- 
out  thele  words  than  with  them,  when  they  arc  indifpenfably  necefkry 
to  complete  it.  J.  N. 

I  3  Moll 
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Moft  fure  he  has  not  flept  fmce  ;  his  mind's  troubles 
With  objects  that  would  make  their  own  ftill  labour  49. 

Pbo.  Your  fifter  he  ne'er  gaz'd  on  -9  that's  a  main  note : 
The  prime  beauty  of  the  world  had  no  pow'r  over  him, 

Achor.  Where  was  his  mind  the  whilft  ? 

Pho.  Where  was  your  carefulnefs, 
To  mew  an  armed  thief  the  way  to  rob  you  ? 
Nay,  would  you  give  him  this,  it  will  excite  him 
To  feek  the  reft  :  Ambition  feels  no  gift  5°, 
Nor  knows  no  bounds  -,  indeed  you've  done  moil  weakly* 

Ptol.  Can  I  be  too  kind  to  my  noble  friend  ? 

Pho.  To  be  unkind  unto  your  noble  felf,  but  favours 
Of  indifcretion  ;  and  your  friend  has  found  it. 
Had  you  been  train'd  up  in  the  wants  and  miferies 
A  foldier  marches  thro',  and  known  his  temperance' 
In  offer' d  courtefies,  you  would  have  made 
A  wifer  mafter  of  your  own,  and  ftronger. 

Ptol.  Why,fhould  I  give  him  all, he  would  return  it ; 
5Tis  more  to  him  to  make  kings. 

Pbo.  Pray  be  wifer, 

And  truft  not,  with  your  loft  wealth,  your  lov'd  liberty ; 
To  be  a  king  ftill  at  your  own  difcretion, 

49  ~  -  —  his  mind's  troubled 

With  oljetts  they  would  make  their  own  ftill  labour.]  The  rela 
tive  they  wants  an  antecedent  here,  which  I  hope  I  have  reftored,  by 
reading  troubles  inftead  of  troubled.  Seaward. 

In  the  fecond  folio  there  is  no  relative  THEY,  as  it  reads,  With 
oljtfts  that  would  make,  Sec.  It  is  neceffary,  however,  to  read  troubles  5 
unleis  we  fuppofe  a  line  to  be  loft,  fignifying  that  his  thoughts  were 
abforbed  by  the  treafure,  andjlill  labour,  &c. 

5°  Ambition  feels  no  gift, 

Nor  knows  no  bounds.]  i.  e.  Ambition  does  not  look  on  any  thing 
it  has  power  to  feize,  as  a  gift  from  the  owner  ;  no  prefent  you  can 
make  Qefar  will  affeft  him  with  gratitude  :  His  fword  is  the  arbitrator 
of  right  and  wrong,  and  he  acknowledges  no. other  law.  Caifar  him- 
felf  (as  Cicero  obferves  in  his  Offices)  feems  to  have  acknowledged  this, 
by  frequently  repeating  a  fentence  of  Euripides,  which  Cicero  thus 
renders ;  Nam  Jt  eviolandtitn  eft  jus,  regnandi  gratia  wiolandum  eft  : 
a  His  rebus  pietatem  colas.  Mr.  Theobald,  either  not  feeing,  or  dif- 
approving  this  interpretation,  would  read, 

• ambition  feels  no  girth.  Seward. 

The  preceding  line  proves  proves  gift  to  be  right.  Nay,  would  you 
give  him  this,  &c.  ambition  feels  no  gift. — — 

Is 
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Is  like  a  king  ;  to  be  at  his,  a  vafial. 

Now  take  good  counfel,  or  no  more  take  to  you 

The  freedom  of  a  prince. 

AMI.  'Twill  be  too  late  elfe  : 
For,  fince  the  mafque,  he  fent  three  of  his  captains, 
Ambitious  as  himfelf,  to  view  again 
The  glory  of  your  wealth. 

Pbo.  The  next  himfelf  comes, 
Not  (laying  for  your  courteiy,  and  takes  it. 

Ptol.  What  counfel,  my  Achoreus  ? 

Acbor.  I'll  go  pray,  Sir, 

(For  that's  belt  counfel  now)  the  gods  may  help  you. 

[Exit. 

Pbo.  I  found  you  out  a  way,  but  'twas  not  credited, 
A  moft  fecure  way :  Whither  will  you  fly  now  ? 

AMI.  For  when  your  wealth  is  gone,  your  pow'r 
muft  follow. 

Pbo.  And  thatdiminifh'dalfo,what's  your  life  worth? 
Who  would  regard  it  ? 

Ptol.  You  fay  true. 

AMI.  What  eye 

Will  look  upon  king  Ptolomy  ?  If  they  do  look, 
It  muft  be  in  fcorn  ;  for  a  pour  king's  a  monfter  : 
What  ear  remember  ye  ?  'twill  be  then  a  courtefy, 
A  noble  one,  to  take  your  lift  too  from  you  : 
But  if  rcferv'd,  you  (land  to  fill  a  victory  ; 
As  who  knows  conquerors'  minds,  tho'  outwardly 
They  bear  fair  dreams  ?  Oh, Sir,does  not  this  (hake  ye  ? 
If  to  be  honey'd  on  to  thefe  afflictions 

Ptol.  I  never  will :  I  was  a  fool  ! 

Pbo.  For  then,  Sir, 

Your  country's  caufe  falls  with  you  too,  and  fetter'd : 
All  Egypt  (hall  be  plough'd  up  with  dilhonour. 

Ptol.  No  more  •,  Pm  fenfible :  And  now  my  fpirit 
Burns  hot  within  me. 

AMI.  Keep  it  warm  and  fiery. 

Pbo.  And  lad,  be  couniell'd. 

Ptol.  I  will,  tho'  I  perifh. 

Pbo.  'Go  in :  We'll  tell  you  all,  and  then  we'll 

execute.  [Exeunt. 

I4  SCENE 
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SCENE      II. 

Enter  Cleopatra,  Arfinoe^  and  Eros. 

Arf.  You're  fo  impatient ! 

Cleo.  Have  I  not  caufe  P 
Women  of  common  beauties,  and  low  births, 
When  they  are  (lighted,  are  allow'd  their  angers  : 
Why  fhould  not  I,  a  princefs,  make  him  know 
The  bafenels  of  his  ufage  ? 

Arf.  Yes,  'tis  fit : 
But  then  again  you  know  what  man 

Cleo.  He's  no  man! 

The  ihadow  of  a  greatnefs  hangs  upon  him, 
And  not  the  virtue  :  He  is  no  conqueror, 
Has  fufter'd  under  the  bafe  drofs  of  nature  ; 
Poorly  deliver'd  up  his  pow'r  to  wealth, 
The  god  of  bed-rid  men,  taught  his  eyestreafonj 
Againft  the  truth  of  love  h'  has  rais'd  rebellion, 
Defied  his  holy  flames. 

Eros.  He  v/ill  fall  back  again, 
And  fatisfy  your  grace. 

Cleo.  Had  I  been  old, 

Or  blafted  in  my  bud,  he  might  have  (hew'd 
Some  fhadow  of  diflike  :  But,  to  prefer 
The  1  nitre  of  a  little  tram  5I,  Arfinoe, 
And  the  poor  glow-worm  light  of  fpme  faint  jewels, 
Before  the  life  of  love,  and  foul  of  beauty, 
Oh,  how  it  vexes  me  !  He  is  no  foldier  ; 
All  honourable  foldiers  are  love's  fervants  ; 
He  is  a  merchant,  a  mere  wandring  merchant, 

51  The  luftre  of  a  little  art.]  Art  here  is  certainly  fenfe,  as  both  jewels 
and  gold  receive  their  lultre  from  the  polifh  and  refinement  of  art ;  but 
Mr.  Sympfcr,  thinks  we  (hould  read  dirt*  as  they  are  before  called  the 
lafe  drofs  ofna tare .  And  again,  7/^Wtrafh  enough.  The  conjecture 
therefore  is  certainly  a  happy  one,  it  has  more  of  the  poetic  fpirit  than 
the  old  text.  Seward. 

Trajh  is  nearer  the  text  than  /#>-/,  is  a  better  word,  and  is  repeated 
by  Cleopatra  fpcaking  of  the  fame  treafure. 

Servile 
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Servile  to  gain  :  He  trades  for  poor  commodities, 
And  makes  his  conquefts,  thefts  !  Some  fortunate 

captains 

That  quarter  with  him,  and  are  truly  valiant, 
Have  flung  the  name  of  Happy  Caefar  on  him  ; 
Himfelf  ne'er  won  it  :  He's  fo  bafe  and  covetous, 
He'll  fell  his  fword  for  gold  ! 

Arf.  This  is  too  bitter. 

Cleo.  Oh,  I  could  curfc  myfelf,  that  was  fo  foolifh, 
So  fondly  childim,  to  believe  his  tongue, 
His  promifing  tongue,  ere  I  could  catch  his  temper. 
I'd  trafli  enough  to  have  cloy'd  his  eyes  withal, 
(His  covetous  eyes)  fuch  as  I  fcorn  to  tread  on, 
Richer  than  e'er  he  faw  yet,  and  more  tempting  ; 
Had  I  known  h'  had  ftoop'd  at  that,  I'd  lav'd  mine 

honour, 

I  had  been  happy  ftill  !  But  let  him  take  it, 
And  let  him  brag  how  poorly  I'm  rewarded  •, 
Let  him  go  conquer  dill  weak  wretched  ladies  : 
Love  has  his  angry  quiver  too  5l,  his  deadly, 
And,  when  he  finds  (corn,  armed  at  the  itrongeil. 
I  am  a  fool  to  fret  thus  for  a  fool, 
An  old  blind  fool  too  !   I  lofe  my  health  ;  I  will  not, 
1  will  not  cry  •,  I  will  not  honour  him 
With  tears  diviner  than  the  gods  he  worfhips  ; 
I  will  not  take  the  pains  :o  curie  a  poor  thing  ! 

Eros.  Do  not;  you  (hall  not  need. 


5* 


has  his  angry  quiver  too>  bit  deadly  t 
dndivben  be  finds  /corn,  armed  at  tkt  frongtft.  ]  The  fecond  line 
is  undoubtedly  hurt  both  in  fenfe  and  mealure  :  Two  ways  of  curing 
it  hath  occurr'd.  and  I  have  received  a  third  from  Mr.  Sympfon. 
Either,  arms  him  at  the  fringe  fl  ;  or,  airr.s  it  at  the  firongejl  \  or,  with 
Mr.  Sympfon,  aims  at  it  tbejlrongtft.  The  two  lafl  put  the  quiver 
for  the  arrow,  and  therefore  I  have  prefen'd  the  firft.  Sward. 

We  beg  Mr.  Seward's  pardon  ;  they  put  the  arrow  for  the  quiver. 
—  We  perceive  no  difficulty  in  this  line,  either  in  mealure  or  fenfe. 
The  meaning  is,  we  think  clearly,  '  When  love  meets  with  fcorn, 
•  his  quiver  \<>f*H  ftored  with  vengeful  weapons.'  The  meafure  too, 
pronouncing  armed  as  a  diflyllable,  is  perfect.  So  Antony  fays  after 
wards,  p.  142, 

Butfiraig  htfaluted  vM  an  armed  dart. 
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Cleo.  'Would  I  were  prifoner 
To  one  I  hate,  that  I  might  anger  him  ! 
I  will  love  any  man,  to  break  the  heart  of  him  i 
Any  that  has  the  heart  and  will  to  kill  him  i 

Arf.  Take  fome  fair  truce, 

Cleo.  I  will  go  ftudy  mifchief, 
And  put  a  look  on,  arm'd  with  all  my  cunnings,* 
Shall  meet  him  like  a  bafilifk,  and  ftrike  him  ! 
Love,  put  deftroying  flames  into  mine  eyes, 
Into  my  fmiles  deceits,  that  I  may  torture  him, 
That  I  may  make  him  love  to  death,  and  laugh  at  him  ! 

Enter  Apollodorus. 

Apol.  Casfar  commends  his  fervice  to  your  graces 

Cleo.  His  fervice  ?  what's  his  fervice  ? 

Eros.  Pray  you  be  patient  5 
The  noble  Casfar  loves  (till. 

Cleo.  What's  his  will  ?  , 

Apol.  He  craves  accefs  unto  your  highnefs.' 

Cleo.  No  5 
Say,  no  ;  I  will  have  none  to  trouble  me. 

Arf.  Good  filler  ! 

Cleo.  None,  I  fay  ;  I  will  be  private. 
'Would  thou  hadft  flung  me  into  Nilus,  keeper; 
When  firft  thou  gav'ft  confent,  to  bring  my  body 
To  this  unthankful  Casfar  ! 

Apol.  'Twas  your  will,  madam, 
Nay  more,  your  charge  upon  me,  as  I  honour'd  you. 
You  know  what  danger  I  endur'd. 

Cleo.  Take  this,  [Giving  a  jewel. 

And  carry  it  to  that  lordly  Caefar  fent  thee  ; 
There's  a  new  love,  a  handfome  one,  a  rich  one, 
One  that  will  hug  his  mind  55  :  Bid  him  make  love 

to  it; 
Tell  the  ambitious  broker,  this  will  fuffer  - 


$">  One  that  will  bug  his  mind.]  It  might  perhaps  be  clearer  if  we 
read,  one  that  his  mind  'will  hugi  but  the  fenfe  is  much  the  fame. 
Here  the  character  of  the  majeftick  whore  fhines  forth  in  full  luftre  ; 
and  as  the  Prologue  fays, 

•  -  her 
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Enter  C*far. 

ApoL  He  enters. 

Cleo.  How! 

Cafar.  I  do  not  ufe  to  wait,  lady  ; 
Where  I  am,  all  the  doors  are  free  and  open. 

Cleo.  I  guefs  fo,  by  your  rudenefs. 

Ctfar.  You're  not  angry  ? 

Things  of  your  tender  mould  mould  be  mod  gentle. 
Why  do  you  frown  ?  Good  gods,  what  a  fet  anger 
Have  you  forc'd  into  your  face !  Come,  I  mud  temper 

you. 

What  a  coy  fmile  was  there,  and  a  difclainful ! 
How  like  an  ominous  flam  it  broke  out  from  you  ! 
Defend  me,  Love !  Sweet,  who  has  anger'd  you  ? 

Cleo.  Shew  him  a glafs !  That  falfe  face  has  betray'd  me, 
That  bafe  heart  wrong'd  me  "  \ 

C<ffar.  Be  more  fweetly  angry. 
I  wrcng'd  you,  fair  ? 

Cleo.  Away  with  your  foul  flatteries  ; 
They  are  too  grols  !  But  that  I  dare  be  angry, 
And  with  as  great  a  god  as  Crcfar  is, 
To  Ihew  how  poorly  I  refpcct  his  memory, 
I  would  not  fpeak  to  you. 

C<efar.  Pray  you  undo  this  riddle, 
And  tell  me  how  I've  vex'd  you  ? 

Cleo.  Let  me  think  firft, 


her  great  mind  is 


Exprefs  d  to  tlj  height. 
There  is,  as  was  obferv'd,  more  of  the  dignity  of  the  queen  than 
Shakefpeare  has  given  to  any  part  of  his  Cleopatra  ;  but  the  working 
up  of  her  paflions,  the  ftrcngth  and  vigour  of  the  fentiments,  and  the 
noble  drain  of  metaphors  that  every  where  enrich  the  llile,  have  all  fo 
much  of  Shakefpeaie's  genius,  that  were  it  a  fragment,  I  verily  be 
lieve  the  beft  critics  might  be  puzzled  to  diflinguiih  it  from  his  hand, 
and  even  from  his  bed  manner.  If  the  reader  does  not  agree  with  me, 
I  beg  the  favour  of  his  giving  it  a  fecond  reading,  and  if  not  then, 
a  third  and  fourth.  SrwarJ. 

**  That  bafe  heart  wrought  me."]   The  Variation  is  Mr.  Seward's, 
and,  as  he  obferves,  is  confirmed  by  Caefar's  anfwer, 

2  wrong'd  yout  fair  f 

Whether 
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Whether  I  may  put  on  a  patience 

That  will  with  honour  fuffer  me.    Know,  I  hate  you  ! 

Let  that  begin  the  ftory  :  Now,  I'll  tell  you. 

Ctefar.  But  do  it  milder  :  In  a  noble  lady, 
Softnefs  of  fpirit,  and  a  fober  nature, 
That  moves  like  fummer   winds,  cool,  and  blows 

fweetnefs, 
Shews  bleffed,  like  herfelf. 

Cleo.  And  that  great  blefTednefs 
You  firft  reap'd  of  me :  'Till  you  taught  my  nature, 
Like  a  rude  ftorm,  to  talk  aloud,  and  thunder, 
Sleep  was  not  gentler  than  my  foul,  and  ftiller. 
You  had  the  fpring  of  my  affections, 
And  my  fair  fruits  I  gave  you  leave  to  tafte  of; 
You  muft  expecfr.  the  winter  of  mine  anger. 
You  flung  me  off,  before  the  court  difgrac'd  me, 
When  in  the  pride  I  appear'd  of  all  my  beauty, 
Appear'd  your  miftreis;  took  into  your  eyes 
The  common  itrumpet,  love  of  hated  lucre, 
Courted  with  covetous  heart  the  flave  of  nature, 
Gave  all  your  thoughts  to  gold,  that  men  of  glory, 
And  minds  adorn'd  with  noble  love,  would  kick  at ! 
Soldiers  of  royal  mark  fcorn  fuch  bafe  purchafe; 
Beauty  and  honour  are  the  marks  they  moot  at. 
I  fpake  to  you  then,  I  courted  you,  and  woo'd  you, . 
Call'd  you  c  dear  Casfar/  hung  about  you  tenderly, 
Was  proud  t'  appear  your  friend 

Ctefar.  You  have  mi  (taken  me. 

Cleo.  But  neither  eye,  nor  favour,  not  a  fmile, 
Was  I  blefs'd  back  withal 5J,  but  Ihook  off  rudely ; 
And,  as  you  had  been  fold  to  fordid  infamy, 
You  fell  before  the  images  of  treafure, 
And  in  your  foul  you  worfhipp'd  :  I  flood  flighted, 
Forgotten,  and  contemn'd  ;  my  ibft  embraces, 
And  thofe  fweet  ki0es  you  call'd  Elyfium, 
As  letters  writ  in  fand,  no  more  remember'd  -9 

55 not  a  fmile 

Was  Ible/ed  back  with  ;  lutft.Qok,  &c.]  The  variation  by  Mf. 
Seward. 

The 
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The  name  and  glory  of  your  Cleopatra 
Laughed  at,  and  made  a  ftory  to  your  captains  ! 
Shall  I  endure  ? 

Cafor.  You  are  deceiv'd  in  all  this  ; 
Upon  my  life  you  are  5  'tis  your  much  tendernefs. 

Cleo.  No,  no ;  I  love  not  that  way ;  you  are  cozen'd  : 
I  love  with  as  much  ambition  as  a  conqueror, 
And  where  I  love  will  triumph  ! 

Cafar.  So  you  (hall ; 

My  heart  (hall  be  the  chariot  that  (hall  bear  you  ; 
All  I  have  won  mall  wait  upon  you. — By  the  gods, 
The  bravery  of  this  woman's  mind  has  fir'd  me! — 
Dear  miftrefs,  mall  I  but  this  night- 

Cleo.  How,  Csefar? 
Have  I  Jet  flip  a  fccond  vanity 
That  gives  thee  hope  ? 

Cffar.  You  (hall  be  abfolute, 
And  reign  alone  as  queen  j  you  mall  be  any  thing  ! 

Cleo.  Make  me  a  maid  again,  and  then  I'll  hear  thce; 
Examine  all  thy  art  of  war  to  do  that, 
And,  if  thou  find'lt  it  poffible,  I'll  love  thee: 
'Till  when,  farewell,  unthankful ! 

Csfar.  Stay  ! 

Cleo.  I  will  not. 

Cafar.  I  command  ! 

Cleo.  Command,  and  go  without,  Sir. 
I  do  command  thee  be  my  Have  tor  ever, 
And  vex  while  I  laugh  at  thee. 

C*far.  Thus  low,  beauty 

Cleo.  It  is  too  late-,  when  I  have  found  thee  abfolute, 
The  man  that  fame  reports  thee,  and  to  me, 
May-be  I  lhall  think  better.     Farewell,  conqueror ! 

[Exit. 

Cxfar.  She  mocks  me  too  !  I  will  enjoy  her  beauty  ; 
I  will  not  be  denied  ;  I'll  force  my  longing  ! 
Love  is  bed  pleas'd,  when  roundly  we  compel  him  *, 
And,  as  he  is  imperious,  fo  will  I  be. 
Stay,  fool,  and  be  advis'd  ;  that  dulls  the  appetite, 
Takes  off  the  ftrength  and  fweetnefs  of  delight. 
By  Heaven  (he  is  a  miracle  !  I  mud  ufe 

A  handfome 
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A  handfome  way  to  win  -  How  now  ?  What  fear 
Dwells  in  your  faces  ?  you  look  all  diftra&ed. 

Enter  Sceva,  Antony,  and  Doldbella. 

See.  If  it  be  fear,  'tis  fear  of  your  undoing, 
Not  of  ourfelves  ;  fear  of  your  poor  declining  ; 
Our  lives  and  deaths  are  equal  benefits, 
And  we  make  louder  prayers  to  die  nobly, 
Than  to  live  high  and  wantonly.  Whilil  you're  fecure 

here, 

And  offer  hecatombs  of  lazy  kiiTes 
To  the  lewd  god  of  love  and  cowardice, 
And  moft  lafcivioufly  die  in  delights, 
You  are  begirt  with  the  fierce  Alexandrians. 

Dot.  The  fpawn  of  Egypt  flow  about  your  palace, 
Arm'd  all,  and  ready  to  aflauit. 

Ant.  Led  on 

By  the  falfe  and  bafe  Photinus,  and  his  miniflers. 
No  ftirring  out,  no  peeping  thro'  a  loop-hole, 
But  flraight  faluted  with  an  armed  dart. 

See.  No  parley  •,  they  are  deaf  to  all  but  danger  s6,, 
They  fvvear  they'll  flay  us,  and  then  dry  our  quarters  \ 
A  rafher  of  a  fait  lover  is  fuch  a  fhoeing-horn  ! 
Can  you  kifs  away  this  confpiracy,  and  fet  us  free  ? 
Or  will  the  giant  god  of  love  fight  for  you  ? 
Will  his  fierce  warlike  bow  kill  a  cock-fparrow  ? 
Bring  out  the  lady  !  me  can  quell  this  mutiny, 
And  with  her  powerful  looks  Itrike  awe  into  them  •, 
She  can  deftroy  and  build  again  the  city  ; 
Your  goddefles  have  mighty  gifts  !  Shew  'em  her  fair 

breafts, 

Th'  impregnable  bulwarks  of  proud  love,  and  let  'erq 
Begin  their  battery  there  -,  fhe  will  laugh  at  'em  ! 
They're  not  above  a  hundred  thoufand,  Sir  •, 
A  mift,  a  mift  !  that,  when  her  eyes  break  out, 
Her  powerful  radiant  eyes,  and  make  their  flames, 
Will  fly  before  her  heats  ! 

Begirt  with  villains  ? 


s*5  They  aredfaftoallbut&wgx.]  .Mr.   Seward  chufes  to  read 
anger  for  danger  ;  but  danger  is  good  fenfe,  and  in  the  old  ftile. 

See. 
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See.  They  come  to  play  you  and  your  love  a  hunts-up. 
You  were  told  what  this  lame  whorefon  wenching  long 

ago  would  come  to  : 

You  are  taken  napping  now !   Has  not  a  foldier 
A  time  to  kifs  his  friend,  and  a  time  to  confider, 
But  he  muft  lie  ftill  digging  like  a  pioneer, 
Making  of  mines,  and  burying  of  his  honour  there  ? 
'Twere  good  you'd  think 

Dol.  And  time  too •,  or  you'll  find  elfe 
A  harder  talk  than  courting  a  coy  beauty. 

Ant.  Look  out,  and  then  believe. 

See.  No,  no,  hang  danger ; 
Take  me  provoking  broth,  and  then  go  to  her, 
Go  to  your  love,  and  let  her  feel  your  valour-, 
Charge  her  whole  body  ! — When  the  fword's  in  your 

throat,  Sir, 
You  may  cry,  '  Caefar  !'  and  fee  if  that  will  help  you. 

C<tfar.  I'll  be  myfelf  again,  and  meet  their  furies, 
Meet,  and  confume  their  miichiefs.  Make  fome  fhift, 

Sceva. 

To  recover  the  fleet,  and  bring  me  up  two  legions, 
And  you  mall  Ice  me,  how  I'll  break  like  thunder 
Amongft  thefe  beds  of  (limy  eels,  and  fcatter  'em. 

See.  Now  you  fpeak  fcnle,  I'll  put  my  life  to  th* 

hazard. 

Before  I  go,  no  more  of  this  warm  lady  ! 
She'll  fpoil  your  fword-hand. 

C*far.  Go.     Come,  let's  to  counfel, 
Jiow  to  prevent,  and  then  to  execute.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE        III. 

Enter  Soldiers. 

1  Sold.  Did  you  fee  this  penitence  ? 

2  Sold.  Yes,  I  faw,  and  heard  it. 

3  Sold.  And  I  too,  look'd  upon  him,  and  obferv'd  it ;, 
He's  the  ftrangeft  Septimius  now 

i  Sold.  I  heard  he  was  alter'd, 

And 
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And  had  giv'n  away  his  gold  to  honeft  ufes, 
Cried  monftroufly. 

2  Sold.  He  cries  abundantly  ; 
He's  blind  almoft  with  weeping. 

3  Sold.  'Tis  moft  wonderful, 

That  a  hard-hearted  man,  and  an  old  foldier, 
Should  have  fa  much  kind  moifture.    When  his  mo 

ther  died, 
He  langh'd  aloud,  and  made  the  wicked'ft  ballads  ! 

1  Sold.  'Tis  like  enough  j  he  never  lov'd  his  parents  ; 
Nor  can  I  blame  him,  for  they  ne'er  lov'd  him. 

His  mother  dream'd,  before  me  was  deli  ver'd, 

That  fhe  was  brought  abed  with  3  buzzard,  and  ever 

after 

She  whittled  him  up  to  th*  world.  His  brave  cloaths  too 
H'  has  flung  away,  and  goes  like  one  of  us  now  ; 
Walks  with  his  hands  in's  pockets,  poor  and  forrowful, 
And  gives  the  beft  inftrudtions  ! 

2  Sold.  And  tells  {lories 

Of  honeft  and  good  people  that  were  honour'd, 
And  how  they  were  remember'd  •,  and  runs  mad, 
If  he  but  hear  of  an  ungrateful  perfon, 
A  bloody  or  betraying  man. 

3  Sold.  If  it  be  poflible 

That  an  arch-villain  may  e'er  be  recover'd, 

This  penitent  rafcal  will  put  hard.  'Twere  worth  our 

labour 
To  fee  him  once  again. 

Enter  Septimius. 

i  Sold.  He  fpares  us  that  labour, 
For  here  he  comes. 

Sept.  Blefs  ye,  my  honeft  friends, 
Blefs  ye  from  bafe  unworthy  men  !  Come  not  near  me, 
For  I  am  yet  too  taking  57  for  your  company. 

i  Sold.  Did  I  not  tell  ye  ? 


57  Taking."}  i.  e.  1  co  infixing.    So  in  the  Merry  Wives  of  Wind- 
fur,  ad  iv.  iceneiv.  Mrs.  Page,  fpeaking  of  Kerne  the  Hunter,  fays, 

*  There 
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2  Sold.  What  book's  that  ? 

1  Sold.  No  doubt, 

Some  excellent  falve  for  a  fore  heart.     Are  you 
Septimius,  that  bafe  knave  that  betray'd  Pompey  ? 
Sept.  I  was,  and  am  ;  unlefs  your  honeft  thoughts 
Will  look  upon  my  penitence,  and  fave  me, 
I  muft  be  ever  villain.     Oh,  good  foldiers, 
You  that  have  Roman  hearts,  take  heed  of  falfliood  ; 
Take  heed  of  blood  •,  take  heed  of  foul  ingratitude  ! 
The  gods  have  Icarce  a  mercy  for  thofe  milchiefs. 
Take  heed  of  pride-,  'iwas  that  that  brought  me  to  it. 

2  Sold.  This  fellow  would  make  a  rare  fpeech  at  the 

gallows. 

3  Sold.  'Tis  very  fit  he  were  hang'd  to  edify  us. 
Sept.  Let  all  your  thoughts  be  humble  and  obedient, 

Love  your  commanders,  honour  them  that  feed  ycj- 

Pray  that  ye  may  be  llrong  in  honeily, 

As  in  the  ufe  ot  arms  •,  labour,  and  diligently, 

To  keep  your  hearts  from  cafe,  and  her  bale  ifiues, 

Pride  and  ambitious  wantonnefs  ;  thole  fpoil'd  me: 

Rather  loie  all  your  limbi,  than  the  leafl  honcity; 

You're  never  lame  indeed,  'till  lofs  of  credit 

Benumb  ye  thro* ;  fears,  and  thole  maims  of  honour, 

Are  memorable  crutches,  that  fhall  bear, 

When  you  are  dead,  your  noble  names  to  eternity  ! 

1  Sold.  I  cry. 

2  Sold.  And  fo  do  I. 

3  Sold.  An  excellent  villain  ! 

1  Sold.  A  more  fwect  pious  knave,  I  never  heard  yet. 

2  Sold.  He  was  happy  he  was  rafcal,  to  come  to  this. 

Enter  Acbortus. 

Who's  this  ?  a  prieft  ? 

Sept.  Oh,  (lay,  moft  holy  Sir  ! 

'  There  he  blalU  the  trees,  and  takes  the  cattle.' 
And  in  King  Lear,  ad  ii.  Iccne  ii.  Lear  thus  execrates  his  unnatural 
daughter : 

«  __  ftrike  her  young  bones, 

•  You  taking  airs,  with  lamencfs  I* 
See  Warner'*  Letter  to  Garrick,  p.  39.  & 

VOL.  IV.  K  And, 
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And,  by  the  gods  of  Egypt  I  conjure  ye, 

Ifis,  and  great  Ofiris,  pity  me, 

Pity  a  loaden  man  !  and  tell  me  truly 

With  what  moll  humble  facrifice  I  may 

Wafli  off  my  fin,  and  appeafe  the  powers  that  hate  me  ? 

Take  from  my  heart  thofe  thoufand  thoufand  furies, 

That  reftlefs  gnaw  upon  my  life,  and  fave  me ! 

Oreftes'  bloody  hands  fell  on  his  mother, 

Yet  at  the  holy  altar  he  was  pardon'd. 

Achor.  Oreftes  out  of  madnefs  did  his  murder, 
And  therefore  he  found  grace:  Thou,  worft  of  all 

men, 

Out  of  cold  blood,  and  hope  of  gain,  bafe  lucre, 
Slew'ft  thine  own  feeder  !   Come  not  near  the  altar, 
Nor  with  thy  reeking  hands  pollute  the  facrifice  •, 
Thou'rt  mark'd  for  fhame  eternal  !  [Exit, 

Sept.  Look  all  on  me, 
And  let  me  be  a  ftory  left  to  time 
Of  blood  and  infamy  !  How  bale  and  ugly 
Ingratitude  appears,  with  all  her  profits  ! 
Howrnonftrous  my  hop'd  grace  at  court!  Goodfolcliers, 
Let  neither  flattery,  nor  the  witching  found 
Of  high  and  foft  preferment,  touch  your  goodnefs  : 
To  be  valiant,  old,  and  honeft,  oh,  what  bleffednefs  ! 

1  Sold.  Doit  thou  want  any  thing  ? 
Sept.  Nothing  but  your  prayers. 

2  Sold.  Be  thus,  and  let  the  blind  prieft  do  his  word  ; 
We've  gods  as  well  as  they,  and  they  will  hear  us. 

3  Sold.  Come,  cry  no  more  :    Th'  haft  wept  out 

twenty  Pompeys. 

Enter  Photinus  and  Achillas. 
Pho.  So  penitent  ? 
Achil.  It  feems  fo, 
Pbo.  Yet  for  all  this 
We  muft  employ  him. 

i  Sold.  Thefe  are  the  armed  foldier-leaders : 
Away ;  and  let's  to  th'  fort,  we  ihall  be  fnapt  elfe. 

[Exeunt. 
Pho. 
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Pbo.  How  now  ?  Why  thus?  What  caufeofthis 
dejedion  ? 

AMI.  Why  doft  thou  weep  ? 

Sept.  Pray  leave  me ;  you  have  ruin'd  mc^ 
YouVe  made  me  a  famous  villain  ! 

Pbo.  Does  that  touch  thee  ? 

Acbil.  He  will  be  hard  to  win  •,  he  feels  his  lewdnefs. 

Pho.  He  muft  be  won,  or  wefhall  wane  our  right- 
hand. 

This  fellow  dares,  and  knows,  and  muft  be  hearten'd. 
Art  thou  fo  poor  to  blench  at  what  thou  haft  done  ? 
Is  confcience  a  comrade  for  an  ojd  foldier  ? 

Acbil.  It  is  not  that ;  it  may  be  fome  difgrace 
That  he  takes  heavily,  and  would  be  cherilh'd. 
Septimius  ever  fcorn'd  to  mew  fuch  weaknefs. 

Sept.  Let  me  alone  ;  I  am  not  for  your  purpofe  5 
I'm  now  a  new  man. 

Pbo.  We  have  new  affairs  for  thee, 
Thofe  that  will  raiic  thy  head. 

Sept.  I  would  'twere  off, 
And  in  your  bellies,  for  the  love  you  bear  me  ! 
I'll  be  no  more  knave  ;  I  have  flings  enough 
Already  in  my  breaft. 

Pbo.  Thou  (halt  be  noble ; 
And  who  dares  think  then  that  thou  art  not  honeft  ? 

AcbiL  Thou  (halt  command  in  chief  all  our  ftrong 

forces ; 
And  if  thou  ferv'ft  an  ufe,  muft  not  all  juftify  it? 

Sept.  I'm  rogue  enough. 

Pbo.  Thou  wilt  be  more  and  bafer ; 
A  poor  rogue's  all  rogues,  open  to  all  (hames ; 
Nothing  to  lhadow  him.     Doft  thou  think  crying 
Can  keep  thee  from  the  cenfure  of  the  multitude  ? 
Or  to  be  kneeling  at  the  altar,  favethee? 
'Tis  poor  and  fervile !  Wert  thou  thine  own  facrifice, 
*T would  feem  fo  low,  people  would  ipit  the  fire  out. 

Acbil.  Keep  thy  felf  glorious  ftill,  tho'  ne'er  fo  ftain'd, 
And  that  will  lefien  it,  if  not  work  it  out. 
To  go  complaining  thus,  and  thus  repenting, 

K  2  Like 
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Like  a  poor  girl  that  had  betray'd  her  maidenhead — • 

Sept.  I'll  ftop  mine  ears. 

AMI.  Will  fhew  fo  in  a  foldier, 
So  (imply  and  fo  ridiculoufly,  fo  tamely 

Pbo.  If  people  would   believe  thee,  'twere  fome 

honeity  • 

And  for  thy  penitence  would  not  laugh  at  thee, 
(As  fure  they  will)  and  beat  thee,  for  thy  poverty  ; 
If  they'd  allow  thy  foolery,  there  were  fome  hope. 

Sept.  My  foolery  ? 

Pbo.  Nay,  more  than  that,  thy  mifery, 
Thy  monftrous  mifery. 

AMI.  He  begins  to  hearken. — 
Thy  mifery  fo  great,  men  will  not  bury  thee. 

Sept.  That  this  were  true  ! 

Pbo.  Why  does  this  conquering  Csefar 
Labour  thro' the  world's  deep  feas  of  toils  and  troubles, 
Dangers,  and  defperate  hopes  ?  to  repent  afterwards  ? 
Why  does  he  flaughter  thoufands  in  a  battle, 
And  whip  his  country  with  the  fword  ?  to  cry  for't  ? 
Thou "kill'dft  great  Pompey :  He'll  kill  all  his  kindred, 
And  juftify  it-,   nay,  raife  up  trophies  to  it. 
When  thou  hear'ft  him  repent,(he's  held  mod  holy  too) 
And  cry  for  doing  daily  bloody  murders, 
Take  thou  example,  and  go  afk  forgivenefs ; 
Call  up  the  thing  thou  nam'ft  thy  confcience, 
And  let  it  work ;  then  'twill  feem  well,  Septimius. 

Sept.  He  does  all  this. 

AMI.  Yes,  and  is  honour' d  for  it ; 
Nay,  call'd  the  honour'd  Caefar :  So  may  ft  thou  be  ; 
Thou  wert  born  as  near  a  crown  as  he. 

Sept.  He  was  poor. 

Pbo.  And  defperate  bloody  tricks  got  him  this  credit, 

Sept.  I  am  afraid  you  will  once  more 

Pbo.  Help  to  raife  thee. 
Off  with  thy  pining  black  ;  it  dulls  a  ibldier, 
And  put  on  refoluuon  like  a  man, 
A  noble  fate  waits  on  thee. 

Sept.  I  now  feei 

Myfelf 
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Myfelf  returning  rafcai  fpeedily, 
Oh,  that  I  had  the  power — — 

AMI.  Thou  (halt  have  all ; 

And  do  all  thro*  thy  power.     Men  (hall  admire  thee, 
And  the  vices  of  Septimius  (hall  turn  virtues. 

Sept.  Off,  off*  thou  muft  off $8  •,  .off,  my  cowardice  ! 
Puling  repentance,  off! 

Pbo.  Now  thou  fpeak'ft  nobly. 

Sept.  Off,   my  dejected  looks,  and  welcome,  im 
pudence  ! 

My  daring  mall  be  deity,  to  fave  me. 
Give  me  inftructions,  and  put  action  on  me, 
A  glorious  caufe  upon  my  iword's  point,  gentlemen, 
And  let  my  wit  and  valour  work.     You'll  raife  me, 
And  make  me  out-dare  all  my  miferies  ? 

Pbo.  All  this,  and  all  thy  wiihes. 

Sept.  Ufe  me  then. 

Womanilh  fear,  farewell !   I'll  never  melt  more. 
Lead  on,  to  fome  great  thing,  to  wake  my  fpirk  59 ! 


5*  Of,  of,  thou  mult  off;  off tuy  covuardice.]  Mr.  6  f  ward,  ingc- 
nioufly,  and  not  unpoctiolly,  reads, 

Off,  *f,  thou  Mult  i  off,  of.  my  cowardice! 

but  as  the  old  reading  is  neither  void  of  lenle  nor  Ipirir,  and  frits  pe 
culiarly  well  the  fituation  or*  the  fpcaker,  we  did  not  think  ourfeivev 
authorized  to  ujcd  it. 

*9  Lead  on,  to  fome  gr tat  thing,  to  weal  myfpirit: 
1  cut  the  cedar  Pompey,  and  rilfell 

This  huge  oak  C<ejar  too.]    To  weal  fignifics  ro  render  well  or 
healthy,  and  therefore  fi-ems  *  ilronger  woid  than  heal,  which  both 
Mr.  Theobald  and  Mr.  Sympfon  would  fubititutc  initead  of  it :  As 
•uucal  is  not  very  common  in  this  fenie,  1  ac  hrit  reading  hclitatcd  upon 
it,  and  thought  that//W//ryy^/r/V  might  be  the  true  leading,  as  it  is  a 
more  metaphorical  phrafe,  and  common ;o  our  Authors.    Tims,  in  the 
ftcond  icenc  of  the  next  act,  the  fame  Septimius  fays  ; 
-,— — —  Gr/ir,  Ptolomy, 
N*w  I  am  ftecl'd,  are  to  me  empty  namet. 

But  uj)on  the  whole,  I  fee  no  reaion  for  any  change.  The  two  meta 
phors  in  the  next  line  may  vie  w-th  the  very  nook  11  of  all  thac  have 
been  ever  itruck  out  by  either  Greek.  Lacm,  or  Engliih  Poet.  The 
ni.jefty,  dignity  and  magnificence  of  Ponipey  by  tne  cedar;  and  the 
itrength,  vigour,  and  warlike  robulhitb  of  Carfar,  are  as  nobly  exprefs'd 
by  the  oak  ;  nor  is  the  choice  of  me  verbs  that  accoaipany  tbem  iefs 
admirable.  Stward. 

Though  Mr.  Sewaid  frequently  fpeaks  of  the  fccood  folio  as  his 

jv  5  favourite 
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I  cut  the  cedar  Pompey,  and  I'll  fell 
This  huge  oak  Caefar  too. 

Pbo.  Now  thou  fing'ft  fweetly, 
And  Ptolomy  fhall  crown  thee  for  thy  fervice. 

e's  well  wrought  ;  put  him  on  apace  'fore 
cooling60.  [Exeunt. 


ACT     V.      SCENE     I. 

Enter  C<efar^  Antony  ',  and  Dolabella, 

Antf  |  "Mi  E  tumult  flill  encreafes. 
C*far.  Oh,  my  fortune  ! 
My  luftful  folly  rather  !  But  'tis  well, 
And  worthily  I'm  made  a  bondman's  prey, 
That  (after  all  my  glorious  victories, 
In  which  I  pafs'd  fo  many  feas  of  dangers, 
When  all  the  elements  confpir'd  againll  me) 
Would  yield  up  the  dominion  of  this  head 
To  any  mortal  power  -,  fo  blind  and  ftupid, 
To  truft  thefe  bafe  Egyptians,  that  proclaim'cj 
Their  perjuries  in  noble  Pompey  's  death, 
And  yet  that  could  not  warn  me  ! 

Dot.  Be  flill  Oefar, 
Who  ever  lov'd  to  exercife  his  fate 
Where  danger  look'd  moil  dreadful, 

Ant.  If  you  fall, 

Fall  not  alone  ;  let  the  king  and  his  filler 
Be  buried  in  your  ruins  :  On  my  life, 
They  both  are  guilty  !  Reafon  may  aflure  you? 
Photinus  nor  Achillas  durft  attempt  you, 
Or  fhake  one  dart,  or  fword,  aim'd  at  your  fafety, 

favourite  edition  of  this  piay,  he  oftener  negietts  it,  than  corrects  from 
it.  That  copy  fays,  WAKE  my  fpirit  ;  an  excellent  leading.  Weal 
K  at  beft  uncouth. 


60  Put  him  an^apaee  fa  CQcA'mg.]   For  cooling  mud  mean/or  fear 
of  cooling,  or  elfe  it  is  not  fenfe  here  :  But  as  this  feerns  fliff,  I  prefer' 
*fore  cooling  as  the  natural  expreffioa.        .  Seaward. 

Without 
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Without  their  warrant. 

C*far.  For  the  young  king,  I  know  not 
How  he  may  be  mifled  j  but  for  his  fitter, 
Unequal'd  Cleopatra,  'twere  a  kind 
Of  blafphemy  to  doubt  her  :  Ugly  treafon 
Durft  never  dwell  in  fuch  a  glorious  building  ; 
Nor  can  fo  clear  and  great  a  fpirit  as  hers  is 
Admit  of  falfhood. 

Ant.  Let  us  feize  on  him  then  •, 
And  leave  her  to  her  fortune. 

Dot.  If  he  have  power, 
Ufe  it  to  your  fecurity,  and  let 
His  honefty  acquit  him ;  if  he  be  falfe, 
It  is  too  great  an  honour  he  fhould  die 
By  your  vidlorious  hand. 

Csfar.  He  comes,  and  I 
Shall  do  as  I  find  caufe. 

Enter  Ptolomy^  Acborcus^  and  Apollodorus. 

Ptol.  Let  not  great  Caelar 
Impute  the  breach  of  hofpitality 
To  you,  my  gueft,  to  me  !   I  am  contemn'd, 
And  my  rebellious  fubjec~h  lift  their  hands 
Againft  my  head;  and 'would  they  aim'd  no  further, 
Provided  that  I  fell  a  facrifice 
To  gain  you  fafety  !  That  this  is  not  feign'd, 
The  boldnefs  of  my  innocence  may  confirm  you  : 
Had  I  been  privy  to  their  bloody  plot, 
I  now  had  led  them  on,  and  given  fair  glofs 
To  their  bad  cauie,  by  being  prefent  with  them  •, 
But  I,  that  yet  tafte  of  the  punifhment 
In  being  falfe  toPompey,  will  not  make 
A  fecond  fault  to  Csefar  uncompell'd  : 
\Vith  fuch  as  have  not  yet  fhook  off  obedience, 
I  yield  myfelf  to  you,  and  will  take  part 
In  all  your  dangers. 

C*far.  This  pleads  your  excufe, 
And  I  receive  it. 

Acbor.  If  they  have  any  touch 

K4  Of 
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Of  juftice,  or  religion,  I  will  ufe 
Th'  authority  of  our  gods,  to  call  them  back 
From  their  bad  purpofe. 

ApoL  This  part  of  the  palace 
Is  yet  defenfible ;  we  may  make  it  good 
'Till  your  pow'rs  refcue  us. 

Ctffar.  Casfar  befieg'd  ? 

Oh,  itain  to  my  great  a&ions  !  'Twas  my  cuftom, 
An  army  routed,  as  my  feet  had  wings, 
To  be  firit  in  the  chafe  -,  nor  walls,  nor  bulwarks 
Could  guard  thofe  that  efcap'd  the  battle's  fury 
From  this  ftrong  arm  •,  and  I  to  be  enclos'd  ! 
My  heart  !  my  heart !  But  'tis  neceffity, 
To  which  the  gods  muft  yield,  and  I  obey, 
'Till  1  redeem  it,  by  fome  glorious  way.       [Exeunf. 

SCENE      II. 

Enter  Photinus,  Achillas,  Septimius,  and  Soldiers. 

Pho.  There's  no  retiring  now ;  we  are  broke  in  -9 
The  deed  paft  hope  of  pardotn.     If  we  profper, 
'Twill  be  itil'd  lawful,  and  we  fliall  give  laws 
To  thofe  that  now  command  us  :  Stop  not  at 
Or  loyalty,  or  duty  •,  bold  ambition 
To  dare,  and  power  to  do,  gave  the  firft  difference. 
Between  the  k;ng  and  fubje<5l.     Casfar's  motto, 
Aut  C<£jrar  aut  nikil^  each  of  us  muft  claim, 
And  ufe  it  as  our  own. 

AchiL  The  deed  is  bloody, 
If  we  conclude  in  Ptolomy's  death. 

Pho.  The  better  -9 
The  globe  of  empire  muft  be  fo  manur'd. 

Sept.  Rome,  that  from  Romulus  firft  took  her  name, 
Had  her  walls  water'd  with  a  crimfon  Ihower 
Drained  from  a  brother's  heart  •,  nor  was  flierais'd 
To  this  prodigious  height,  that  overlooks 
Three  full  parts  of  the  earth  that  pay  her  tribute, 
But  by  enlarging  of  her  narrow  bounds 

By 
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By  th'  fack  of  neighbour  cities,  not  made  hers 
'Till  they  were  cemented  with  the  blood  of  thole 
That  did  pofiefs  'em  :  Casfar,  Ptolomy, 
Now  I  am  fteel'd,  to  me  are  empty  names, 
Efteem'd  as  Pompey's  was. 

Pbo.  Well  faid,  Septimius  ! 
Thou  now  art  right  again. 

Acbil.  But  what  courfe  take  we 
For  the  princefs  Cleopatra  ? 

Pbo.  Let  her  live 

A  while,  to  make  us  fport ;  me  (hall  authorize 
Our  undertakings  to  the  ignorant  people, 
As  if  what  we  do  were  by  her  command : 
"But,  our  triumvirate  government  once  confirm'd, 
She  bears  her  brother  company  :  That's  my  province ; 
Leave  me  to  work  her. 

Acbil.  I  will  undertake 
For  Ptolomy. 

Sept.  Caefar  (hall  be  my  tafk ; 
And  as  in  Pompcy  I  began  a  name, 
I'll  perfed  it  in  Caefar ! 

Enter  above,  C<efar,  Ptoloniy,  Acboreusy   Afollodorm> 
Antony,  and  Dolabella. 

Pbo.  'Tis  refolv'd  then ; 
We'll  force  our  pafiage. 

Acbil.  See,  they  do  appear, 
As  they  dcfir'd  a  parley. 

Pbo.  I  am  proud  yet 
I've  brought  them  to  capitulate. 

Ptol.  Now',  Photinus? 

Pbo.  Now,  Ptolomy  ! 

PtoL  No  addition  ? 

Pbo.  We  are  equal, 

Tho'  Caefar's  name  were  put  into  the  fcalc, 
In  which  our  worth  is  weigh'd. 

C*far.  Prefumptuous  villain, 
Upon  what  grounds  haft  thou  prefum'd  to  raife 
Thy  fcrvile  hand  againft  the  king  ?  or  me, 

That 
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That  have  a  greater  name  * 

Pho,  On  thofe  by  which 
Thou  didft  prefume  to  pafs  the  Rubicon, 
Againft  the  laws  of  Rome ;  and  at  the  name 
Of  traitor  fmile,  as  thou  didft  when  Marcellus, 
The  conful,  with  the  fenate's  full  confent, 
Prcnounc'd  thee  for  an  enemy  to  thy  country  : 
Yet  thou  went'ft  on,  and  thy  rebellious  caufe 
Was  crown'd  with  fair  fuccefs,     Why  ihould  we  fear- 
then  ? 
Think  on  that,  Caefar  I 

C<efar.  Oh,  the  gods  !  be  brav'd  thus  ? 
And  be  compell'd  to  bear  this  from  a  (lave, 
That  would  not  brook  great  Pompey  his  fuperior  ? 

AMI.  Thy  glories  now  have  toucji'd  the  higheft 

point, 
And  rnu ft  defcend. 

Pho.  Defpair,  and  think  we  ftand 
The  champions  of  Rome,  to  wreak  her  wrongs, 
Upon  whofe  liberty  thou  haft  fet  thy  foot. 

Sept.  And  that  the  ghofts  of  all  thole  noble  Romans 
That  by 'thy  fword  fell  in  this  civil  war, 
Expect  revenge. 

Ant.  Dar'ft  thou  fpeak,  and  remember 
There  was  a  Pompey  ? 

Pho.  There's  no  hope  to  'fcape  us  : 
If  that,  againft  the  odds  we  have  upon  you, 
You  dare  come  forth  and  fight,  receive  the  honour 
To  die  like  Romans  ;  if  ye  faint,  refolve 
To  ftarve  like  wretches  !   I  difdain  to  change 
Another  fyllable  with  y6u. 

Ant.  Let  us  die  nobly  •,      [Exeunt  Pho.Acbil.  Sept. 
And  rather  fall  upon  each  other's  fword, 
Than  come  into  thefe  villains'  hands. 

Cafar.  That  fortune, 

Which  to  this  hour  hath  been  a  friend  to  Caefar, 
Tho'  for  awhile  me  cloath  her  brow  with  frowns, 
Will  fmile  again  upon  me  :  Who  will  pay  her 
Or  facrifice,  or  vows,  if  me  forfake 

Her 


THE    FALSE    ONE.         155 

Her  bed  of  works  in  me  ?  or  fuffer  him, 

Whom  with  a  ftrong  hand  (he  hath  Jed  triumphant 

Thro*  the  whole  wefternworld,anciRomcacknowl^dg'd 

Her  fovereign  lord,  to  end  inglorioufly 

A  life  admir'd  by  all  ?  The  threaten'd  danger 

Mud,  by  a  way  more  horrid,  be  avoided, 

And  I  will  run  the  hazard.     Fire  the  palace, 

And  the  rich  magazines  that  neighbour  it, 

In  which  the  wealth  of  Egypt  is  contain'd! 

Start  not  ;  it  fhall  be  fo  j  that  while  the  people 

Labour  in  quenching  the  enluing  flames  6|, 

Like  Caefar,  with  this  handful  of  my  friends, 

Thro*  fire,  and  fwords,  I  force  a  paflage  to 

My  conquering  legions.     King,  if  thou  dar'ft,  follow 

Where  Caefar  leads  -,  or  live,  or  die  a  freeman  ! 

If  not,  (lay  here  a  bondman  to  thy  Have, 

And,  dead,  be  thpught  unworthy  of  a  grave  !  {Exeunt. 

SCENE     'III. 

Enter  Septimus. 

Sept.  I  feel  my  refolution  melts  again, 
And  that  I  am  not  knave  alone,  but  fool, 
In  all  my  purpofes.     This  devil  Photinus 
Employs  me  as  a  property,  and,  grown  ufelefs, 
Will  fhake  me  off  again  :  He  told  me  fo 
When  I  kilPd  Pompey  •,  nor  can  I  hope  better, 
When  Caefar  is  difpatch'd.     Services  done 
For  fuch  as  only  iludy  their  own  ends, 
Too  great  to  be  rewarded,  are  return'd 


61  77r  enfuing^fa/r«.]  Mr.  Sympfon  would  read  c 
but  I  fee  no  fort  of  realon  for  a  change,  enfuing  flamet  means  the 
flames  which  would  cnfue  from  their  firing  the  palace.  Plutarch  and 
Lucan  fay,  that  it  was  the  enemies  mips  in  the  harbour  that  Caefar  nVd, 
as  they  were  attempting  from  them  to  fcale  the  palace  in  which  Caefar 
was  befieg'd,  and  that  the  flames  were  by  that  means  communicated 
to  the  palace,  by  which  the  famous  Alexandrian  library,  the  great 
trer.furc  of  Egyptian,  Grecian,  and  Eaftern  learning,  was  totally  de- 
ftroyed.  Our  Poets  have  given  it  a  turn  that  much  heightens  Czfar's 

Seivard. 

With 
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With  deadly  hate  :  I  learn'd  this  principle 

In  his  own  fchool.     Yet  ftill  he  fools  me  -9  well  j 

And  yet  he  trufts  me :  Since  I  in  my  nature 

Was  fafhion'd  to  be  falfe,  wherefore  mould  I, 

That  kill'd  my  general,  and  a  Roman,  one 

To  whom  I  ow'd  all  nourifhments  of  life,     vd. 

Be  true  to  an  Egyptian  ?  To  fave  Csefar, 

And  turn  Photinus'  plots  on  his  own  head, 

( As  it  is  in  my  power)  redeem  my  credit, 

And  live,  to  lie,  and  fwear  again  in  fafliion, 

Oh,  'twere  a  mafter-piece  I  Ha !  Curfe  me 6z !   Casfar  ? 

How's  he  got  off? 

Enter  C*far^   Ptolomy,   Antony^  Dolabella^    Achoreus, 
Apollodorus,  and  Soldiers. 

Ctffar.  The  fire  has  took, 
And  mews  the  city  like  a  fecond  Troy  ; 
The  navy  too  is  fcorch'd  •,  the  people  greedy 
To  fave  their  wealth  and  houles,  while  their  foldiers 
Make  fpoil  of  all :  Only  Achillas'  troops 
Make  good  their  guard;  break  thro'  them,  we  are  fafe. 
I'll  lead  you  like  a  thunder-bolt ! 

Sept.  Stay,  Csefar. 

Cafar.  Who's  this  ?  the  dog  Septimius  ? 

Ant.  Cut  his  throat. 

Dot.  You  bark'd  but  now ;  fawn  you  fo  foon  ? 

Sept.  Oh,   hear  me ! 
What  I'll  deliver  is  for  Casfar's  fafety, 
For  all  your  good. 

Ant.  Good  from  a  mouth  like  thine, 
That  never  belch'd  but  blalphemy  and  treafon, 
On  feftival  days  ! 

Sept.  I  am  an  alter'd  man, 
Alter'd  indeed  -9  and  I  will  give  you  caufe 
To  fay  I  am  a  Roman. 

6s  Ha  ?  me,  Ca>far.  ]   Former  editions.    Curfe,  ovblajl,  or 

fome  monoiyJiabie  of  the  like  import,  is,  we  apprehend,  the  word 
omitted  here  ;  as  pox  in  ionic  other  pafT.geb  of  thcie  plays,  fioin  the 
occaiional  delicacy  of  the  iriafciibwa  «i;ci  priattra.  .  ., 

DoL 
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Dol.  Rogue,  I  grant  thee. 

Sept.  Trull  me,  I'll  make  the  paflagefmooth  and  eafy, 
For  your  efcape. 

Ant.  I'll  truft  the  devil  fooner, 
And  make  a  fafer  bargain. 

Sept.  I  am  trufted 
With  all  Photinus'  fecrets. 

Ant.  There's  no  doubt  then, 
Thou  wilt  be  falfe. 

Sept.  Still  to  be  true  to  you. 

Dot.  And  very  likely61. 

C*far.  Be  brief-,  the  means  ? 

Sept.  Thus,  Csefar: 

Tome  alone,  but  bound  by  terrible  oaths 
Not  to  difcover  it,  he  hath  reveal'd 
A  difmal  vault,  whofe  dreadful  mouth  does  open 
A  mile  beyond  the  city  :  In  this  cave 
Lie  but  two  hours  conceal'd. 

Ant.  If  you  believe  him, 
He'll  bury  us  alive. 

Dol.  I'll  fly  in  the  air  firft. 

Sept.  Then  in  the  dead  of  night,  I'll  bring  you  back 
Into  a  private  room,  where  you  (hall  find 
Photinus,  and  Achillas,  and  the  reft 
Of  their  commanders,  clofe  at  counfcl. 

Csfar.  Good  ; 
What  follows  ? 

Sept.  Fall  me  fairly  on  their  throats  : 
Their  heads  cut  off  and  (horn,  the  multitude 
Will  eafily  difperfc. 

C<efar.  Oh,  devil !  away  with  him  ! 
Nor  true  to  friend  nor  enemy  ?  Csefar  fcorns 
To  find  his  fafety,  or  revenge  his  wrongs, 
So  bafe  a  way  -9  or  owe  the  means  of  life 
To  fuch  a  leprous  traitor !  I  have  tower'd 
For  vi&ory  like  a  falcon  in  the  clouds, 
Not  dig'd  for't  like  a  mole.  Our  fwords,  and  caufe, 

6*  And  very  Mety.]  Mr.  Reward  prints,  ^,  very  likely  ? 

Make 
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Make  way  for  us  :  And  that  it  may  appear 
We  took  a  noble  courfe,  and  hate  bafe  treafon, 
Some  foldiers,  that  would  merit  Caefar's  favour, 
Hang  him  on  yonder  turret,  and  then  follow 
The  lane  this  fword  makes  for  you.  [£#//. 

1  Sold.  Here's  a  belt  •, 
Tho'I  diefor't,  I'll  ufe  it. 

2  Sold.  '  Fis  too  good 
To  trufs  a  cur  in. 

Sept.  Save  me !  here's  gold. 

1  Sold.  Ii  Home 

Were  offer'd  for  thy  ranfom,  it  could  not  help  thee* 

2  Sold.  Hang  not  an  arfe. 

i  Sold    Goad  him  on  with  thy  fword  ! 
Then  doit  deferve  a  worfer  end  -,  and  may 
All  fych  conclude fo,  that  their  friends  betray !  [Exeunt. 

SCENE      IV. 

Enter  fever  ally,  Arfinoe^  Eros^  and  Cleopatra, 

Arf.  We  are  loft  ! 

Eros.  Undone ! 

Arf.  Con fu fion,  fire  and  fwords, 
And  fury  in  the  foldier's  face  more  horrid, 
Circle  us  round  ! 

Eros.  The  king's  command  they  laugh  at, 
And  jeer  at  Cnsfar's  threats. 

Arf.  My  brother  feiz'd  on 
By  thj  Roman,  as  thought  guilty  of  the  tumult, 
And  forc'd  to  bear  him  company,  as  mark'd  out 
For  his  protection,  or  revenge. 

Eros.  They  have  broke 
Into  my  cabinet  -,  my  trunks  are  ranfack'd. 

Arf.  I've  loft  my  jewels  too ;  but  that's  the  leaft  :• 
The  barbarous  rafcals,  againft  all  humanity 
Or  fenfe  of  pity,  have  kill'd  my  little  dog, 
And  broke  my  monkey's  chain. 

Eros.  They  rifled  me  ; 
But  that  I  could  endure,  and  tire  yem  toa, 

Would 
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Would  they  proceed  no  further. 

4rf.  Oh,  my  filler ! 

Eros.  My  queen,  my  miftrefs  ! 

Arf.  Can  you  Hand  unmov'd,  when 
The  earthquake  of  rebellion  makes  the  city  ? 
And  the  court  trembles  ? 

Cleo.  Yes,  Arfinoc, 
And  with  a  mafculine  conflancy  deride 
Fortune's  worlt  malice,  as  a  fervant  to 
My  virtues,  not  a  miltrefs  :  Then  we  forfake 
The  ftrong  fort  of  ourfclves,  w!)en  we  once  yield, 
Or  fhrink  at  her  aflaults  •,  I'm  Hill  myfelf, 
And  tho*  difrob'd  of  fovereignty 64,  and  ravifli'd 
Of  ceremonious  duty  that  attends  it : 
Nay,  grant  they'd  flav'd  my  body,  my  free  mind, 
Like  to  the  palm-tree  walling  fruitful  Nile65, 
Shall  grow  up  itraighter,  and  enlarge  itlclf, 
Spite  of  the  envious  weight  That  loads  it  with 66. 
Think  of  thy  birth,  Arfinoe;  common  burdens 

6+  And  though  difroB'd.']  If  this  be  the  true  reading,  the  fcntcncc 
muft  be  an  imperfcft  one,  and  be  dofcd  with  a  d.ifh  —  ;  but  as  1  don'c 
approve  of  making  impcrfecl  fer.tcnces  without  apparent  caufe,  I  think 
the  flight  change  nude  in  the  ttxt  is  a  much  better  filve.  Sward. 

Mr.  Seward  reads,  A  LTHO'  dijrofrd',  but  there  is  no  occafion  for 
any  change  ;  the  old  reading  conveying  the  fame  fcnfe  :  •  I  am  Kill 
myfelf,  and  remain  fo  tlio'  difrob'd,  &c.* 

6$  Like  to  the  palm-tree  walling  fruitful  AY/r.]  The  render  will  un 
doubtedly  have  obferved  the  arc  and  merit  of  our  Poets,  in  fo  often 
taking  ttieir  images  and  fimiles  from  the  country  uheie  the  kcne  is 
laid.  'I  his  is  a  beauty  that  there  is  not  the  Itaft  tr;ice  of  in  Corneiile's 
Pompey  ;  all  his  characters,  fentiment-,  ai.d  language,  are  entirely 
French.  Sward. 

66  Splgbt  oftbe  emnotu  weight  that  loads  it  with.]  With,  here, 
being  neccflary  to  the  verfe,  but  not  to  the  fcnfe,  Mr.  Sympfon  con- 
curr'd  with  me  in  changing  the  expreffion.  Sward. 

Edit.  1 750  reads — Spite  of  the  tn*vious  qvtigkt  it's  loaded  with. 

Mr.  Seward  has  here  given  us  a  moft  ftrange  note  :  He  talks  of  the 
wordoc//&,  as  not  being  neceflary  to  the  fenle,  and  yet  it  ib  the  only 
word  out  if  four  he  has  left  in  the  paflage.  In  my  op;nion,  be  has 
miffed  entirely  the  beautiful  imagery  oi  the  Poets  :  *  My  mind,  like 
4  the  palm-tree  waliing  fruitful  Nile,  (hall  grow  upftiaighter,  fpite 
4  of  the  envious  weight  Ikat  (fruitful Nile)  loads  it  with,  ordifpenftt 
'  '  7.  N 

Fit 


160        THE    FALSE    ONE. 

Fit  common  ihoulders  :  Teach  the  multitude, 
By  fuffering  nobly  what  they  fear  to  touch  at, 
The  greatnefs  of  thy  mind  does  foar  a  pitch 
Their  dim  eyes,  darken'd  by  their  narrow  fouls, 
Cannot  arrive  at. 

Arf.  I  am  new  created, 
And  owe  this  fecond  being  to  you,  bed  fifter, 
For  now  I  feel  you  have  infus'd  into  me 
Part  of  your  fortitude. 

Eros.  I  ftill  am  fearful : 
I  dare  not  tell  a  lie :  You  that  were  born 
Daughters  and  fillers  unto  kings,  may  nourim 
Great  thoughts,  which  I,  that  am  your  humble  hand 
maid, 
Muft  not  prefume  to  rival. 

Cleo.  Yet,  my  Eros, 

Tho'  thou  haft  profited  nothing  by  obferving 
The  whole  courfe  of  my  life,  learn  in  my  death, 
Tho'  not  to  equal,  yet  to  imitate, 
Thy  fearlefs  miflrefs. 

Enter  Photinus. 

Eros.  Oh,  a  man  in  arms  ! 
His  weapon  drawn  too  ! 

Cleo.  Tho'  upon  the  point 
Death  fat,  I'll  meet  it,  and  out-dare  the  danger. 

Pho.  Keep  the  watch  ftrong  -9  and  guard  the  paf~ 

fage  fure 
That  leads  unto  the  fea. 

Cleo.  What  fea  of  rndenefs 
Breaks  in  upon  us  ?  or  what  fubject's  breath 
Dare  raife  a  ftorm,  when  we  command  a  calm  ? 
Are  duty  and  obedience  fled  to  Heav'n, 
And,  in  their  room,  ambition  and  pride 
Sent  into  Egypt  ?  That  face  fpeaks  thee  Photinus, 
A  thing  thy  mother  brought  into  the  world 
My  brother's  and  my  flave !  But  thy  behaviour, 
Oppos'd  to  that,  an  infolent  intruder 
Upon  that  fovereignity  thou  fhouldft  bow  to  ! 


T  H  E    F  A  L  S  E    O  N  E.        161 

If  in  the  gulph  of  bafe  ingratitude, 

All  loyalty  to  Ptolomy  the  king 

Be  fwallow'd  up,  remember  who  I  am, 

Whofe  daughter,  and  whofe  fifter ;  or,  fuppofe 

That  is  forgot  too,  let  the  name  of  Csefar 

(Which  nations  quake  at)  (top  thy  defperate  madnef* 

From  running  headlong  on  to  thy  confufion. 

Throw  from  thee  quickly  thofe  rebellious  arms, 

And  let  me  read  fubmiflion  in  thine  eyes ; 

Thy  wrongs  to  us  we  will  not  only  pardon, 

But  be  a  ready  advocate  to  plead  for  thee 

To  Csefar  and  my  brother. 

Pbo.  Plead  my  pardon  ? 

To  you  I  bow ;  but  fcorn  as  much  to  (loop  thus 
To  Ptolomy,  to  Cjefar,  nay  the  gods, 
As  to  put  off  the  figure  of  a  man, 
And  change  my  eflence  with  a  lenfual  bead  : 
All  my  defigns,  my  counfels,  and  dark  ends, 
Were  aim'd  to  purchafc  you. 

CUo.  How  durit  thou67,  being 
The  fcorn  of  Bafenefs,  nourim  inch  a  thought ! 

Pbo.  They  that  have  power  are  royal  •,  and  thofe  bafe 
That  live  at  the  devotion  of  another. 
What  birth  gave  Pcolotny,  or  fortune  Caefar, 
By  engines  faihion'd  in  this  Protean  anvil, 
I  have  made  mine  ;  an:l  only  (loop  at  you, 
Whom  I  would  {till  preierve  free,  to  command  me. 
ForGaefar's  frowns,  they  are  below  my  thoughts ; 
And,  but  in  thele  fair  eyes  I  itill  have  read 
The  (lory  of  a  fuprcme  monarchy, 

67  Ho-w  durft  tbou,  being 

The  fcorn  ofbafenefs.]  Mr.  Sympfcn  propofes  a  conje&ure  here, 
inftead  of  the  fcorn  ofbafenefs,  he  thinks  it  might  have  been  the/cunt 
of  bafencfs,  /.  e.  The  bafeit  part  of  bafenefs  i  lit  If.  The  thought  is 
certainly  nervous  and  juft  ;  but  the  olJ  reading  fu.ly  equals  it :  4  Thou 
'  whom  as  an  eunuch  the  bafeit  of  women  would  defpiie,  how  durft 
4  thou  think  of  me  ?'  This  is  finely  expreflcd  by  the  fcorn  ofbaftnffs. 

Sfivard. 

Theanfwerof  Photinus  proves,  that  he  applied  tat  fcorn  of  bafenefs 
to  himfelf,  not,  as  Mr.  Seward  explains  it,  to  th*  bafeft  of  women  ; 
and  that  we  mull  here  underftand  Baienefs  to  be  perionified. 

VoL.IV.  L  To 
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To  which  all  hearts,  with  mine,  gladly  pay  tribute, 
Photinus*  name  had  long  fince  been  as  great 
As  Ptolomy's  e'er  was,  or  Csefar's  is. 
This  made  me,  as  a  weaker  tie,  to  unloofe 
The  knot  of  loyalty,  that  chain'd  my  freedom, 
And  flight  the  fear  that  Cgefar's  threats  might  caufe ; 
That  I  and  they  might  fee  no  fun  appear, 
But  Cleopatra,  in  th*  Egyptian  fphere. 

Cko.  Oh,  giant-like  ambition,  married  to 
Cymerian  darknefs 68 !  Inconfiderate  fool ! 
Tho'  flatter'd  with  felf-love,  couldft  thou  believe, 
Were  all  crowns  on  the  earth  made  into  one, 
And  that,  by  kings,  fet  on  thy  head  ;  all  fceptres 
Within  thy  grafp,  and  laid  down  at  my  feet, 
I  would  vouchfafe  a  kifs  to  a  no-man  ? 
A  gelded  eunuch  ? 

Pbo.  Faireft,  that  makes  for  me, 
And  fjiews  it  is  no  fenfual  appetite, 
B*it  true  love  to  the  greatnefs  of  thy  fpirit, 
That,  when  that  you  are  mine,  mall  yield  me  pleafures 
Hymen,  tho'  bleffing  a  new-married  pair, 
Shall  bluih  to  think  on,  and  our  certain  iffue, 
The  glorious  fplendor  of  dread  majefty  -, 
WhoTe  beams  fhall  dazzle  Rome,  and  awe  the  world. 
My  wants  in  that  kind  others  fhall  fupply, 
And  I  give  way  to't; 

Cleo.  Bafer  than  thy  birth ! 
Can  there  be  gods,  and  hear  this,  and  no  thunder 
Ram  thee  into  the  earth  ? 

Pbo.  They  are  aileep, 

6?  Cymerian  darkntfi.]  This  is  a  Latin  phrafe  taken  from  the  name 
of  the  inhabitants  round  the  lake  Avernus,  where  the  fuppofed  Cum&an 
Sibyl's  Cave  is  (hewed  at  this  day.  This  vale  was  called  the  mouth 
of  Hell,  from  the  quantity  of  fulphureous  and  peftilential  vapours  . 
afcendirsg  from  all  fides  of  it.  See  Virgil's  defcription  in  the  (ixth 
^Eneid,  Jt  retains  nothing  of  this  at  prefent,  as  the  country  round  it 
changes  its  properties  and  countenance  from  age  to  age.  But  the  vale 
round  the  Lago  del  Cane,  which  is  very  near  it.  hat.  both  the  fulphu 
reous  and  peitilentul  vapours  deicrib'a  by  Virgil.  Milton,  in  his 
U Allegro,  has  followed  Fletcher  in  the  life  of  this  expreffion. 

Seward. 

And 
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And  cannot  hear  thee  :  Or,  with  open  eyes 
Did  Jove  look  on  us,  I  would  laugh  and  fwear 
That  his  artillery  is  cloy'd  by  me : 
Or  if  that  they  have  power  to  hurt,  his  bolts 
Are  in  my  hand. 

Cleo.  Molt  impious ! 

Pbo.  They  are  dreams, 
Religious  fools  make  at.     Yet  to  affiire  thee, 
If  Ncmefis,  that  fcourges  pride  and  fcorn, 
Be  any  thing  but  a  name,  fhc  lives  in  me ; 
For,  by  myfclf  (an  oath  to  me  more  dreadful 
Than  Styx  is  to  your  gods)  weak  Ptolomy  dead, 
And  Csefar,  both  being  in  my  toil,  rcmov'd, 
The  poorcft  rafcals  that  are  in  my  camp 
Shall,  in  my  prcfence,  quench  their  lultful  heat 
In  thee,  and  young  Arfinoe,  while  I  laugh 
To  hear  you  howl  in  vain.     I  deride  thole  gods. 
That  you  think  can  protect  you  ! 

Cleo.  To  prevent  thee, 
In  that  I  am  the  miltrds  of  my  fate : 
So  hope  I  of  my  filter  :  To  confirm  ir, 
I  fpit  at  thee,  and  fcorn  thte ! 

Pbo.  I  will  tame 
That  haughty  courage,  and  make  it  ftoop  too. 

Cleo.  Never! 
I  was  born  to  command,  and  I  will  die  fo. 

Enter  Achillas,  and  Soldiers,  with  the  body  of  Ptolomy. 

Pbo.  The  king  dead  ?  This  is  a  fair  entrance  to 
Our  future  happinefs. 

Arf.  Oh,  my  dear  brother  ! 

Cleo.  Weep  not,  Arfinoe,  (common  women  do  fo) 
Nor  lofe  a  tear  for  him  ;  it  cannot  help  him  \ 
But  (tudy  to  die  nobly. 

Pbo.  Caelarfled? 

'Tis  deadly  aconite  to  my  cold  heart ; 
It  choaks  my  vital  fpirits  !  Where  was  your  care  ? 
Did  the  guards  deep  ? 

AMI.  He  rous'd  jhem  with  his  fword* 

L2  (We 
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(We  talk  of  Mars,  but  I  am  fure  his  courage 

Admits  of  no  comparifon  but  itfelf69  !) 

And,  as  infpir'd  by  him,  his  following  friends, 

With  fuch  a  confidence  as  young  eaglets  prey 

Under  the  large  wing  of  their  fiercer  dam, 

Brake  thro' our  troops,  and  fcatter'd 'em.  He  went  on, 

But  ftill  purfu'd  by  us :  When  on  the  fudden 

He  turrt'd  his  head,  and  from  his  eyes  flew  terror, 

Which  {truck  in  us  no  lefs  fear  and  amazement 

Than  if  we  had  encounter'd  with  the  lightning 

Hurl'd  from  Jove's  cloudy  brow. 

Cleo.  'Twas  like  my  Casfar  ! 

Acbil.  We  fall'n  back,  he  made  on  •,  and,  as  our  fear 
Had  parted  from  us  with  his  dreadful  looks* 
Again  we  follow'd  :  But,  got  near  the  fea, 
On  which  his  navy  anchor'd,  in  one  hand 
Holding  a  fcroll  he  had  above  the  waves, 
And  in  the  other  grafping  faft  his  fword, 
As  it  had  been  a  trident  forg'd  by  Vulcan 
To  calm  the  raging  ocean,  he  made  away  7°, 
As  if  he  had  been  Neptune  •,   his  friends,  like 
So  many  Tritons  follow'd,  their  bold  fhouts. 
Yieldincr  a  chearful  mufick.     We  fhower'd  darts 

O 

Upon  them,  but  in  vain  ;  they  reach'cl  their  mips  : 
Aqd  in  their  fafety  we  are  funk  •,  for  Csefar 
Prepares  for  war. 

69  Admits  of  no  com$a,rijon  but  itfelf. .~\  Mr.  Theobald  has  wrote 
pardllel  againit  this  line,  and  feems  to  have  defign'd  a  note  in  defence 
of  the  line,  which  Mr.  Pope  and  his  affiitants  in  the  Bathos  fo  inge- 
nioufly  bantcr'd  him  upon, 

*  None  but  him/ elf  can  be  his  parallel.' 

He  had  certainly  authorities  fufficient,  both  in  Shakefpeare  as  well  as 
Fletcher;  but  as  the  fentiment  is  in  itfelf  fomewhat  abfurd,  and  the 
three  greateit  wits  in  Europe  joined  in  expofmg  it,  the  laugh  will 
always  be  againll  him. 

The  following  defcription  of  one  of  the  moft  illuftrious  incidents  of 
C?efar's  life  is  worthy  our  Authors,  and  worthy  of  Csefar.  Lucan 
feems  to  have  either  exerted,  or  defign'd  to  have  exerted,  all  the 
vigour  of  his  genius  in  this  description  5  but  the  Pharfalia  unhappily 
juft  there  breaks  oft*  unfini(h'rd.  Se<ivard. 

7°  He  made  away.]  We  have  ,not  a'tered  the  text,  but  ftroiigly 
fufped  the  Author  wrote,  be  made  A  WAY. 

Pk*. 
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Pbo.  How  fell  the  king  ? 

AMI.  Unable 

To  follow  Csefar,  he  was  trod  to  death 
By  the  purfuers,  and  with  him  the  prieft 
Of  Ifis,  good  Achoreus. 

Arf.  May  the  earth 
Lie  gently  on  their  afhes* 

Pbo.  I  feel  now, 

That  there  are  powers  above  us  ;  and  that  'tis  not 
Within  the  fearching  policies  of  man, 
To  alter  their  decrees. 

Cleo.  I  laugh  at  thee  ! 

Where  are  thy  threats  now,  fool  ?  thy  feoffs,  and  fcorns 
Againft  the  gods  ?  I  fee  calamity 
Is  the  bed  miftrefs  of  religion, 
And  can  convert  an  atheilt.  [Sbout  witbin. 

Pbo.  Oh,  they  come ! 
Mountains  fall  on  me  !  Oh,  for  him  to  die 
That  plac'd  his  Heav'n  on  earth,  is  an  alTurance 
Of  his  defcent  to  hell !  Where  ihall  I  hide  me  ? 
The  greatefl  daring  to  a  mr.n  difnoneil, 
Is  but  a  baftard  courage,  ever  fainting.  [Exit. 

Enter  C<efar,  Sceva,  Antony^  and  Dolalella. 

C<ffar.  Look  on  your  Cxfar !  banifh  fear,  my  faireft  •, 
You  how  are  fafc  ! 

See.  By  Venus,  not  a  kifs 

'Till  our  work  be  done !  The  traitors  once  difpatch'd, 
To  it,  and  \^e'll  cry  aim  7I. 

"f  To  it,  and ocfV/cry  aim.]  Ay-me  is  a  favourite  c:nt  term  of  our 
Authors  to  expiets  the  whining  of  lovers :  I  believe,  therefore,  there 
can  be  no  doubt  of  that  being  the  true  word  in  this  place.  Stiuard. 

In  Mr.  Seward's  full  note  on  this  play,    he  called  Dr.  Warburton 

*  the  greatell  Cntic  of  our  nation.'  and  faid,  that  he  paid  '  fuch 

*  deference  to  his  judgment,    aa  not  to  differ  from  it  without  much 

•  diffidence.'    After  this  declaration,  we  arc  furprized  to  obferve  this 
alteiation,  dire&iy  againft  the  explanation  of  that  Author.    To  cry  aim 
figuifies  to  confent  to  or  approve  of  any  thing.    The  expreffion  occurs 
in  the  Merry  Wive*  of  VVitidibr,  act  ii.  Icene  iii.  *  Thou  ftiilt  woo  her ; 

•  cry  aim,  Cud  I  well  ?*   Upon  which  paff-.ge  the  following  is  part  of 
the  bifhop's  note.  '  So  again  in  this  play  (the  Merry  Wives)  And  to 

L  3  •  tktfr 
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C*far.  I  will  be  fpeedy.       [Exeunt  C*far  and  train, 

Cleo.  Farewell  again  ! — Ariinoe  !  How  now,  Eros  ? 
Ever  faint-hearted  ? 

Eros.  But  that  I  am  aflur'd 
Your  excellency  can  command  the  general, 
I  fear  the  foldiers,  for  they  look  as  if 
They  would  be  nibbling  too. 

Cleo.  He  is  all  honour  -, 
Nor  do  I  now  repent  me  of  my  favours, 
Nor  can  I  think  Nature  e'er  made  a  woman, 
Thac  in  her  prime  deferv'd  him. 

Enter  Ctefar,   Sceva^   Antony,  Dolabella,  and  Soldiers^ 

with  the  heads, 
Arf.  He's  come  back  7i. 

*  thefe  'violent  proceedings  all  my  neighbours  /hall  cry  aim,  /.  e.  approve 
'  them.     And  again  in  King  John,  acl  ii.  fcene  ii. 

"  Ir  ill  becomes  this  prefence  to  cry  aim 
"  To  thefe  ill- tuned  repetitions.* 

/.  e.  to  approve  of,  or  encourage  them.  The  phrafe  was  taken, 
original! v,  from  archery.  When  any  one  had  challenged  another 
to  Ihoot  at  the  butts  (the  perpetual  diverfion,  as  well  as  exercife,  of 
that  time)  the  ftanders-by  ufed  to  fay  one  to  the  other,  cry  aim,  z.  e. 
accept  the  challenge.  Thus  Beaumont  and  Fletcher,  in  the  lrair 
Maid  of  the  Inn,  aft  v.  make  the  Duke  fay, 

«   muft  I  cry  aime 

"  To  this  unheard-of  infolence  ?' 

'  i.  e.  encourage  it,  and  agree  to  the  requeft  of  the  duel,  which  one 
«  of  his  fubjecls  had  infolemly  demanded  againlt  the  other.  But  here 
«  it  is  remarkable,  that  the  fenfelefs  editors,  (thofe  of  1711)  not 
«  knowing  what  to  make  of  the  phrafe  cry  aim,  read  it  thus : 

«<  -mult  I  cry  AIME,' 

'  as,  if  it  was  a  note  of  interjection.  So  again  Maflinger,  in  his 
'  Guardian  : 

"  I  will  cry  aim,  and  in  another  room 
"  Determine  of  my  vengeance.' 

*  And  again,  in  his  Renegado : 

«'  to  play  the  pandar 

"  To  the  viceroy's  loofe  embraces,  and  cry  aim, 

"  While  he  by  force  or  flattery "  R. 

71   Arf.   Hi  i  come  back, 

Purfue  no  further  ;  curb  the  f c  letters  fury. "^  This  grofs  miilake  of 
giving  part  of  CfffaSs  fpeech  to  slrJinoe,  ran  through  all  the  editions 
till  1750,  when  Mr.  Seward  corrected  it. 
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C*far.  Purfue  no  further;  curb  the  fold  iers*  fury ! 
See,  beauteous  miftrefs,  their  accurfed  heads, 
That  did  confpire  againft  us. 

See.  Furies  plague 'em  ! 

They  had  too  fair  an  end,  to  die  like  foldiers : 
Pompey  fell  by  the  fword  ;  the  crofs  or  halter 
Should  have  difpatch'd  them. 

C*far.  All's  but  death,  good  Sceva  ; 
Be  therefore  fatisfied.     And  now,  my  deareft, 
Look  upon  Caefar,  as  he  ftill  appear'd, 
A  conqueror  !  And,  this  unfortunate  king 
Entomb'd  with  honour,  we'll  to  Rome,  where  Caefar 
Will  fhew  he  can  give  kingdoms ;  for  the  fenate, 
Thy  brother  dead,  mall  willingly  decree 
The  crown  of  Egypt,  that  was  his,  to  thee. 

[Exeunt  omnes. 


EPILOGUE. 


1NO  W  mould  wifh  another  had  my  place, 
But  that  I  hope  to  come  off,  and  with  grace 
And,  but  exprefs  ibme  fign  that  you  are  pleas'd, 
We  of  our  doubts,  they  of  their  fears,  are  eas'd, 
I  would  beg  further,  gentlemen,  and  much  fay 
I'th'  faVour  of  ourfelves,  them,  and  the  play, 
Did  I  not  reft  aflur'd,  the  moft  I  fee 
Hate  impudence,  and  cherifh  modefty. 
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A         COMEDY. 


Gardiner,  Lovelace,  and  Hills,  in  their  Commendatory  Verftt,  afcrihe 
this  Comedy  to  Fletcher  ;  hut  more  credible  iwitntj/e$,  the  Prologue 
and  Epilogue,  mention  it  as  a  joint  produclion .  Its  firjl  publication 
•was  in  the  folio  of  1647.  The  great  eft  applaufe  iuas  always  he- 
fivwtd  on  th;t  play,  and  it  ufed  to  he  frequently  performed^  till  mo 
dern  refinement  banijbed  it  from  the  Theatres.  In  1749,  fom*  °f 
the  fcenes  were  felefitti for  *  farce,  and  a  fid  under  the  title  of  this 
Comedy. 


PROLOGUE, 


PROLOGUE, 

TO  promife  much  before  a  play  begin, 
And  when  'tis  done  afk  pardon,  were  a  fin 
We'll  not  be  guilty  of;  and  to  excufe 
Before  we  know  a  fault,  were  to  abide 
The  writers  and  ourfelves  :  For  I  dare  fay 
We  all  are  fool'd  if  this  be  not  a  play, 
And  fuch  a  play  as  (hall  (fo  fhould  plays  do) 
Imp  time's  dull  wings,  and  make  you  merry  too. 
'Twas  to  that  purpofe  writ,  fo  we  intend  it  •, 
And  we  have  our  wifh'd  ends,  if  you  commend  it. 


DRAMATIS 


DRAMATIS      PERSONS. 


M    E    N. 

Dinant,  a  gentleman  that  formerly  lov* d,  and  Jlill  pre 
tends  to  love  Lamira. 

Cleremont,  a  merry  gentleman ,  his  friend. 
Champernel,  a  lame  old  gentleman^  hufband  to  Lamira. 
Vertaign,  a  nobleman^  and  a  judge. 
Beaupre,  fon  to  Vertaign. 
Verdone,  nephew  to  Champernel. 
La  Writ,  a  wrangling  advocate,  or  the  Little  Lawyer, 
Sampfon,  a  fooliflo  advocate^  kinfman  to  Vertaign. 
Provoft. 
Gentlemen. 
Clients. 
Servants. 

WOMEN. 

Lamira,  wife  to  Champernel^  and  daughter  to  Vertaign. 

Anabell,  neice  lo  Champernel. 

Nurfe  to  Lamira. 

Charlotte,  waiting-gentlewoman  to  Lamira. 


SCENE,    FRANCE. 


THE 


THE 


LITTLE   FRENCH   LAWYER, 


A     C     T      I. 


Enter  Dinant  and  Cleremont. 


D 


D/Vw»/.T~XlSSUADE  me  not. 

Cler.  Twill  breed  a  brawl ! 
Din.  I  care  not ; 
I  wear  a  fword  ! 

Cler.   And  wear  difcretion  with  it, 
Or  caft  it  off;  let  that  direct  your  arm  ; 
Tis  madncis  elfe,  not  valour,  and  more  bafe 
Than  to  receive  a  wrong. 

Din.  Why,  would  you  have  me 
Sit  down  with  a  difgrace,  and  thank  the  doer  ? 
We  are  not  Hoicks,  and  that  paflive  courage 
Is  only  now  commendable  in  lacquies, 
Peafants,  and  tradefmen,  not  in  men  of  rank 
And  quality,  as  I  am. 

Cler.  Do  not  cherifli 

That  daring  vice,  for  which  the  whole  age  fuffers. 
The  blood  of  our  bold  youth,  that  heretofore 
Was  fpent  in  honourable  action, 
Or  to  defend  or  to  enlarge  the  kingdom, 
For  th*  honour  of  our  country,  and  our  prince, 
Pours  itielf  out  with  prodigal  expence 
Upon  our  moLaer's  lap,  the  earth  that  bred  us, 
.  For  every  trifle.     And  thefc  private  duels, 

Which 
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Which  had  their  firft  original  from  the  French, 

And  for  which,  to  this  day,  we're  juftly  cenfur'd, 

Are  banifh'd  from  all  civil  governments : 

Scarce  three  in  Venice,  in  as  many  years j 

In  Florence  they  are  rarer  ;  and  in  all 

The  fair  dominions  of  the  Spanifh  king, 

They  are  ne'er   heard  of.     Nay,    thofe  neighbour 

countries, 

Which  gladly  imitate  our  other  follies, 
And  come  at  a  dear  rate  to  buy  them  of  us, 
Begin  now  to  deteft  them. 

Din.  Will  you  end  yet  ? 

Cler.  And  I  have  heard  that  fome  of  our  late  kings. 
For  the  lie,  wearing  of  a  miftrefs'  favour, 
A  cheat  at  cards  or  dice,  and  fuch-like  caufes, 
Have  loft  as  many  gallant  gentlemen 
As  might  have  met  the  Great  Turk  in  the  field, 
With  confidence  of  a  glorious  vi&ory  : 
And  mall  we  then- 

Din.  No  more,  for  mame,  no  more  ! 
Are  you  become  a  patron '  too  ?  'Tis  a  new  one, 
No  more  on't,  burn  it,  give  it  to  fome  orator, 
To  help  him  to  enlarge  his  exercife : 
With  fuch  a  one  it  might  do  well,  and  profit 
The  curate  of  the  parilh  ;  but  for  Cleremont, 
The  bold  and  undertaking  Cleremont, 
To  talk  thus  to  his  friend,  his  friend  that  knows  him3 
Dinant  that  knows  his  Cleremont,  is  abfurd, 
And  mere  apocrypha. 

1  Are  you  become  a  pacron  too  ?  ""Tii  a  new  one, 

No  more  ont,  burn  it,  give  it  to  fome  orator*]   Patron,  here,  has 
its  Latin  meaning,  i.e.  a  pleader,  orac'vocate;   but  the  word/pefcby 
declamation,  harangue,  or  fomething  to  that  effect,  r^alt  be  undedtood 
to  make  the  following  line  fenfe  ;    and  it  is  highly  probable  that  a 
whole  line  is  loit,  which  might  have  been  Cometh  ing  like  the  following. 
Are  you  become  a  patron  too  ?  How  long 
Have  you  been  conning  this  fpeech  ?  'Tis  a  new  one  ; 
No  more  on't,.  &c.  Sewaret. 

Are  you  become  a  patron  too?  *Tis  a  new  one.]  We  ftifpecl:  patron 
to  be  a  corruption  of  pattern,  a  word  which  would  give  good  fenie  to 
the  paflage,  and  comes  very  near  that  admitted  into  the  text. 

Cler. 


THE  LITTLE  FRENCH  LAWYER.  175 

Cler.  Why,  what  know  you  of  me? 

Din.  Why,  if  thou  haft  forgot  thyfelf,  Ml  tell  thee, 
And  not  look  back,  to  fpeak  of  what  thou  were 
At  fifteen,  for  at  thofe  years  I  have  heard 
Thou  waft  flcfh'd,  and  entered  bravely. 

Cler.  Well,  Sir,  well ! 

Din.  But  yefterday  thou  waft  the  common  fecond 
Of  all  that  only  knew  thee  •,  thou  hadft  bills 
Set  up  on  every  poft,  to  give  thee  notice 
Where  any  difference  was,  and  who  were  parties* 
And  as,  to  fave  the  charges  of  the  law, 
Poor  men  feek  arbitrators,  thou  wert  chofen 
By  iuch  as  knew  thee  not,  to  compound  quarrels : 
But  thou  wert  fo  delighted  with  the  fport, 
That  if  there  were  no  juft  cauie,  thou  wouldft  make 

one, 

Or  be  engag'd  thyfelf.     This  goodly  calling 
Th'haft'follow'd  five-and- twenty  years,  and  ftudied 
The  criticilms  of  contentions  ;  and  art  thou 
In  fo  few  hours  transformed  ?  Certain,  this  night 
Th*  haft  had  ftrangc  dreams,  or  rather  viiions. 

Cler.  Yes,  Sir, 

I  have  feen  fools  and  fighters  chain'd  together, 
And  the  fighters  had  the  upper-hand,  and  whip'd 

fir  ft, 

The  poor  lots  laughing  at  'em.     What  I  have  been 
It  fkills  not  •,  what  1  will  be  is  r*folv'd  on. 

Din.  Why,  then  you'll  fight  no  more  ? 

Cler.  Such  is  my  purpofe. 

Din.  On  no  occafion  ? 

Cler.  There  you  ft  agger  me. 

Some  kind  of  wrongs  there  are,  which  flefti  and  blood 
Cannot  endure. 

Din.  Thou  wouldft  not  willingly 
Live  a  protefted  coward,  or  be  call'd  one  ? 

Cler.  Words  are  but  words  *. 

Din. 

*  Words  are  but  words.]  After  Clcremont  has  faid  this,  which 
feems  to  after t  that  he  would  not  mind  being  cJkd  a  coward,  nor 

znako 
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Din.  Nor  wouldft  thou  take  a  blow  ? 

Cler.  Not  from  my  friend,  tho'  drunk, 5  and  front 

an  enemy, 
I  think  much  lefs. 

Din.  There's  fome  hope  of  thee  left  then. 
Wouldft  thou  hear  me  behind  my  back  difgrac'd  ? 

Cler.  D'  you  think  I  am  a  rogue  ?  They  that  fhould 

do  it 
Had  better  been  born  dumb* 

Din.  Or  in  thy  prefence, 
See  me  o'er-charg'd  with  odds  ? 

Cler.  I'd  fall  myfelf  firft. 

Din.  Wouldft  thou  endure  thy  miftrefs  be  ta'en 

from  thee, 
And  thou  fit  quiet  ? 

Cler.  There  you  touch  my  honour  $ 
No  Frenchman  can  endure  that. 

Din.  Plague  upon  thee  ! 

Why  doft  thou  talk  of  peace  then,  that  dar'ft  fuffer 
Nothing,  or  in  thyfelf,  or  in  thy  friend, 
That  is  unmanly  r 

Cler.  That  I  grant,  I  cannot : 
But  I'll  not  quarrel  with  this  gentleman 
For  wearing  ftammel  breeches  3;  or  this  gamefter 

For 

make  that  a  caufe  of  fighting,  Dinant  goes  on  as  if  he  had  faid  diredlly 
the  contrary  ;  and  perhaps  a  line  may  here  be  loft  again  to  the  follow 
ing  import. 

Words  are  but  ivords,  but  coward  is  a  name 
1  could  not  brook. 
With  this  addition  the  whole  context  feems  confonant  to  itfelf. 

Seivard. 

5  Stammel  breeches.]  i.e.  Red  breeches.    Mr.  Sympfon  has  given 
an  explanation  of  the  word  from  Ben  Jonfon,    more  clear  than  what 
we  have  in  dictionaries.    Oftavo  edition,  page  288. 
*  Red- hood  the  firft  that  does  appear 
'  \.\\fammel ;  fcarlet  is  too  dear.5 

It  is  highly  probable  that  red  breeches  were  in  our  Authors  time  wore 
only  by  fmarts,  and  were  eiteemed  coxcomical.  In  that  age  of  duel 
ing  therefore,  a  fneer  upon  this  topic  might  have  produced  oloodmed. 

Sttvartt. 

Mr.  Steevens  hath  collected  the  following  examples  of  the  ufe  of 

this 
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For  playing  a  thoufand  pounds,  that  owes  me  nothing  •, 
For  this  man's  taking  up  a  common  wench 
In  rags,  and  loufy,  then  maintaining  her 
Caroch'd  *,  in  cloth  of  tiflue  -9  nor  five  hundred 
Of  fuch-like  toys,  that  at  no  part  concern  me. 
Marry,  where  my  honour,  or  my  friend's  is  queftion'd, 
I  have  a  fword,  and  I  think  I  may  ufe  it 
To  th*  cutting  of  a  ralcai's  throat,  or  fo, 
Like  a  good  Chriftian. 

Din.  Thou'rt  of  a  fine  religion  ; 
And>  rather  than  we'll  make  a  fchifm  in  friendfliip, 
I  will  be  of  it.     But,  to  be  ferious, 
Thou  art  acquainted  with  my  tedious  love-fuit 
To  fair  Lamira  ? 

Clcr.  Too  well,  Sir,  and  remember 
Your  prefents,  courtfhip — that's  too  good  a  name — 
Your  ilave-like  ferviccs  •,  your  morning  mufick, 
Your  walking  three  hours  in  the  rain  at  midnight 
To  fee  her  at  her  window,  fometimes  laugh'd  at, 
Sometimes  admitted,  and  vouchfaf'd  to  kits 
Her  glove,  her  flcirt,  nay,  I  have  heard,  her  flippers; 
How  then  you  triumph'd  !   Here  was  love  forfooth. 

Din.  Thefe  follies  I  deny  not ; 
Such  a  contemptible  thing  my  dotage  made  me  : 
But  my  reward  for  this 

Cler.  As  you  delerv'd ; 

this  word,  in  a  note  at  the  latter  end  of  the  lecond  act  of  the  Tcmpeft. 

•  In  Fletcher's  Woman-Hater : 

"  Humble  herfelf  in  an  old  flamel  petticoat/ 

•  So,  in  Middleton's  Mafquc  cf  the  World  TolVd  at  Tennis  : 

««  They  wear  flammel  cloaks  inflead  of  fcarlet.' 

•  So,  in  the  Return  from  Parnaffus,  1606, 

'*  Some  jtatnel  weaver,  or  fome  butcher's  fon.* 
'  Again,  in  the  Turk  turnM  Chriftian,  1612, 

*'  That  fellow  in  i\\tjiammel  hofe  is  one  of  them." 
And  Mr.  Toilet  cbferves,   that  fiammel  colour  is  a  light-red  colour. 

•  The  light- \>*\z  fiammel  is  mentioned  in  Ph.  Holland's  Tranflation 

•  of  Pliny's  Nat.  Hill,  and  is  alib  there  ftiled  the  llvbt- red  and  frcjb 
"  *ufly  g*Uant*  P-  260  &  261.     See  alfo  ftammct,  in  Ainfworth's 

•  Dictionary.*  R. 

*  CaroefrJ.']  This  word  is  deriv'd  from  the  French  caro/e,  a  coach. 
In  the  Cultom  of  the  Country,  Hypolita  fays,  Make  rcadj  mj  caroch. 

VOL,  IV.  M  For 
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For  he  that  makes  a  god  dels  of  a  puppet, 
Merits  no  6ther  recompenfe. 

Din.   I  his  day,  friend, 
For  thou  art  fo 

Cler.  I  am  no  flatterer. 

Din.  This  proud  mgrateful  Hie  is  married  to 
Lame  Champernel. 

Cler.  I  know  him  -,  he  has  been 
As  tall  a  feaman,  and  has  thriv'd  as  well  by't, 
(The  lols  of  a  leg  and  an  arm  deducted)  as  any 
That  ever  put  from  Marfeilles.     You  are  tame  j. 
Plague  on't,  it  mads  me !  If  it  were  my  cafe, 
I  fhould  kill  all  the  family. 

Din.  Yet,  but  now 
You  did  preach  patience. 

Cler.  I  then  came  from  confeflion  ; 
And  'twas  enjoin'd  me  three  hours,  for  a  penance, 
To  be  a  peaceable  man,  and  to  talk  like  one  ; 
But  now,  all  elfe  being  pardon'd,  I  begin 
On  a  new  tally.    *Foot,  do  any  thing, 
I'll  fecond  you. 

Din.  I  would  not  willingly 

Make  red  my  yet-white  conscience ;  yet  I  purpofe, 
F  th'  open  ftreet,  as  they  come  from  the  temple, 
(For  this  way  they  muil  pafs)  to  fpeak  my  wrongs, 
And  do  it  boldly.  {Mufick  flays. 

Cler.  Were  thy  tongue  a  cannon, 
I  would  (land  by  thee,  boy.  They  come  \  upon  'em ! 

Din.  Obierve  a  little  firft. 

Cler.  This  is  fine  fidling. 

Enter  Vertaign^  Champernel^  Lamira^  Nurfe,  Beaupre, 

and  Verdvne. 

AN  EPITHALAMION  SONG  AT  THE  WEDDING. 
Come  away  -9  bring  on  the  bride, 
And  place  her  by  her  lover's  fide. 
You  fair  troop  of  maids  attend  her, 
Pure  and  holy  thoughts  befriend  her. 
Blum,  and  wifh,  you  virgins  all, 
Many  inch  fair  nights  may  Tall. 

Chorus. 
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Cborus.  Hymen,  fill  the  houfe  with  joy, 
All  thy  facred  fires  employ  : 
Blefs  the  bed  with  holy  love, 
Now,  fair  orb  of  beauty,  move. 

Din.  Stand  by,  for  I'll  be  heard. 

Vert.  This  is  flrange  rudenefs  ! 

Din.  'Tis  courtihip,  balanced  with  injuries  ! 
You  all  look  pale  with  guilt,  but  I  will  dye 
Your  cheeks  with  blufhes,  if  in  your  fear'd  veins 
There  yet  remain  fo  much  of  honeit  blood 
To  make  the  colour.     Firft,  to  you,  my  lord, 
The  father  of  this  bride,  whom  you  have  fcnt. 
Alive  into  her  grave. 

Champ.  How  !  to  her  grave  ? 

Din.  Be  patient,  Sir-,  I'll  fpeak  of  you  anon.— 
You  that  allow'd  me  liberal  accefs, 
To  make  my  way  with  fcrvice,  and  approv'd  of 
My  birth,  my  perfon,  years,  and  no- bale  fortune  ; 
You  that  are  rich,  and,  but  in  this,  held  wife  too; 
That  as  a  father  (hould  have  look'd  upon 
Your  daughter  in  a  hufband,  and  aim'd  more 
At  what  her  youth  and  heat  of  blood  requir'd 
In  lawful  pl«afures,  than  the  parting  from 
Your  crowns  to  pay  her  dower;  you  that  already 
Have  one  foot  in  the  grave,  yet  itudy  profit, 
As  if  you  were  aflur'd  to  live  here  ever; 
What  poor  end  had  you  in  this  choice  ?  In  what 
Deierve  I  your  contempt  ?  My  houfe,  and  honours, 
At  all  parts  equal  yours,  my  fame  as  .fair, 
And,  not  to  praiie  myfelf,  the  city  ranks  me 
In  the  firft  file  of  her  moft  hopeful  gentry. 
But  Champernel  is  rich,  and  needs  a  nurfe, 
And  not  your  gold  -,  and,  add  to  that,  he's  old  too, 
His  whole  eftate  in  likelihood  to  defcend 
Upon  your  family  :  Here  was  providence, 
I  grant,  but  in  a  rrobleman  bafe  thrift. 
No  merchants,  nay,  no  pirates,  fell  for  bondmen 
Their  countrymen  ;  but  you,  a  gentleman, 

M  z  To 
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To  fave  a  little  gold,  have  fold  your  daughter 
To  worfe  than  flavery. 

Ckr.  This  was  fpoke  home  indeed. 

Beau.  Sir,  I  flu  11  take  ibme  other  time  to  tell  youy 
That  this  harfh  language  was  deliver'd  to 
An  old  man,  but  my  father. 

Din.  At  your  pleafure. 

Clef.  Proceed  in  your  defign ;  let  me  alone 
To  anfwer  him,  or  any  man. 

Verdone.  You  prefume 
Too  much  upon  your  name,  but  may  be  cozen'd. 

Din.  But  for  you,  moft  unmindful  of  my  ferviccr 
(For  now  I  may  upbraid  you,  and  with  honour. 
Since  all  is  loft  ;  and  yet  I  am  a  gainer, 
In  being  delivered  from  a  torment  in  you, 
For  fuch  you  mull  have  been)  you,  to  whom  nature 
Gave  with  a  liberal  hand  moft  excellent  form  ^ 
Your  education,  language,  and  difcourfe, 
And  judgment  to  diftinguilh  •,  when  you  fhall 
With  feeling  forrow  underftand  how  wretched 
And  miferable  you  have  made  yourfelf, 
And  but  yourfelf  have  nothing  to  accufe, 
Can  you  with  hope  from  any  beg  compaflion  ? 
But  you  will  fay,  you  ferv'd  your  father'-s  pleafure, 
Forgetting  that  urrjuft  commands  of  parents 
Are  not  to  be  obey'd  •,  or,  that  you're  rich, 
And  that  to  wealth  all  pleafures  elfe  are  fervants: 
Yet,  but  confider  how  this  wealth  was  purehas'd, 
'Twill  trouble  the  pofleflion. 

Champ.  You,  Sir,  know 
I  got  it,  and  with  honour. 

Din.  But  from  whom  ? 

Remember  that,  and  how  !  You'll  come  indeed 
To  houles  bravely  furnim'd,  but  demanding 
Where  it  was  bought,  this  foldier  will  not  liey 
But  anfwer  truly,  "  This  rich  cloth  of  arras 
6  I  made  my  prize  in  fuch  a  fliip  ;  this  plate 
c  Was  my  lhare  in  another-,  thefe  fair  jewels, 
c  Coming  afhore,  I  got  in  fuch  a  village, 

*  The 
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*  The  maid,  or  matron  kill'd,  from  whom  they  were 

ravifh'd.' 

The  wines  you  drink  are  guilty  too  ;  for  this, 
This  Candy  wine,  three  merchants  were  undone ; 
Thefe  fuckets  5  break  as  many  more  :  In  brief, 
All  you  (hall  wear,  or  touch,  or  fee,  is  purchased 
By  lawlefs  force,  and  you  but  revel  in 
The  tears  and  groans  of  fuch  as  were  the  owners. 

Champ.  'Tis  falfe,  moil  bafely  falie  ! 

Vert.  Let  lofers  talk. 

Din.  Laftly,  thofe  joys,  thofe  beft  of  joys,  which 

Hymen 

Freely  beftows  on  fuch  that  come  to  tie 
The  facred  knot  he  bleflcs,  won  unto  it 
By  equal  love,  and  mutual  affection, 
Not  blindly  led  with  the  define  of  riches, 
Mod  miferable  you  (hall  never  tafte  of! 
This  marriage-night  you'll  meet  a  widow's  bed, 
Or,  failing  of  thofe  pleafures  all  brides  look  tor, 
Sin  in  your  wifh  it  were  fo  ! 

Champ.  Thou'rt  a  villain, 
A  bale,  malicious  llandercr  ! 

Cler.  Strike  him. 

Din.  No,  he's  not  worth  a  blow. 

Champ.  Oh,   that  I  had  thce 
In  fome  clofe  vault,  that  only  would  yield  room 
To  me  to  ufe  my  fword,  to  thee  no  hope 
To  run  away,  I'd  make  thee  on  thy  knees 
Bite  out  the  tongue  that  wrong'd  me  ! 

Vert.  Pray  you  have  patience. 

Lam.  This  day  I  am  to  be  your  fovereign  ; 
Let  me  command  you. 

Champ.  I  am  loft  with  rage, 
And  know  not  what  I  am  myielf,  nor  you. 
Away  !  dare  fuch  as  you,  that  love  the  Inioke 
Of  peace,  more  than  the  fire  of  glorious  war, 
And,  like  unprofitable  drones.  txed  on 

5  Buckets.]  i.  t.  Banqueting  difhes.  StwarJ. 

M  3  Your 
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Your  grandfires'  labours,  (that,  as  I  am  now, 
Were  gathering-bees,  and  fill'd  their  hive,  this  country, 
With  brave  triumphant  fpoils)  cenfure  our  actions  ? 
You  object  my  prizes  to  me  :  Had  you  feen 
The  horror  of  a  fea-fight,  with  what  danger 
I  made  them  mine  ;  the  fire  I  fearlefs  fought  in, 
Andquench'dit  in  mine  enemies'  blood,  which  ftraight 
Like  oil  pour'd  out  on't 5,  made  it  burn  anew  •, 
My  deck  blown  up,  with  noife  enough  to  mock 
The  loudeft  thunder,  and  the  defperate  fools 
That  boarded  me,  fent,  to  defy  the  tempefts 
That  were  againft  me,  to  the  angry  fea, 
Frighted  with  men  thrown  o'er  •,  no  victory, 
But  in  defpite  of  the  four  elements, 
The  fire,  the  air,  the  fea,  and  fands  hid  in  it, 
To  be  atchiev'd  ;  you  would  confefs,  poor  men, 
(Tho'  hopelefs  fuch  an  honourable  way 
To  get  or  wealth,  or  honour  in  yourfelves) 
He  that  thro'  all  thefe  dreadful  pafTages 
Puriu'd  and  overtook  them,  unaftrighted, 
Deferves  reward,  and  not  to  have  it  ftil'd 
By  the  bafe  name  of  theft. 

Din.  This  is  the  courtfhip 
That  you  mnft  look  for,  madam. 

Cler.  'Twill  do  well, 

When  nothing  can  be  done,  to  fpend  the  night  with. 
Your  tongue  is  found,  good  lord  ;  and  I  could  wiih, 
For  this  young  lady's  fake,  this  leg,  this  arm, 
And  there  is  fomething  elfe,  I  will  not  name, 
(Tho'  'tis  the  only  thing  that  muft  content  her) 
Haci  the  fame  vigour. 

Champ.  You  fhall  buy  thefe  feoffs 
With  your  belt  blood  !   Help  me  once,  noble  anger  ! 
Nay,  fur  not ;  I  alone  muft  right  myfelf, 

$  Like  oil  pour  }d  out  ont,  made  it  burn  anew  ]  1  would  choofe  to 
read,  like  oil  pour  d  on  it ;  but  1  believe  the  old  reading  may  give  the 
fame  idea.  The  metaphor  is  a  little  difficult  here;  the  blood  both 
quenches  and  makes  the  fire  burn  a-ntiv  ;  but  quenches,  here,  mult  only 
iigniiy  to  abate  the  fire  for  a  moment t  and  then  the  whole  is  clear. 

Seward. 
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And  with  one  leg  tranfport  me,  to  correct 

Thefefcandalous  praters!  Oh,  that  noble  wounds  [Falls. 

Should  hinder  juft  revenge  !   D'ye  jeer  me  too  ? 

I  got  thefe,  not  as  you  do  your  dLeafcs, 

In  brothels,  or  with  riotous  abufe 

Of  wine  in  taverns  •,  I  have  one  leg  (hot, 

One  arm  difabled,  and  am  hon^ur'd  more 

By  lofing  them,  as  I  did,  in  the  face 

Of  a  brave  enemy,  than  if  th  y  were 

As  when  I  put  to  lea.     Y  > a  are  Frenchmen  only, 

In  that  you  have  been  laid,  and  cur'd.     Go  to  ! 

You  mock  my  leg,  but  every  bone  about  you 

Makes  you  good  almanack-makers,  to  foretell 

What  weather  we  mall  have. 

Din.  Put  up  your  fword. 

CUr.  Or  turn  it  to  a  crutch  ;  there't  may  be  ufeful ; 
And  live  on  the  relation  to  your  wife 
Of  what  a  brave  man  you  were  once. 

Din.  And  tell  her, 

What  a  fine  virtue  'tis  in  a  young  lady 
To  give  an  old  man  pap. 

Cler.  Or  hire  a  furgeon 
To  teach  her  to  roll  up  your  broken  limbs. 

Dm.  To  make  a  poultice,  and  endure  the  fc^nt 
Of  oils,  and  nalty  plailters. 

Vert.  Fy,  Sir,  fy  ! 

You  that  have  ttood  all  dangers,  of  all  kinds,  to 
Yield  to  a  rival's  feoff? 

Lam.  Shed  tears  upon 
Your  wedding-day  r  This  is  unmanly,  gentlemen. 

Champ.  They're  tears  of  anger.  O  i,  ^liat  I  ih  >uU  live 
To  play  the  woman  thus  !  All-pow'ri'jl  Heuv'n, 
Reftore  me,  but  one  hour,  that  itrength  again 
That  I  had  once,  to  chaftife  in  thefe  men 
Their  follies  and  ill  manners  -9  ana  that  done, 
When  you  pleafe,  I'll  yield  up  the  fort  of  lire, 
And  do  it  gladly. 

Cler.  We  ha*,  the  better  of  him, 
ha*  made  him  cry. 

M  4  Verdonc, 
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Verdone.  Yon  fhall  have  fatisfadlion  : 
And  1  will  do  it  nobly,  or  difclaim  me. 

Beaup.  I  fay  no  more ;  you  have  a  brother,  filler  ; 
This  is  your  wedding-day,  we're  in  the  ftreet,' 
And  howfoever  they  forget  their  honour, 
'Tis  fit  I  lofe  not  mine,  by  their  example. 

Vert.  If  there  be  laws  in  Paris,  look  to  anfwer 
This  infolent  affront. 

Cler.  You  that  live  by  them, 

Study 'em,  for  Heav'n's  fake!  For  my  part,  I  know  not, 
Nor  care  not,   what  they  are.     Is  there  aught  elfe 
That  you  would  fay  ? 

Din.  Nothing  ;  I  have  my  ends. 
Larnira  weeps  •,  I've  faid  too  much  I  fear ! 
So  dearly  once  I  lov'd  her,  that  I  cannot 
Endure  to  fee  her  tears.  [Exe.  Din.  and  Cler. 

Champ.  See  you  perform  it, 
And  do  it  like  my  nephew. 

Verdone.  If  I  fail  in't, 
Ne'er  know  me  more.     Coufin  Beaupre  i 

Champ.  Repent  not 

What  thou  hail  done,  my  life  •,  thou  flialt  not  find 
I  am  decrepid  ;  in  my  love  and  fervice, 
I  will  be  young,  and  conftant ;  and  believe  me, 
(For  thou  (halt  find  it  true,  in  fcorn  of  all 
The  fcandals  thefe  rude  men  have  thrown  upon  me) 
I'll  meet  thy  pleafures  with  a  young  man's  ardour. 
And  in  all  circumftances  of  a  hulband 
Perform  my  parts. 

Lam.  Good  Sir,  ,1  am  your  fervant ; 
And  'tis  too  late  now,  if  I  did  repent, 
(Which,  as  I  am  a  virgin  yet,  I  do  not) 
To  undo  the  knot,  that  by  the  church  is  tied. 
Only  I  would  befeech  you,  as  you  have 
A  good  opinion  of  me,  and  my  virtues, 
For  fo  you've  pleas'd  to  ftile  my  innocent  weakneis, 
That  what  hath  pafs'd  between  Dinant  and  me, 
Or  what  now  in  your  hearing  he  hath  fpoken, 
Beset  not  doubts  or  fears. 

Champ, 
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Champ.  I  apprehend  you  ; 
You  think  I  will  be  jealous  :  As  I  live, 
Thou  art  miftaken,  Iweet !  and,  to  confirm  it, 
Difcourle  with  whom  thou  wilt,  ride  where  thou  wilt, 
Feaft  whom  thou  wilt,  as  often  as  thou  wilt ; 
For  I  will  have  ho  other  guards  upon  thee 
Than  thine  own  thoughts. 

Lam.  I'll  ufe  this  liberty 
With  moderation,  Sir. 

Beaup.  I  am  refolv'd. 
Steal  off;  I'll  follow  you. 

Champ.  Come,  Sir,  you  droop : 
'Till  you  find  caufe,  which  I  (hall  never  give, 
Diflike  not  of  your  fon-in-law, 

Vert.  Sir,  you  teach  me 

The  language  I  fhould  ufe :  I  am  mod  happy 
In  being  fo  near  you.  [Exe.  Virdone  and  Beau. 

Lam.  Oh,  my  fears !  Good  Nurfe, 
Follow  my  brother  unobferv'd,   and  learn 
Which  way  he  takes. 

Nurfe.  I  will  be  careful,  madam.  [Exit. 

Champ.  Between  us  compliments  are  fuperfluous. 
On,  gentlemen  !  Th'  affront  we  have  met  here 
We'll  think  upon  hereafter;  'twere  unfit 
To  cherifli  any  thought  to  breed  unreft, 
Or  to  ourfelves,  or  to  our  nuptial  feaft.          [Exeunt. 

Enter  Dinant  and  Cleremont. 

Cler.  We  (hall  have  fport,  ne'er  fear't. 

Din.  What  fport,  I  prithee  ? 

Cler.  Why,  we  mult  fight;  I  know  it,  and  I  longfor't; 
It  was  apparent  in  the  fiery  eye 
Of  young  Verdone;  Beaupre  look'd  pale  and  fhook  too, 
Familiar  ligns  of  anger.    They're  both  brave  fellows, 
Tried  and  approv'd,  and  I  am  proud  to  encounter 
With  men,  from  whom  no  honour  can  be  Joft«, 
They  will  play  up  to  a  man,  and  fet  him  off". 
Whene'er  I  go  to  th'  field,  Heav'n  keep  me  from 
The  meeting  of  an  unflefh'd  youth  pr  coward  ! 

The 
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The  firfl,  to  get  a  name,  comes  on  too  hot ; 
The  coward  is  fo  fwift  in  giving  ground, 
There  is  no  overtaking  him  without 
A  hunting  nag,  well  breath'd  too. 

Din.  All  this  while, 
You  ne'er  think  on  the  danger. 

Cler.  Why,  'tis  no  more 
Than  meeting  of  a  dozen  friends  at  fupper, 
And  drinking  hard;  mifchief  comes  there  unlook'd  for, 
I'm  fure  as  fudden,  and  ftrikes  home  as  often  -9 
For  this  we  are  prepar'd. 

Din.  Lamira  loves 
Her  brother  Beaupre  dearly. 

Cler.  What  of  that  ? 

Din.  And  mould  he  call  me  to  account  for  wha£ 
But  now  I  fpake,  (nor  can  I  with  mine  honour 
Recant  my  words)  that  little  hope  is  left  me, 
E'er  to  enjoy  what  (next  to  Heav'n)  I  longfor, 
Is  taken  from  me. 

Cler.  Why,  what  can  you  hope  for, 
She  being  now  married  ? 

Din.  Oh,  my  Cleremont ! 
To  you  all  fecrets  of  my  heart  lie  open, 
And  I  reft  moft  fecure  that  whgtfoe'er 
I  lock  up  there,  is  as  a  private  thought, 
And  will  no  further  wrong  me.     I  am  a  Frenchman? 
And  for  the  greater  part  we  are  born  courtiers  \ 
She  is  a  woman,  and  however  yet 
No  heat  of  iervice  had  the  power  to  melt 
Her  frozen  chaftity,  time  and  opportunity 
May  work  her  to  my  ends  ;  I  confefs  ill  ones, 
And  yet  I  muft  purfue  'em.     Now  her  marriage, 
in  probability,  will  no  way  hurt, 
But  rather  help  me. 

Cler.  Sits  the  wind  there  ?  Pray  you  tell  me 
How  far  off  dwells  your  love  from  luft  ? 

Din.  Too  near  ; 
But  prithee  chide  me  not. 

Ckr.  Not  I  j  go  on,  boy ! 
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I've  faults  myfelf,  and  will  not  reprehend 

A  crime  I  am  not  free  from.     For  her  marriage, 

I  do  efteem  it  (and  mod  batchelors  are 

Of  my  opinion)  as  a  fair  protection, 

To  play  the  wanton  without  lofs  of  honour. 

Din.  Would  fhe  make  ufe  oft  fo,  I  were  mod  happy. 

Cler.  No  more  of  this.  Judge  now,  whether  I  have 
The  gift  of  prophefy. 

Enter  Beaupre  and  Verdant. 

Beau.  Monfieur  Dinant, 
I'm  glad  to  find  you,  Sir. 

Din.  I'm  at  your  fervice. 

Verdone.  Good  monfieur  Cleremont,  I  have  long 

wifh'd 
To  be  known  better  to  you. 

Cler.  My  dcfires 
Embrace  your  wilhcs,  Sir.  ' 

Beau.  Sir,  I  have  ever 
Efteem'd  you  truly  noble,  and  profefs 
I  fhould  have  been  mod  proud  to've  had  the  honour 
To  call  you  brother,  but  my  father's  pleafurc 
Denied  that  happinefs.     I  know,  no  man  lives 
That  can  command  his  pafllons  •,  and  therefore 
Dare  not  condemn  the  late  intemperate  language 
Ye  were  pleas'd  to  ufe  to  my  father  and  my  lifter : 
He's  old,  and  fhe  a  woman  j  I  mod  forry 
My  honour  does  compel  me  to  entreat  you 
To  do  me  the  favour,  with  your  fword,  to  meet  me, 
A  mile  without  the  city. 

Din.  You  much  honour  me 
In  the  demand;  I'll  gladly  wait  upon  you. 

Beau. Oh,  Sir,  you  teach  me  what  to  fay.  The  time? 

Din.  With  the  next  fun,  if  you  think  fit. 

Beau.  The  place  ? 

Din.  Near  to  the  vineyard,  eaftward  from  the  city. 

Beau.  I  like  it  well.  This  gentleman,  if  you  pleafe, 
Will  keep  me  company. 

£ ler.  That  is  agreed  on  5 

And 
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And  in  my  friend's  behalf  I  will  attend  him. 

Verdons.  You  fhall  not  mifs  my  fervice. 

Beau.  Good  day,  gentlemen ! 

Din.  At  your  commandment. 

Cler.  Proud  to  be  your  fervants. 

[  Exeunt  Beaupre  and  Verdone. 
I  think  there  is  no  nation  under  Heaven 
That  cut  their  enemies'  throats  with  compliment 6, 
And  fuch  fine  tricks,  as  we  do.     If  you  have 
Any  few  prayers  to  fay,  this  night  you  may 
Call  'em  to  mind,  and  ufe  'em  ;  for  myfelf, 
As  I  have  little  to  lofe,  my  care  is  lefs  ; 
So,  'till  to-morrow  morning  I  bequeath  you 
To  your  devotions,  and  thofe  paid,  but  ufe 
That  noble  courage  I  have  feen,  and  we 
Shall  fight,  as  in  a  caftle. 

Din.  Thou'rt  all  honour ; 
Thy  refolution  would  fteel  a  coward, 
And  I  moft  fortunate  in  fuch  a  friend. 
All  tendernefs  and  nice  refpect  of  woman 
Be  now  far  from  me  !  Reputation,  take 
A  full  poflHTion  of  my  heart,  and  prove 
Honour  the  firft  place  holds,  the  fecond  love !  [Exeunt. 

6  1  think  there  is  no  nation  under  Heaven, 
That  cut  their  enemies  throats  with  compliment, 
And  iuch  fine  tricks  as  <we  do.]  Moliere  has  a  fcene  built  upon  the 
politeneft.  ol  the  French  duellers,  which  is  extremely  like  this.    I  men 
tion  it  not  as  fuppofmg  that  excellent  writer  to  have  copied  from  our 
Authors  ;  but  to  (hew  how  admirably  the  latter  drew  their  characters  ; 
fince  in  the  portraits  of  Frenchmen,    they  hit  the  very  fame  mafterly 
ftrokes  with  the  greateft  matter  of  French  Comedy.          Seward. 


ACT 
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ACT        II. 

I 

Enter  Lamira  and  Charlotte7. 

my  lord  (till,  Charlotte? 
Char.  Not  to  be  wak'd. 
By  your  ladyihip's  cheerful  looks,  I  well  perceive 
That  this  night  the  good  lord  hath  been 
At  an  unufual  ferv  ice ;  and  no  wonder 
If  he  refts  after  it. 

Lam.  You're  very  bold. 

Char.  Your  creature,  madam,  and,  when  you  arc 

pleas'd, 

Sadnefs  to  me's  a  ftranger.     Your  good  pardon 
If  I  fpeak  like  a  fool ;   I  could  have  wifh'd 
To  have  ta'en  your  place  to-night,  had  bold  Dinant, 
Your  firft  and  moft  obfcquious  lervant,  tailed 
Thofe  delicates,  which,  by  his  lethargy, 
As  it  appears,  have  cloy'd  my  lord. 

Lam.  No  more ! 

Char.  Frr>  iilenc'd,  madam. 

Lam.  Saw  you  my  Nurle  this  morning  ? 

Char.  No,  madam. 

Lam.  I  am  full  of  fears.  Who's  that?  [Knock  ivitiin. 

Char.  She  you  enquir'd  for. 

Lam.  Bring  her  in,  and  leave  me.     [Exit  Charlotte. 
Now,  Nude,  what  news  ? 

Enter  Nurfc. 
Nurfe.  Oh,  lady,  dreadful  ones ! 


7  Enter  Lamira,  and  Cbarlottt.~\  I  think  it  very  clear,  that  this  is 
the  beginning  of  the  lecond  act  ;  for  a  whole  night  is  paft.fmce  the 
lull  fcene,  and  the  players  fttm  to  have  divided  the  ads  at  the  end 
of  the  next  fcene,  only  to  make  them  of  a  more  equal  length. 


Though  there  is  reafon  in  what  Mr.  Seward  fays,  and  propriety  in 
his  variation  (wherefore  we  have  adopted  it),  we  are  far  from  being 
clear  that  the  old  divifion  was  not  Fletcher's. 

They 
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They  are  to  fight  this  morning ;  there's  no  remedy, 
I  faw  my  lord  your  brother,  and  Verdone, 
Take  horfe  as  I  came  by. 

Lam.  Where's  Cleremont  ?   * 

Nurfe.  I  met  him  too,  and  mounted. 

Lam.  Where's  Dinant  ? 

Nurfe.  There's  all  the  hope^  I've  ftaid  him  with  a 

trick, 
If  I  have  done  well,  fo. 

Lam.  What  trick  ? 

Nurfe.  I  told  him, 

Your  ladyfhip  laid  your  command  upon  him 
To  attend  you  prefently  ;  and,  to  confirm  it, 
Gave  him  the  ring  he  oft  hath  feen  you  wear, 
That  you  beflow'd  on  me.     He  waits  without 
Difguis'd,  and  if  you  have  that  power  in  him 
As  I  prefume  you  have,  it  is  in  you 
To  flay  or  alter  him. 

Lam.  Have  you  learnt  the  place 
Where  they  are  to  encounter  ? 

Nurfe.  Yes,  'tis  where 
The  duke  of  Burgundy  met  Lewis  th'  eleventh. 

Lam.  Enough  •,  I  will  reward  thee  liberal \y.[Ex.Nurfe. 
Go,  bring  him  in. — Full  dear  I  lov'd  Dinant, 
While  it  was  lawful,  but  thole  fires  are  quench'd, 
I  being  now  another's.     Truth,  forgive  me. 
And  let  diffimulation  be  no  crime, 
Tho'  moil  unwillingly  I  put  it  on,1 
To  guard  a  brother's  fafety  ! 

Enter  Dinant. 

Din.  Now,  your  pleafure. 
Tho'  ill  you  have  deferv'd  it,  you  perceive 
I'm  flill  your  fool,  and  cannot  but  obey 
Whatever  you  command. 

Lam.  You  fpeak  as  if 

You  did  repent  it  -,  and  'tis  not  worth  my  thanks  then  : 
But  there  has  been  a  time,  in  which  you  would 
Receive  this  as  a  favour. 

Din.  Hope  was  left  then 

Of 
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Of  recompenfe. 

Lam.  Why,  I  am  ftill  Lamira, 
And  you  Dinant,  and  'tis  yet  in  my  power 
(I  dare  not  fay  I'll  put  it  into  act) 
To  reward  your  love  and  iervice. 

Din.   There's  fome  comfort. 

Lam.  But  think  not  that  fo  low  I  prize  my  fame, 
To  give  it  up  to  any  man  that  refutes 
To  buy  it ;  or  with  danger  of  performance 
Of  what  I  mail  enjoin  him 

Din.  Name  that  danger 
(Bc't  of  what  horrid  lhape  foever,  lady) 
Which  I  will  (brink  at;  only,  at  this  inftant, 
Be  Ipeedy  in't. 

Lam.  I'll  put  you  to  the  trial : 
You  mall  not  fight  to-day,  (d'  you  dart  at  that  ?) 
Not  with  my  brother.    I  have  heard  your  difference; 
Mine  is  no  Helen's  beaucy,  to  be  purchas'd 
With  blood,  and  ib  defended  :  If  you  look  for 
Favours  from  me,  dtrferve  them  with  obedience  -9 
There's  no  way  elfe  to  gain  'cm. 

Din.  You  command 
What  with  mine  honour  I  cannot  obey, 
Which  lies  at  pawn  againit  it,  and  a  friend 
Equally  dear  as  that,  or  life,  engag'd, 
Not  for  himfelf,  but  me. 

Ltim.  Why,  fool  kin  man, 
Dare  you  Iblicit  me  to  ferve  your  luft, 
In  which  not  only  1  abule  my  lord, 
My  father,  and  my  family,  but  write  whore, 
Tho*  not  upon  my  forehead,  in  my  confcience, 
To  be  read  hourly,  and  yet  name  your  honour  ? 
Yours  fuffers  but  in  circumftance;  mine  in  fubftance. 
If  you  obey  me,  you  part  with  fome  credit  •, 
From  whom  ?  the  giddy  multitude :  But  mankind 
Will  cenfure  me,  and  juftiy. 

Din.  I  will  lofe 

What  molt  I  do  defire,  rather  than  hazard 
So  dear  a  friend,  or  write  myielf  a  coward  : 

'Ti8 
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*Tis  better  be  no  man.  „ 

Lam.  This  will  not  do.— -  [Afidc. 

Why,  I  defire  not  you  fliould  be  a  coward, 
Nor  do  I  weigh  my  brother's  life  with  yours  ; 
Meet  him,  fight  with  him,  do,  and  kill  him  fairly  : 
Let  me  not  fuffer  for  you,  I  am  carelefs. 

Din.  Suffer  for  me  ? 

Lam.  For  you  j  my  kindnefs  to  you 
Already  brands  me  with  a  ftrumpet's  name. 

Din.  Oh,  that  I  knew  the  wretch ! 

Lam.  I  will  not  name  him, 
Nor  give  you  any  character  to  know  him  ; 
But  if  you  dare,  and  inftantly,  ride  forth 
At  the  Weft  port  o'  th'  city,  and  defend  there 
My  reputation  againft  all  you  meet, 
For  two  hours  only,  I'll  not  fwear,  Dinant, 
To  fatisfy,  tho'  fure  I  think  I  fhall, 
Whatever  you  defire.     If  you  deny  this, 
Be  defperate  ^  for  willingly,  by  this  light, 
I'll  never  fee  thee  more. 

Din.  Two  hours,  d'  you  fay  ? 

Lam.  Only  two  hours. 

Din.  I  were  no  gentleman, 

Should  I  make  fcruple  of  it.     This  favour  arms  me, 
And  boldly  I'll  perform  it.  [Exit. 

Lam.  I  am  glad  on't. 

This  will  prevent  their  meeting  yet,  and  keep 
My  brother  fafe,  which  was  the  mark  I  fhot  at.  [Exit. 

SCENE      II. 

Enter  Ckremont^  as  in  the  fald. 

Cler.  I'm  firft  i'  th'  field,  that  honour's  gain'd  of  our 

fide-, 

Pray  Heav'n,  I  may  get  off  as  honourably  ! 
The  hour  is  paft  -,  I  wonder  Dinant  comes  not : 
This  is  the  place  •,  I  cannot  fee  him  yet : 
It  is  his  quarrel  too  that  brought  me  hither, 

And 
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And  I  ne'er  knew  him  yet  but  to  his  honour 
A  firm  and  worthy  friend  ;  yet  I  fee  nothing, 
Nor  horfe,  nor  man  :  'Twould  vex  me  to  be  left  here, 
To  th'  mercy  of  two  fwords,  and  two  approv'd  ones. 
I  never  knew  him  laft. 

Enter  Beaupre  and  Verdont. 

Beau.  You're  well  met,  Cleremont. 

Verdone.  You're  a  fair  gentleman,  and  love  your 

friend,  Sir. 
What,  are  you  ready  ?  The  time  has  overta'en  us. 

Beau.  And  this,  you  know,  the  place. 

Cler.  No  Dinant  yet] 

Beau.  We  come  not  now  to  argue,  but  to  do : 
We  wait  you,  Sir. 

Cler.  There's  no  time  pad  yet,  gentlemen  ; 
We've  day  enough. — Is't  poffiblc  he  comes  not  ? — 
You  fee  Pm  ready  here,  and  do  but  flay 
'Till  my  friend  come :  Walk  but  a  turn  or  two  ; 
'Twill  not  be  long. 

Verdone.  We  came  to  fight, 

Cler.  Ye  (hall  fight,  gentlemen, 
And  fight  enough  :  But  a  fhort  turn  or  two  ! 
I  think  I  fee  him  ;  let  up  your  watch,  we'll  fight  by  it. 

Beau.  That  is  nor  he;  we  will  not  be  deluded. 

Cler.  Am  I  bob'd  thus  ? — ijray  take  a  pipe  of  tobacco, 
Or  nng  butlbme  new  air ;  by  that  time,  gentlemen— 

yerdone.  Come,  draw  your  iwordj  you  know  the 

cuftom  here,  Sir, 
Firft  come,  fir  ft  ferv'd. 

Cler.  Tho'  it  be  held  a  cuftom, 
And  practis'd  lo,  I  do  not  hold  it  honed. 
What  honour  can  you  both  win  on  me  lingle  ? 

Beau.  Yield  up  your  fword  then. 

Cler.  Yield  my  1  word  ?  that's  Hebrew  ; 
I'll  be  firft  cut  a-pieces.     Hold  but  a  while, 

Enter  an  Old  Gentleman. 

I'll  take  the  next  that  comes.  You're  an  old  gentleman  ? 
VOL.  IV.  N  Gent. 
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Gent.  Yes,  indeed  am  I,  Sir. 

Cler.  And  wear  no  fword  ? 

Gent.  I  need  none,  Sir. 

Cler.  I  would  you  did,  and  had  one  ; 
I  want  now  fuch  a  foolifh  courtefy.' 
You  lee  thefe  gentlemen  ? 

Gent.  You  want  a  fecond  ? 
In  good  faith,  Sir,  I  was  ne'er  handfome  at  it. 
I  would  you  had  my  fon  j  but  he's  in  Italy. 
A  proper  gentleman.     You  may  do  well,  gallants, 
If  your  quarrel  be  not  capital,  to  have  more  mercy  ; 
The  gentleman  may  do  his  country 

Cler.  Now  I  befeech  you,  Sir, 
If  you  dare  not  fight,  don't  flay  to  beg  my  pardon. 
There  lies  your  way. 

Gent.  Good  morrow,  gentlemen.  [Exit. 

Verdone.   You  fee  your  fortune  \ 
You'd  better  yield  your  fword. 

Cler.  Pray  ye  flay  a  little  ; 

Enter  two  Gentlemen. 

Upon  mine  honefly,  you  mall  be  fought  with. — 
Well,  Dinant,  well  ! — Thefe  wear  fwords,  and  feem 

brave  fellows. 

As  you  are  gentlemen,  one  of  you  fupply  me: 
I  want  a  fecond  now,  to  meet  thefe  gallants ; 
You  know  what  honour  is. 

1  Gem.   Sir,  you  muft  pardon  us  ; 

We  go  about  the  fame  work  you  are  ready  for, 
And  mull  fight  prefently  ;  elfe  we  were  your  fervants'. 

2  Gent.  God  ipeed  yon,  and  good  day  ! 

Cler.  Am  I  thus  coked  8  ?  [Exeunt  Gentlemen. 

Beau.  Come,  either  yield 

Cler.  As  you  are  honefl  gentlemen, 
Stay  but  the  n£xt,  and  then  I'll  take  my  fortune  j 

And  if  I  fight  not  like  a  man Fy,  Dinant ! 

Cold  now  and  treacherous  ? 


Colted.]  See  note  3 1  oh  Rule  a  Wife  and  Have  a  Wife. 

La-Writ 
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La-Writ  [within].  I  underftand  your  caufes  ; 
Yours  about  corn,  yours  about  pins  and  glaffes — 
Will  ye  make  me  mad?  have  I  not  all  the  parcels  9?— 
And  his  petition  too,  about  bell-founding; 
Send  in  your  witnefies. — What  will  ye  have  me  do  ? 
Will  you  have  me  break  my  heart  ?  my  brains  are 

melted ! — 

And  tell  your  mafter,  as  I  am  a  gentleman, 
His  caufe  (hall  be  the  firft.    Commend  me  to  your 

miitrefs, 
And  tell  her,  if  there  be  an  extraordinary  feather, 

And  tall  enough  for  her 1  (hall  difpatch  you  too, 

I  know  your  caufe,  for  tranfporting  of  farthingales  : 
Trouble  me  no  more,  I  fay  again  to  you, 
No  more  vexation !  Bid  my  wife  fend  me  fome  puddings ; 
J  have  a  caufe  to  run  thro*  requires  puddings  j 
Puddings  enough.     Farewell ! 

Enter  La-Writ. 

Cler.  God  fpeed  you,  Sir  ! 

Beau.  'Would  he  would  take  this  fellow  ! 

Vcrdone.  A  rare  youth. 

Cler.  If  youben't  halty,  Sir 

La-Writ.  Yes,  I  am  hafty, 

Exceeding  hatly,  Sir;  I  am  going  to  the  parliament ; 
You  underftand  this  bag :  If  you  have  any  bufmds 
Depending  there,  be  rtiort,  and  let  me  hear  it, 
And  pay  your  fees. 

Cler.  'Faith,  Sir,  I  have  a  bufinefs, 
But  it  depends  upon  no  parliament. 

La  Writ.  I  have  no  (kill  in't  then. 

Cler.  I  muft  defire  you  \ 
'Tis  a  fword  matter,  Sir. 

La-Writ.  I  am  no  cutler, 
I  am  an  advocate,  Sir. 

Beau.  How  the  thing  looks  ! 

Vcrdone.  When  he  brings  him  to  fight 

9  Parcels."]  This  is  a  law-term,   and  means  that  part  of  a  deed  in 
which  land,  or  other  things,  to  be  conveyed,  are  defcribed.       1?. 

N  2  Cler. 
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Cler.  Be  not  fo  hafty  ; 
You  wear  a  good  fword. 

La-Writ.  I  know  not  that, 
I  never  drew  k  yet,  or  whether  it  be  a  fword 

Cler.  I  muft  entreat  you  try,  Sir,  and  bear  a  part 
Againft  thefe  gentlemen ;  I  want  a  fecond  : 
You  feem  a  man,  and  'tis  a  noble  office. 

La-Writ.  I  am  a  Lawyer,  Sir,  I  am  no  fighter. 

Cler.  You  that  breed  quarrels,  Sir,  know  bell  to 
fatisfy. 

Beau.  This  is  fome  fport  yet. 

Verdone.  If  this  fellow  fliould  fight  ? 

La-Writ.  And,  for  any  thing  I  know,  I  am  an  arrant 

coward ; 
Do  not  truft  me  ;  I  think  I  am  a  coward. 

Cler.  Try,  try  •,  you  are  miftaken-. — Walk  on,  gen 
tlemen, 
The  man  mall  follow  prefently. 

La-Writ.  Are  ye  mad,-  gentleman  ? 
My  bufmefs  is  within  this  half-hour. 

Cler.  That's  all  one  •, 
We'll  difpatch  within  this  quarter. — There  in  thatf 

bottom ; 
*Tis  moft  convenient,  gentlemen. 

Beau.  Well,  we'll  wait,  Sir. 

Verdone.  Why,  this  will  be  a  comick  fight.  You'll: 
follow  ? 

La-Writ.  As  I'm  a  true  man,  I  can't  fight. 

Cler.  Away,  away. —    {Exeunt  Beaupre  and  Verdone. 
\  know  you  can  :   I  like  your  modeity  ; 
I  know  you  will  fight,  and  fo  fight,  with  fuch  metal,- 
And  with  fuch  judgment  meet  your  enemy's  fury — 
I  fee  it  in  your  eye,  Sir. 

La-Writ.  I'll  be  hang'd  then  •, 

And  I  charge  you,  in  the  king's  name,  name  no  more 
fighting. 

Cler.  I  charge  you,  m  the  king's  name,  play  the  man  •, 
Which,  if  you  do  not  quickly,  I  begin  with  you; 
Pll  make  you  dance.     Do  you  fee  your  fiddieitick  ? 

'  Sweet 
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Sweet  advocate,  thou  (halt  fight. 

La-Writ.  Stand  further,  gentleman, 
Or  I'll  give  you  fuch  a  duft  o'  th*  chaps 

Cler.  Spoke  bravely, 
And  like  thyfelf,  a  noble  advocate  ! 
Come,  to  thy  tools. 

La-Writ.  I  do  not  fay  I'll  fight. 

Cler.  I  fay  thou  malt,  and  bravely- 

La-Writ.  If  I  do  tight— 
I  fay,  if  I  do,  but  don't  depend  upon't — 
(And  yet  I  have  a  foolim  itch  upon  me) — 
What  (hall  become  of  my  writings  ? 

Cler.  Let  'em  lie  by  ; 
They  will  not  run  away,  man. 

La-Writ.  I  may  be  kill'd  too, 
And  where  are  all  my  caufes  then     my  bufin^fs  ? 
I  will  not  fight;  I  cannot  fight.     My  caufes 

Cler.  Thou  (halt  fight,  if  thou  hadft  a  thoufand  caufcs ; 
Thou  art  a  man  to  fight  for  any  caufe, 
And  carry  it  with  honour. 

La-Writ.  Hum  !  fay  you  fo  ?  If  I  fhould 
Be  fuch  a  coxcomb  to  prove  valiant  now! 

Cler.  I  know  thou  art  mod  valiant, 

La-Writ.  Do  you  think  fo  ? 
I  am  undone  for  ever,  if  it  prove  fo, 
I  tell  you  that,  my  honed  friend,  for  ever  ^ 
For  I  (hall  ne'er  leave  quarrelling. 
How  long  mud  we  fight  ?  for  I  cannot  day, 
Nor  will  not  day  ;  I've  bufmefs. 

Cler.  We'll  do  it  in  a  minute,  in  a  moment. 

La-Writ.  Here  will  I  hang  my  bag  then  -9  it  may  fave 

my  belly  •, 
I  never  lov'd  cold  iron  there. 

Cler.  You  do  wifely. 

La-Writ.  Help  me  to  pluck  my  fword  out  then ; 

quickly,  quickly  1 
•T  has  not  feen  fun  thefe  ten  years. 

CUr.  How  it  grumbles  ? 
This  fword  is  vengeance  angry. 

N  3  La-Writ. 
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La-Writ.  Now  I'll  put  my  hat  up, 
And  fay  my  prayers  as  I  go.     Away,  boy  ! 
If  I  be  kill'd,  remember  the  Little  Lawyer  !   {Exeunt. 

Enter  Beaupre. 

Beau.  They're  both  come  on  ;  that  may  be  a  flub- 
born  rafcal. 

Enter  La-Writ. 

Take  you  that  ground  ;  I'll  ftay  here.    Fight  bravely  ! 

La-Writ.  To't  chearfully,  my  boys !   You'll  let's 

have  fair  play  ; 
None  of  your  foining  tricks. 

Beau.  Come  forward,  monfieur  ! 
What  hail  thou  there  ?  a  pudding  ^n  thy  belly  ? 
I  fhall  fee  what  it  holds. 

Lq-Writ.  Put  your  fpoon  home  then  !  \Jright. 

Nay,  fince  I  mull  fight,  have  at  you  without  wit,  Sir! 
God-a-mercy  bag  ! 

Beau.  Nothing  but  bombaft  in  you  ? 
The  rogue  winks  and  fights. 

[Beau,  lofes  hisfword%  La-Writ  treads  on  it. 

La-Writ.  Now  your  fine  fencing,  Sir  ! 
Stand  off;  thou  dieft  on  point  elie  !  I  have  it,  I  have  it ! 
Yet  further  off! — I  have  his  fword. 

Cler.  [within*"]  Then  keep  it  -, 
Be  fure  you  keep  it! 

La-Writ.  I'll  put  it  in  my  mouth  elfe. 
Stand  further  off*  yet,  and  fland  quietly, 
And  look  another  way,  or  I'll  be  with  you  ! 
Is  this  all  ?  I'll  undertake  within  thefe  two  days 
To  furniih  any  cutler  in  this  kingdom. 

Beau.  Pox,  what  fortune's  this  !  Difarmed  by  a 

puppy  ? 
A  fnail  ?  a  dog  ? 

La-Writ.  No  more  o'  thefe  words,  gentleman  ! 
Sweet  gentleman,  no  more  !   Do  not  provoke  me  ! 
Go  walk  i'  th'  Horfe-fair  -9  whiftle,  gentleman. — 
What  mufl  I  do  now  r 

E*ttr 
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Enter  Clercmont^  purfued  by  Verdonc. 

Cler.  Help  me ;  Pin  almoft  breathkfs. 

La-Writ.  With  all  my  heart.     1  here's  a  cold  pie 
for  you,  Sir  !  [Strikes  Clerer*o,.t. 

Cler.  Thou  ftrik'ft  me,  fool ! 

La-Writ.  Thou  fooi,  ftand  further  off  then. — 
Deliver,  deliver  ' 

[Strikes  up  VerdonSs  heels,  and  takes  bis  fword  too. 

Cler    Hold  tail. 

La-Writ.  I  ne'er  fail  in't. 

There's  twfclve- pence;  go,buy  you  two  leader)  daggers ! 
Have  I  done  well  ? 

Cler.  Mod  like  a  gentleman. 

Beau.  And  we  two  baiely  loft  ! 

Verdone    'Tis  but  a  fortune. 
We  mall  yet  find  an  hour.     [£xe.  Beau.  andVtrd.fad. 

Cler.  I  (hall  be  glad  on't. 

La  Writ.  Where's  my  cloak,  and  my  trinkets  ?  Or, 

will  you 
Fight  any  longer,  for  a  cram  or  two  ? 

Cler.  I  am  your  noble  fricnJ,  Sir. 

La-Writ.  It  may  be  ib. 

Cler.  What  honour  ihall  I  do  you,  for  this  great 
courtely  ? 

La-Writ.   All  i  defire  of  you,  is  to  take 
The  quarrel  to  yourfclf,  and  let  me  hear  no  n  ore  on't ; 
(I  have  no  liking  to't  •,  it  is  a  rbolim  matter) 
And  help  me  to  put  up  my  fword. 

Cler.  Moft  willingly. 

But  I  am  bound  to  gratify  you,  and  I  muft 
Not  leave  you. 

La-Writ.  I  tell  you,  I'll  not  be  gratified  ; 
Nor  I  will  hear  no  more  on't.     Take  the  iwurds  too, 
And  do  not  anger  me,  but  leave  me  quietly. 
For  the  matter  of  honour,  'tis  at  your  owe,  Jifpoi'urr  ; 
And  fo,  and  fo [Exit  La  Writ. 

Cler.  This  is  a  moft  rare  Lawyer  ; 
I'm  fure,  moft  valiant.  Weil,Dinant,a\  you  fatisfy  me — 
I  fay  no  more.     I'm  louden  like  an  aimurcr.      [hxit. 

N  4  Enter 
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Enter  Dinant. 

Din    To  be  difpatch'd  upon  a  fleevelefs  errand  ! 
To  leave  my  friend  engaged,  mine  honour  tainted  \ 
Thefe  are  trim  things.     I  am  fet  here  like  a  perdue, 
To  watch  a  fellow  that  has  wrong'd  my  miflrefs, 
A  fcurvy  fellow  that  muft  pafs  this  way  ; 
But  what  this  fcurvy  fellow  is,  or  whence, 
Or  whether  his  name  be  William,  or  John, 
Or  Antony,  or  Dick,  or  any  thing,  I  know  not ; 
A  fcurvy  raically  fellow  I  muil  aim  at ; 
And  there's  the  orHce  of  an  ais  flung  on  me, 
Sure  Cleremont  has  fought,  but  how  come  off. 
And  what  the  world  mall  think  of  me  hereafter ! 
Well,  woman,  woman,  I  muft  look  your  rafcals, 
And  lofe  my  reputation  !  You've  a  fine  power  over  us, 
Thefe  two  long  hours  I've  trotted  here,  and  curioufly 
Survey'd  all  goers-by,  yet  find  no  rafcal, 

La-Writ  Jings  within,  then  enters. 

Nor  any  face  to  quarrel  with.     What's  that  ? 

This  is  a  raically  voice  ^  fure  it  comes  this  way. 
La-W'rit.  '  lie  ftrook  ib  hard  I0,  the  bafon  broke, 

'  And  Tarquin  heard  the  found.' 

Din.   What  milter-thing  is  this  "  P  let  me  furvey  it, 
1  a -Writ.  '  And  then  he  ilruck  his  neck  in  two.' 
Dm.  This  may  be  a  rafcal,  but  'tis  a  mad  rafcal. 

10  He  ftruckfo  bard,  &c.]  The  lines  La  Writ  here  fings  are  taken 
fro  iv,  an  old  ballad,  en  lied  *  The  Noble  Ads  of  Arthur  and  the  Knights 
«  of  ,v.  Round  Table.'  R. 

'•  What  matter-thing  /V  this?"}  The  idea  this  gave  was,  nvhat 
mafier- -piece  of  oddity  have  we  here  ?  But  Mr.  Sympfon  has  hit  on 
a  more  humourous  reading  \-^vhat  mi&er-tbing  is  this  ?  Mijler  ivigbl 
being  common  to  Spenfer  and  Chaucer.  I  am  far  from  approving 
the  i'nfertion  of  obs'  lete  word'  in  general  ;  but  here,  where  La- Writ 
is  talking  and  Ringing  Knight  Errantry,  a  word  common  in  the  tales 
of  Knight-Errant]  is  certair.'y  natural  ard  obvious.  In  the  excellent 
GlofTary  to  UrryV  Ch;»ucer,  mifter,  from  the  French  meftier,  a  pro- 
fejjton  or  trade.  Hence  it  it  us'd  for  any  for f,  kind,  or  condition  ;  as 
jnijler  foln  kind  of  men,  &c.  Seward. 

MIST  n-thing  is  the  reading  of  the  fecond  folio  ;  not  a  variation 
fat  on  by  Mr.  Syropibn  ! 

What 
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What  an  alphabet  of  faces  he  puts  on  ! 

Hey,  how  it  fences !  If  this  fhould  be  the  rogue— 

As  'tis  the  likelieft  rogue  I  fee  this  day 

La-Writ.   '  Was  ever  man  for  lady's  fake  ?  Down, 

down!' 
Din.  And  what  are  you,  good  Sir  ?  Down,  down, 

down,  down  ! 
La-Writ.  What's  that  to  you,  good  Sir  ?  Down, 

down ! 

Din.  A  pox  on  you,  good  Sir !  Down,  down,  down  I 
You  with  your  buckram  bag,  what  make  you  here? 
And  from  whence  come  you  ? — I  could  fight  with  my 

fhadow  now. 
La-Writ.  Thou  fierce  man,  that  like  Sir  Lancelot 

doft  appear, 
I  need  not  tell  thee  what  I  am,  nor  eke  what  I  make 

here  ". 
Din.  This  is  a  precious  knave. — Stay,  flay,  good 

Triftram, 

And  let  me  afk  thy  mightinefs  a  queftion  ; 
Pid  you  ne'er  abqfe  a  lady  ? 

La-Writ.  Not ;  to  abufe  a  lady's  very  hard,  Sir. 
Din.  Say  you  16,  Sir  ? 
Didit  thou  never  abufe  her  honour  ? 

La  Writ.  Not ;  to  abufe  her  honour  is  impoffible. 
J)/;;    Certain,  this  is  the  rafcal.   What's  thy  name  ? 
La  Writ.  My  name  is  Cock  o' two  i  ufe  me  refpec- 

lively  n, 
I  will  be  cock  of  three  elfe. 

Din.  What's  all  this  ? 
You  fay,  you  did  abufe  a  lady, 

La  Writ.  You  lie. 

11  Thou  fierce  man,  &c  ]  Thefe  two  lines  alfo  we  apprehend  to  be 
quoted  from  ibme  old  romance,  play,  or  ballad. 

1 '  Ufe  me  refpe&ively.]  Here  rtfpiQi'vely  is  fynonymous  to  refpeS- 
fUlly.  We  never,  I  believe,  now  ufe  it  in  that  fenfe.  Snvard. 

In  the  Laws  of  Candy,  Annophel  fays,  the  Princefs  ever  for  jour 
fake  mojl  refoedi  vel  v  lovtd  me.  The  word  frequently  occurs  in  the 
fame  fenfe,  in  the  old  writers. 

Din, 
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Din.  And  that  yon  wrong'd  her  honour. 
La-Writ.  That's  two  lies. 
Speak  fuddenly,  for  I  am  full  of  bufmefs. 

Din.  What  art  chou,  or  what  canft  thou  be,  thou 

peagoofe, 
ThaC  durfl  give  me  the  lie  thus  ?  thou  mak'ft  me 

wonder. 
La-Writ.  And  wonder  on,  till  time  makes  all  this 

plain. 

Din.  You  muft  not  part  fo,  Sir.  Art  thon  a  gentleman? 
La-Writ.  Alk  thofe  upon  whofe  ruins  I  am  mounted. 
Din.  This  is  fome  Cavalero  knight  o'  th'  fun. 
La  Writ.  I  tell  thee  I'm  as  good  a  gentleman  as  the 
duke. 

I  have  atchiev'd Go,  follow  thy  bufmefs ! 

Din.  But  for  this  lady.  Sir 

La-Writ.  Why,  hang  this  lady,  Sir ! 
And  the  lady-mother  too,  Sir !  \Vhat  have  I  to  dp 
with  ladies  ? 

Enter  Cleremont. 
Cler.  'Tis  the  Little  Lawyer's  voice  :  Has  he  got 

my  way  ? 
It  fliould  be  hereabouts. 

Din.  You  dry  bifcuit  rogue, 
I  will  fo  fwinge  you  for  this  blafphemy  ! 
Ha'  I  found  you  out  ? 

Cler.  That  fhould  be  Dinant's  tongue  too. 
La-Writ.  And  I  defy  thee  •,  do  thy  worft !   c  Oh? 

ho,  quoth  Lancelot  thos  !' 
And,  that  thouihalt  know  I'm  a  true  gentleman, 
And  fpeak  according  to  the  phrafe  triumphant, 
Thy  lady  is  a  fcurvy'lady,  and  a  mitten  lady, 
And,  tho'  I  never  heard  of  her,  a  debofhed  lady  I4-, 
And  thou  a  fquire  of  low  degree  !  Will  that  content 

thee  ? 

Doil  thou  way.lay  me  with  ladies? — A  pretty  fword,  Sir, 

A  very 

x*  Delofeed.]  In  the  Tempeft,  aft.  iii.  fcene  ii.  Trinculo  ufes  this 
word,  ipeaking  to  Caliban,  upon  which  Mr.  Steevens  remarks,  *  Imeet 
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A  very  pretty  fword !  I  have  a  great  mind  to'*- 

Din.  You  (hall  not  lofe  your  longing,  rcgu£  f 

CUr.  Hold,  hold! 
Hold,  Dinant,  as  thou  art  a  gentleman ! 

La-Writ.  As  much  as  you  will  -,  my  hand  is  in  now. 

CUr.  I  am  your  friend,  Sir. — Dinant,  you  draw  your 

fword 

Upon  the  gentleman  p  refer  v'd  your  honour  : 
This  was  my  fecond,  and  did  back  me  nobly. 
For  fhame,  forbear. 

Din.  I  afk  your  mercy,  Sir, 
And  am  your  fervant  now. 

La  Writ.  May  we  not  fight  then  ? 

CUr.  Pm  fure  you  mall  not  now. 

LaWrit.  I'm  lorry  for't ; 
I'm  fure  I'll  (lay  no  longer  then,  not  a  jot  longer. 
Are  there  any  more  on  ye  afore?  I  will  fing  itill,  Sir. 

[Exit  La-Writ,  fmging. 

Din.  I  look  now  you  fhould  chide  me,  and  'tis  fit, 
And  with  much  bitternefs  exprefs  your  anger, 
I  have  deferv'd  :  Yet,  when  you  know 

CUr.  I  thank  you ! 

Do  you  think  that  the  wrong  you  have  offer'd  me, 
The  mod  unmanly  wrong,  unfriendly  wrong 

Din.  I  do  confefs 

CUr.  That  boyifh  Height 

Din.  Not  fo,  Sir. 

CUr.  That  poor  and  bafe  renouncing  of  your  honour, 
Can  be  allay'd  with  words  ? 

Din.  I  give  you  way  Hill. 

CUr.  Coloured  with  fmooth  excufes  ?  Was  it  a 
friend's  part, 

'  With  this  word,  which  I  fuppofe  to  be  the  fame  as  debauch' Jt  in 
'  Randolph's  Jealous  Lovers,  1634, 

"  See  your  houfe  be  llor'd  , 

"  With  the  deboifaeft  roarers  in  this  city/ 

'  When  this  word  was  fit  it  adopted  from  the  French  language,  itjip- 
'  pears  to  have  been  fpelt  according  to  the  pronunciation,  and  there- 
'  fore  wrongly  ;  but  ever  iince  it  has  been  fpelt  right,  it  has  been  ut- 
4  tcrcd  with  equal  impropriety/  R. 

A  gentle- 
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A  gentleman's,  a  man's  that  wears  a  fword, 

And  ftands  upon  the  point  of  reputation, 

To  hide  his  head  then,  when  his  honour  call'd  him ; 

Call'd  him  aloud,  and  led  him  to  his  fortune  ? 

To  halt,  and  flip  the  collar  ?  By  my  life, 

I  would  have  giv'n  my  li£e  Fd  never  known  thee  i 

ThJ  haft  eaten  canker-like  into  my  judgment 

With  this  difgrace,  thy  whole  life  cannot  heal  again, 

Din.  This  I  can  fuffer  too ;  I  find  it  honeft. 

Cler.  Can  you  pretend  an  excufe  H  now  may  abfolve 

you, 

Or  any  thing  like  honeft,  to  bring  you  off? 
Engage  me,  like  an  afs  ? 

Din.  Will  you  but  hear  me  ? 

Cler.  Expofe  me  like  a  jade  to  tug,  and  hale  thro', 
Laugh'd  at,  and  almoft  hooted  ?  Your  difgraces 
Invite  rnens*  fwords  and  angers  to  difpatch  me  ? 

Din.  If  you  will  be  patient 

Cler.  And  be  abus'd  ftill  ?  But  that  I've  call'd  thee 

friend, 

And  to  that  name  allow  a  fanctuary, 
You  mould  hear  further  from  me ;  I'd  not  talk  thus : 
But  henceforth  ftand  upon  your  own  bottom,  Sir, 
And  bear  your  own  abufes  •,  I  fcorn  my  fword 
Should  travel  in  fo  poor  and  empty  quarrels. 

Din.  Ha'  you  done  yet  ?  take  your  whole  fwing  of 

anger; 
I'll  bear  all  with  content. 

Cler.  Why  were  you  abfent  ? 

Din.  You  know  I  am  no  coward,  you  have  feen  that, 
And  therefore,  out  of  fear  foribok  you  not : 
You  know  I  am  not  falfe,  of  a  treacherous  nature, 
Apt  to  betray  my  friend  •,  I  have  fought  for  you  too ; 
You  know  no  bufinefs,  that  concern'd  my  ftate, 
My  kindred,  or  my  life 

Cler.  Where  was  the  fault  then  ? 

Din.  The  honour  of  that  lady  I  adore, 

*4-  Can  you  pretend  an  excufe.]    Mr.  Se ward's  paffion  for  exaQ 
jKeafure  induces  him  to  read,  Can  } -ou  pretend  a.  'fcufe. 

Her 
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Her  credit,  and  her  name :  You  know  fhe  fent  forme, 
And  with  what  hafte. 

Cler.  What  was  he  that  traduc'd? 

Din.  The  man  i'  th'  moon,  I  think ;  hither  I  was  fent, 
But  to  what  end 

Enter  Nurfe. 

Cler.  This  is  a  pretty  flim-flam  ! 

Nurfe.  I'm  glad  I've  met  you,  Sir ;  I  have  been 

.     feeking, 
And  feeking  ev'ry  where. 

Cler.  And,  now  you've  found  him, 
Declare  what  bufmefs,  our  ambaffador  Iy. 

Nurfe.  What's  that  to  you,  goodman  Flouter  ? — Oh, 
Sir,  my  lady 

Din.  Prithee,  no  more  of  thy  lady  -y  I  have  too 
much  on't. 

Cler.  Let  me  have  a  little ;  fpeak  to  me. 

Nurfe.  To  you,  Sir  ? 

'Tis  more  than  time ! — All  occafions  fet  afide,  Sir, 
Or  whatfoever  may  be  thought  a  bufmefs 

Din.  What  then  ? 

Nurfe.  Repair  to  me  within  this  hour. 

Cler.  Where? 

Nurfe.  What  is  that  to  you  ?  come  you,  Sir, 
When  you're  fent  for. 

Cler.  God-a-mcrcy,  Mumpfimus ! 
You  may  go,  Dinant,  and  follow  this  old  fairy, 
'Till  you  have  loll  yourfcif,  your  frithUo,  your  credit, 
And  honey  out  your  youth  in  rare  adventures  : 
I  can  but  grieve  I've  known  you. 

Nurfe.  Will  you  go,  Sir  ? 
I  come  not  often  to  you  with  thtfc  blefiings : 

•$  Our  ambaffador.]  Mr.  L/npfon  thinks  this  might  probabJy  be 
OLD  ambaffador,  and  then  tliere's  a  ftror^  reafon  for  her  calling  him 
floater.  It  is  certainly  an  improvement,  and  bids  fair  for  having  been 
the  original.  SrusarJ. 

OUR  ambaffador  is  flouting ;  and  the  old  rending  (hould  not  be  al 
tered  without  authority,  while  it  is  intelligible ;  though  we  think  the 
emendation  a  good  one. 

You 
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You  may  believe  that  thing  there,  and  repent  it, 
That  dogged  thing] 

Cler.  Peace,  Touchwood ! 

Din.  I  will  not  go. 

Go,  bid  your  lady  feek  fome  fool  to  fawn  on  her, 
Some  unexperienc'd  puppy  to  make  fport  with ; 
I've  been  her  mirth  too  long  !  Thus  I  make  from  me 
The  fetters  me  put  on,  thus  her  enchantments 
I  blow  away  like  wind  :  No  more  her  beauty— 

Nurfe.  Take  heed, 'Sir,  what  you  fay. 

Cler.  GO  forward,  Dinant. 

Din.  The  charms  mot  from  her  eyes • 

Nurfe.  Be  wife. 

Cler.  Be  valiant. 

Din.  That  tongue,  that  tells  fair  tales   to  mens* 

deftructions 
Shall  never  rack  ine  more  l6. 

Nurfe.  Stay  there. 

Cler.  Go  forward. 

Din.  I  will  now  hear  her,  fee  her,  as  a  woman, 
Survey  her,  and  the  power  man  has  allow'd  her  17, 
As  I  would  do  the  courfe  ,of  common  things, 
Unmoy'd,   unftruck. 

Cler.  Hold  there,  and  I  forgive  thee. 

Din.  She  is  not  fair,  and  that  that  makes  her  proud 
Is  not  her  own,  our  eyes  bedew  it  on  her  -9 
To  touch  and  kits  her  is  no  bleflednefs, 
A  fun-burnt  Ethiop's.lip's  as  foft  as  hers. 
Go,  bid  her  flick  fome  other  triumph  up, 

16  Shall  never  rack  me  more.]  Rack,  i.e.  Torment ,  is  certainly  good 
fenfe  here,  and  I  therefore  don't  change  it,  though  <u:rackt  the  old 
way  of  fpeliing  wreck,  \.  e.  Ship-wreck,  feems  much  more  poetical  : 
For  his  honour,  by  her  devices,  had  jult  before  been  wrack  dt  which 
Dinant  a  little  lower  expreiles  by  the  fame  metaphor. 

like  a  bold  merchant, 

—  '•'    —  r<v e  <v entur1  d all  tbefe. 
i.  e.   Time,  friends,  honour  and  life. 

Andfplit  my  bottom. 

This  confirmation  occurred  after  the  conjecture  itfelf.          Seward. 
?  And tbt power  man  has  alloiud,  Sir.]  Former  edit*    Seward. 

And 
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And  take  into  her  favour  fome  dull  fool, 
That  has  no  precious  time  to  lofe,  no  friends, 
No  honour,  nor  no  life  :  Like  a  bold  merchant, 
A  bold  and  bankrupt  man,  I've  ventured  all  thefe, 
And  fplit  my  bottom.     Return  this  anfwer  to  her-, 
I  am  awake  again,  and  fee  her  mifchiefs, 
And  am  not  now,  on  every  idle  errand, 
And  new-coin'd  anger,  to  be  hurried  l8, 
And  then  defpis'd  again  j  I  have  forgot  her. 

Cler.  If  this  be  true  - 

Nurfe.  I'm  forry  I  have  troubled  you  ; 
More  forry,  that  my  lady  has  adventur'd 
So  great  a  favour  in  lo  weak  a  mind. 
This  hour  you  have  refus'd  That,  when  you  come  to 

know  it, 

Will  run  you  mad,  and  make  you  curfe  that  fellow  ! 
She  is  not  fair,  nor  handlome  !  fo  I  leave  you. 

Cler.  Stay,  lady,  ftay  ;  but  is  there  fuch  a  bufinefs? 

Nurfe.  You'd  break  your  neck,  'twere  yours. 

Cler.  My  back,  you  would  lay. 

Nurfe.  But  play  the  friend's  part  ftill,   Sir,    and 

undo  him  •, 
'Tis  a  fair  office. 

Din.  I've  fpoke  too  liberally. 

Nurfg.  I  mall  deliver  what  you  fay. 

Cler.  You  mall  be  hang'd  full  ; 
You'd  fain  be  prating  now  !  Take  the  man  with  you. 

Nurfe.  Not  I  ;  1  have  no  power. 

Cler.  You  may  go,  Dinant. 

;  I  had  no  further  charge,  Sir, 


8  And  am  not  noiv  0*1  e*very  idle  errand, 

And  new  coined  anger,  to  be  hurried, 

And  then  dcfo'ifS  again  ]  Mr.  Sympfon  fufpecls  the  word  hur 
ried,  as  making  no  antitheiis  to  defpifd,  and  therefore  propofes  to  read 
honeyed,  a  word  common  to  our  Authors.  But  as  Dinant  had  juft  be 
fore  been  hurried  on  an  idle  errand,  and  a  new-coined  anger,  J  fee  no 
lort  of  reafon  for  the  change  :  Perhaps,  indeed,  anger  migiit  have  been 
danger,  becaufe  it  was  the  pretence  of  that  which  had  induced  him 
to  go  upon  her  former  errand  ;  but  neither  is  this  change  neceflary. 


Than 
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Than  to  tell  him  what  I  did  ;  which,  if  I'd  thought 
It  fhould  have  been  receiv'd  fo 

Cler.  'Faith,  you  may ; 

You  do  not  know  how  far  it  may  concern  you. 
If  I  perceived  any  trick  in't 

Din.  'Twill  end  there. 

Cler.  'Tis  my  fault  then.  There  is  an  hour  in  fortune19, 

That  muft  be  ftill  obferv'd:  You  think  I'll  chide  you, 

"When  things  muft  be.     Nay,  fee,  an  he  will  hold  his 

head  up ! 

Would  fuch  a  lady  fend  with  fuch  a  charge,  too  ? 
Say  me  has  play'd  the  fool,  play  the  fool  with  her  again^ 
The  great  fool,  the  greater  ftiil  the  better. 
He  (hall  go  with  you,  woman. 

Nurfe.  As  it  pleafe  him  •, 
I  know  the  way  alone  elfe. 

Din.  Where's  your  lady  ? 

Nurfe.  I  mall  direct  you  quickly. 

Din.  Well,  I'll  go ;  ' 
But  what  her  wrongs  will  give  me  leave  to  fay — — 

Cler.  We'll  leave  that  to  yourfelves.     I  mall  hear 
from  you  ? 

Din.  As  foon  as  I  come  off. 

Cler.  Come  on  then  bravely. 
Farewell  'till  then,  and  play  the  man  ! 

Din.  You're  merry  -, 
All  I  expecl:  is  fcorn.  I'll  lead  you,  lady. 

{Exeunt  federally. 

J9  There  is  an  hour  in  fortune 

That  muft  be  fill  obfervd']  We  meet  with  this  fentiment  in 
Shakefpeare's  Julius  Csefar.  The  paffage  is  quoted  vol.  ii.  p.  36.  of 
thefe  Works. 


ACT 
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ACT  III. 

Enter  Cbamperrtel^  Lamtra,  Beaupre,  Verdone^  and 
Charlotte. 

Beau.\lL  7  E'LL  venture  on  him. 

VV      Champ.  Out  of  my  doors !  1  charge  thee, 
See  me  no  more  ! 

'Lam.  Your  nephew  ? 

Champ.  I  difclaim  him  ; 
He  has  no  part  in  me,  nor  in  my  blood. 
My  brother,  that  kept  fortune  bound,  and  left 
Conqueft  hereditary  to  his  iflue, 
Could  not  beget  a  coward. 

Vtrd.  I  fought,  Sir, 
Like  a  good  fellow,  and  a  foldier  too; 
But  men  are  men,  and  cannot  make  their  fates  : 
Afcribe  you  to  my  father  what  you  pleafe, 
I'm  born  to  luffer. 

Champ.  All  difgraces,  wretch ! 

Lam.  Good  Sir,  be  patient. 

Champ.  Was  there  no  tree, 
(For  to  fall  by  a  noble  enemy's  fword 
A  coward  is  unworthy)  nor  no  river10, 
To  force  thy  life  out  backward,  and  to  drown  it, 
But  that  thou  muft  lurvive  thy  infamy, 
And  kill  me  with  the  fight  of  one  1  hate, 
And  gladly  would  forget  ? 

Beau.  Sir,  his  misfortune 
Deferves  not  this  reproof. 

Champ.  In  your  opinion  : 
'Tis  fit  you  two  fhould  be  of  one  belief. 
You  are  indeed  fine  gallants,  and  fight  bravely 


no  ri<ver. 

To  force  thy  life  out  backward,  or  to  drown  //.]  The  disjunctive 
or  is  furely  improper  here  ;  for  forcing  life  out  backward  is  only  an 
exceedingly  droll  defcription  of  dronvnirtv.  Seward. 

VOL.  IV.  O  I'th' 
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Fth*  city  with  your  tongues,  but  in  the  field 
Have  neither  fpirit  to  dare,  nor  power  to  do  ; 
Your  fwords  are  all  lead  there. 

Beau.  I  know  no  duty 

(However  you  may  wreak  your  fpleen  on  him) 
That  binds  me  to  endure  this. 

Champ.  From  Din  ant 
You'll  fuffer  more  !  That  ever  curfed  I 
Should  give  my  honour  up,  to  the  defence 
Of  fuch  a  thing  as  he  is  !  or  my  lady, 
That  is  all  innocent41,  for  whom  a  dove  would 
Affume  the  courage  of  a  daring  eagle, 
Repofe  her  confidence  in  one  that  can 
No  better  guard  her  !  In  contempt  of  you, 
I  love  Dinant,  mine  enemy,  nay,  admire  him  ; 
His  valour  claims  it  from  me,  and  with  juftice. 
He  that  could  fight  thus,  in  a  caufe  not  honeft, 
His  fword  edg'd  with  defence  of  right  and  honour,. 
Would  pierce  as  deep  as  lightning,  with  that  fpeed  toor 
And  kill  as  deadly. 

Verd.  You're  as  far  from  juftice, 
In  him  you  praife,  as  equity  in  the  cenfure 
You  load  me  with. 

Beau.  Dinant  ?  he  durft  not  meet  us. 

Lam.  How  !  durft  not,  brother  ? 

Beau.  Durft  not  -,  I  repeat  it. 

Verd.  Nor  was  itCleremont's  valour  that  difarm'd  us^ 
I  had  the  better  of  him.     For  Dinant, 
If  that  might  make  my  peace  with  you,  I  dare 
Write  him  a  coward  upon  ev'ry  poft, 
And  with  the  hazard  of  my  life  defend  it. 

Lam.  If 'twere  laid  at  the  ftake  you'd  lole  it,  nephew. 

Champ.  Came  he  not,  fay  you  ? 

Verd.  No ;  but  in  his  room 

al  That  is  all  innocent.]  All-innocent  is  poetical,  but  from  no  hy 
phen  being  added  in  the  former  editions,  and  innocent  being  wrote 
with  a  great  letter,  perhaps  the  true  reading  may  be,  all  innocence. 

Seivard. 

Surely,  there  is  no  need  of  a  hyphen  ;  the  exprefiion  is  equally 
poetical,  and  the  fenfe  the  fame,  without  it. 

There 
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There  was  a  devil,  hir'd  from  fome  magician, 
Pth'  (hape  of  an  attorney. 

Beau.  'Twas  he  did  it. 

Verd.  And  his  the  honour. 

Beau.  I  could  wifh  Dinant 

But  what  talk  I  of  one  that  ftepp'd  afide, 
And  durft  not  come  ! 

Lam.  I'm  fuch  a  friend  to  truth, 
1  cannot  hear  this.     Why  do  you  detract 
Thus  poorly  (I  fhould  fay  to  others,  bafely) 
From  one  of  fuch  approv'd  worth  ? 

Champ.  Ha !  how's  this  ? 

Lam.  From  one  fo  excellent  in  all  that's  noble, 
Whofe  orily  weaknefs  is  excefs  of  courage  ? 
That  knows  no  enemies,  that  he  cannot  mafter, 
But  his  affections ;  and  in  them,  the  word, 
His  love  to  me  ? 

Champ.  To  you  ? 

Lam.  Yes,  Sir,  to  me  : 

I  dare  (for  what  is  that  which  innocence  dares  not) 
To  you  profefs  it :  And  he  fhun'd  not  the  combat 
For  fear  or  doubt  of  there.     Blum,  and  repent, 
That  you  in  thought  e'er  did  that  wrong  to  valour ! 

Beau.  Why,  this  is  rare. 

Champ.  'Fore  Hcav'n,  exceeding  rare! 
Why,  modeft  lady,  you  that  ling  iuch  encomiums 
Of  your  fir  ft  fuitor 

Verd.  How  can  you  convince  us 
In  our  reports11  ? 

Lam.  With  what  you  cannot  anfwer : 
'Twas  my  command  that  (laid  him. 

Champ.  Your  command  ? 

Lam.  Mine,  Sir  j  and,  had  my  will  rank'd  with  my 

power 

And  his  obedience,  I  could  have  fent  him, 
With  more  eafe,  weaponlels  to  you,  and  bound, 

11  In  our  reports.]  All  editions,  but  the  firft,  read  YOUR  reports: 
We  think  the  old  reading  beft ;  convince  fignifies  confute,  or  cotnift 
us  of  fa  Ifc  hood. 

O  2  Than 
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Than  have  kept  him  back;  fo  well  he  loves  his  honour 
Beyond  his  life. 

Champ.  Better  and  better  (till  ! 

Lam.  I  wrought  with  him  in  private,  to  divert  him 
From  your  afifur'd  definition,  had  he  met  you, 

Champ.  In  private  ? 

Lam.  Yes,  and  us'd  all  arts,  all  charms, 
Of  one  that  knew  herfelf  the  abfolute  miftrefs 
Of  all  his  faculties. 

Champ.  Gave  all  rewards  too 
His  fervice  could  defer ve  ?  Did  not  he  take 
The  meafure  of  my  fheets  ? 

Lam.  Do  not  look  yellow  -9 

I've  caufe  to  fpeak  ;  frowns  cannot  fright  me,  Sir, 
By  all  my  hopes,  as  I  am  fpotlefs  to  you, 
If  I  reft  once  affur'd  you  do  but  doubt  me, 
Or  curb  me  of  that  freedom  you  once  gave  me— — 

Champ.  What  then  ? 

Lam.  I'll  not  alone  abufe  your  bed,  (that's  nothing !) 
But,  to  your  more  vexation,  'tis  refolv'd  on, 
I'll  run  away,  and  then  try  if  D inane 
Have  courage  to  defend  me. 

Champ.  Impudent ! 

Verd.  And  on  the  fndden 

Beau.  How  are  you  transform'd 
From  what  you  were  \ 

Lam.  1  was  an  innocent  virgin, 
And  I  can  truly  fwear,  a  wife  as  pure 
As  ever  lay  by  hufband,  and  will  die  fo, 
Let  me  live  unfufpe6ted  :  I'm  no  fervant, 
Nor  will  be  us'd  like  one  !  If  you  defire 
To  keep  me  conftant,  as  I  would  be,  let 
Truft  and  belief  in  you  beget  and  nurfe  it  : 
Unneceflary  jealoufies  make  more  whores, 
Than  all  baits  elfe  laid  to  entrap  our  frailties. 

Beau.  There's  no  contefting  with  her:  From  a  child j 
Once  mov'd,  me  hardly  was  to  be  appeas'd-, 
Yet  I  dare  fwear  her  honeiL 

Champ.  So  I  think  too, 

On 
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On  better  judgment.     I  am  no  Italian, 
TO  lock  her  up ;  nor  would  I  be  a  Dutchman, 
To  have  my  wife  my  fovereign,  to  command  me : 
I'll  try  the  gentler  way  -,  but,  if  that  fail, 
Believe  it,  Sir,  there's  nothing  but  extremes 
Which  me  mud  feel  from  me. 

Beau.  That  as  you  pleafe,  Sir. 

Char.  You've  won  the  breeches,  madam !  Look  up 

fweetly  ; 
My  lord  limps  tow'rd  you/ 

Lam.  You  will  learn  more  manners !     [Strikes  her. 

Char.  This  is  a  fee,  for  counfel  that's  unafk'd  for ! 

Champ.  Come,  I  miftook  thee,  fweet ;  prithee,  for 
give  me! 

I  never  will  be  jealous  :  Ere  I  cherifh 
Such  a  mechanic  humour,  I'll  be  nothing. 
I'll  fay,  Dinant  is  all  that  thou  wouldlt  have  him  -, 
Will  that  fuffice  ? 

Lam.  'Tis  well,  Sir ! 

Champ.   Ufc  thy  freedom 

Uncheck'd,  and  unobferv'd  :  If  thou  wilt  have  it, 
Thele  mall  forget  their  honour,  I  my  wrongs  -y 
We'll  all  dote  on  him.     Hell  be  my  reward, 
If  I  diflemble ! 

Lam.  And  that  hell  take  me, 
If  I  affect  him  !   He's  a  luiiful  villain, 
(But  yet  no  coward)  and  folicits  me 
To  my  difhonour ;  that's  indeed  a  quarrel, 
And  truly  mine,  which  I  will  fo  revenge, 
As  it  (hall  fright  fuch  as  dare  only  think 
To  be  adulterers. 

Champ.  Ufe  thine  own  ways ; 
I  give  up  all  to  thee. 

Beau.  Oh,  women,  women  ! 
When  you  are  pleas'd  you  are  the  lead  of  evils. 

Verd.  I'll  rhime  to't — But  provok'd,  the  word  of 
devils !  {Exeunt. 

Enter  Sampfon  and  three  Clients. 
Samp.  I  know  monfieur  La- Writ, 

O  3  iClient. 
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1  Client.  'Would  he  knew  himfelf,  Sir  ! 

Samp.  He  was  a  pretty  lawyer,  a  kind  of  pretty 

lawyer, 
Of  a  kind  of  unable  thing. 

2  Client.  A  fine  lawyer,  Sir, 

And  would  have  firk'd  you  up  a  bufmefs ! 
And  out  of  this  court  into  that ! 

Samp.  You  are  too  forward  ; 
Not  ib  fine,  my  friends  ^  fomething  he  could  have 

done, 
Butfhort,  fhort! 

I  Client.  I  know  your  worfhip's  favour ; 
You're  nephew  to  the  judge,  Sir. 

Samp,  It  may  be  fo, 
And  ibmething  may  be  done,  without  trotting  i'  th' 

dirt,  friends : 

It  may  be  I  can  take  him  in  his  chamber, 
And  have  an  hour's  talk  ;  it  may  be  fo  ; 
And  tell  him  that  in's  ear — there  are  fuch  courtefies  •, 
I  will  not  fay,  I  can. 

^Client.  We  know  you  can,  Sir. 

Samp.  Perad venture  ay,  perad venture  no.^ — —But 

where's  La-Writ  ? 
Where's  your  fufficient  lawyer  ? 

1  Client.  He's  blown  up,  Sir. 

2  Client.  Run  mad,  and  quarrels  with  the  dog  he 

meets : 
He  is  no  Lawyer  of  this  world  now. 

Samp.  Your  reafon  ? 
Is  he  defunct  ?  is  he  dead  ? 

2  Client.  No,  he's  not  dead  yet,  Sir; 

But  I  would  be  loth  to  take  aieafeon's  life  for  two  hours: 
Alas,  he  is  pofTefs'd,  Sir,  with  the  fpirit  of  fighting, 
And  quarrels  with  all  people ;  but  how  he.  came  to  it — - 

Samp.  If  he  fight  well,  and  like  a  gentleman, 
The  man  may  fight;  for  'tis  a  lawful  calling. 
Look  you,  my  friends,  I  am  a  civil  gentleman, 
And  my  lord  my  uncle  loves  me. 

3  Client.  We  all  know  it,  Sir, 

Samp. 


THE  LITTLE  FRENCH  LAWYER.  215 

Samp.  I   think  he  docs,  Sir ;  I  have  bufinefs  too, 

much  bufinefs, 

Turn  you  fome  forty  or  fifty  caufes  in  a  week : 
Yet,  when  I  get  an  hour  of  vacancy, 
I  can  fight  too,  my  friends  \  a  little  does  well  •, 
I  would  be  loath  to  learn  to  fight. 

i  Client.  But,  an't  pleafe  you,  Sir, 
His  fighting  has  neglefted  all  our  bufinefs : 
We  are  undone,  our  caufes  caft  away,  Sir  ^ 
His  not  appearance 

Samp.  There  he  fought  too  long  ; 
A  little,  and  fight  well ;  he  fought  too  long,  indeed, 

friends : 

But,  nc'erthelefs,  things  muft  be  as  they  may, 
And  there  be  ways 

1  Client.  We  know,  Sir,  if  you  pleafe 

Samp.  Something  I'll  do.   Go,  rally  up  your  caufes. 

Enter  La-Writ  ^  and  a  Gentkman^  at  the  door. 

2  Client.  Now  you  may  behold,  Sir, 
And  be  a  witnefs,  whether  we  lie  or  no. 

La-Writ.  I'll  meet  you  at  the  ordinary,  fweet  gen 
tlemen, 
And  if  there  be  a  wench  or  two 

Gent.  We'll  have  'em. 

La-Writ.  No  handling  any  duels  before  I  come-, 
We'll  have  no  going  lefs IJ ;  I  hate  a  coward  ! 

Gent.  There  mail  be  nothing  done. 

La-Writ.  Make  all  the  quarrels 
You  can  devife  before  I  come,  and  let's  all  fight ; 
There's  no  fport  elfe. 

Gent.  We'll  fee  what  may  be  done,  Sir. 

i  Client.  Ha  !  monfieur  La- Writ ! 

La-Writ.  Baffled  in  way  of  bufinefs, 
My  caules  caft  away,  judgment  againft  us  ! 

1J  Will  have  no  going  lefs.]  So  firft  folio  ;  but  the  other  editions 
read,  will  have  nt  going  ELSE.  We  think  the  old  reading  is  the  beft 
fenfe,  and  much  more  charafteriftick.  To  go  left  too,  is  a  phrafe  often 
wfed  by  our  Authors. 

O  4  Why, 


216  THE  LITTLE  FRENCH  LAWYER. 

Why,  there  it  goes. 

2  Client.  What  fliall  we  do  the  whilft,  Sir  ? 

La-Writ.  Breed  new  diflentions  •,  go  hang  yourfelves ! 
'Tis  all  one  to  me ;  I  have  a  new  trade  of  living. 

I  Client.  Do  you  hear  what  he  fays,  Sir  ? 

Samp.  The  gentleman  fpeaks  finely. 

La-Writ.  Will  any  of  you  fight  ?  Fighting's  my 

occupation, 
If  you  find  yourfelves  aggriev'd. 

Samp.  A  complete  gentleman  ! 

1  a  Writ.  A vant,thou  buckram  budget  of  petitions  ! 
Thou  fpital  of  lame  caufes*4 !   I  lament  for  thee  j 
And,  till  revenge  be  taken 

Samp.  'Tis  moil  excellent. 

La-Writ.  There,  every  man  chufe  his  paper,  and 

his  place  : 

I'll  anfwer  ye  all  •,  I'll  neglect  no  man's  bufinefs, 
But  he  mall  have  fatisfaction  like  a  gentleman. 
The  judge  may  do  and  not  do  •,  he's  but  a  monfieur. 

Samp.  You  have  nothing  of  mine  in  your  bag,  Sir. 

La-Writ.  I  know  not,  Sir  •, 
Bur  you  may  put  any.  thing  in,  any  fighting  thing. 

Samp.  It  is  fufficient ;  you  may  hear  hereafter, 

La-Writ.  I  reft  your  fer  van  t,  Sir! 

Samp.  No  more  words,  gentlemen, 
But  follow  me-,  no  more  words,  as  you  love  me. 
The  gentleman's  a  noble  gentleman  ! 
I  mall  do  what  I  can,  and  then 

Clients.  We  thank  you,  Sir. 

Samp.  Not  a  word  to  difturb  him ;  he's  a  gentleman. 

[Exeunt  Sampfon  and  Clients. 

24  Tboufipittte  of  fame  cant/ft."]  Tocalla/^//jy/0££*raperfon  fpit  out 
of  lame  caufes  feems  very  ft  iff,  and  the  common  cant  tetmfplitter  is  fo 
near  the  trace  or  the  letters,  that  mere  can  be  little  doubt  of  its  being 
the  original.  There  are  few  characters,  either  in  Shakefpeare,  Jonfori, 
or  Moliere,  that  furpafs  La-writ  in  comic  humour.  Seward. 

Mr.  Seward  totally  miiapprehends  this.  SPITTLE  [or  SPITAL]  of 
lame  caufes,  is  moft  ridiculoufly  interpreted  a  per/on  fpit  out  of  lame 
caufes.  It  means  an  bofpital  of  lame  caufes  \  a  figurative  exprefiion, 
quite  agreeable  to  the  ufual  ftile  of  our  Authors.  - 

La-Writ. 
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La-Writ.  No  caufe  go  o'  my  fide?  thejudge  caft  all  ? 
And,  becaufe  I  was  honourably  employ'd  in  adtion, 
And  not  appear'd,  pronounce  ?  'Tis  very  well, 
'Tis  well,  faith  !  'tis  well,  judge  ! 

Enter  Cleremont. 

Cler.  Who  have  we  here  ? 
My  Little  furious  Lawyer  ? 

La-Writ.  I  fay,  'tis  well ! 
But  mark  the  end  ! 

Cler.  How  he  is  metamorphos'd  ! 
Nothing  of  Lawyer  left,  not  a  bit  of  buckram, 
No  foliciting  face  now :  This  is  no  fimple  converfion. 
Your  fervant,  Sir,  and  friend  ! 

La-Writ.  You  come  in  time,  Sir. 

Cler.  The  happier  man,  to  be  at  your  command  then. 

La-Writ.  You  may  wonder  to  fee  me  thus  -,  but 

that's  all  one  •, 

Time  (hall  declare.     'Tis  true,  I  was  a  Lawyer, 
But  I  have  mew'd  that  coat ;  I  hate  a  Lawyer ; 
I  talk'd  much  in  the  court ;  now  I  hate  talking. 
I  did  you  the  office  of  a  man  ? 

Cler.  I  muft  confefs  it. 

La-Writ.  And  budg'd  not ;  no,  I  budg'd  not  ? 

Cler.  No,  yog  did  not. 

La-Writ.  There's  it  then  -,  one  good  turn  requires 
another. 

Cler.  Moft  willing,  Sir ;  I'm  ready  at  your  fervice. 

La-Writ.  There,  read,  and  underftand,  and  then 
deliver  it. 

Cler.  This  is  a  challenge,  Sir. 

La-Writ.  'Tis  very  like,  Sir ; 
I  fcldom  now  write  fonnets. 

Cler.  O,  admirantis** I 

\  ,      •  To 

1J  O  admirantis.]  An  ingenious  friend  fufpefts  this  Latin  word  to 
have  been  a  marginal  note  crept  into  the  text.  That  Cleremont  faying 
only  O,  fomcbody  wrote  againft  it  admirantis^  to  (hew  that  a  note  of 
admiration  was  omitted ;  and  that  this  was  the  expreffion  of  one  under 

a  very 
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•*  To  Monfieur  Vertaign,  the  Prefident.' 

La-Writ.  I  chufe  no  fool,   Sir. 

Cler.   Why,  he's  no  fwordman,  Sir. 

La-Writ.  Let  him  learn,  let  him  learn  ; 
Time  that  trains  chickens  up,  will  teach  him  quickly. 

Ckr.  Why,  he's  a  judge,  an  old  man  i 

La-Writ.  Never  too  old 
To  be  a  gentleman  •,  and  he  that  is  a  judge 
Can  judge  bed  what  belongs  to  wounded  honour, 
There  are  my  griefs,  he  has  caft  away  my  caufes, 
In  which  he  has  bow'd  my  reputation  : 
And  therefore,  judge,  or  no  judge 

Cler.  Pray  be  rul'd,  Sir  ! 
This  is  the  maddeft  thing — — 

La-Writ.  You  will  not  carry  it? 

Cler.  I  do  not  tell  you  fo  ^  but,  if  you  may  be  per- 
fuaded 

La-Writ.  You  know  how  you  us'd  me  when  I  would 

not  fight; 
Do  you  remember,  gentleman  ? 

Cler.  The  devil's  in  him. 

La-Writ.  I  fee  it  in  your  eyes,  that  you  dare  do  it  j 
You  have  a  carrying  face,  and  you  fhall  carry  it. 

Cler.  The  lead  is  banimment. 

La-Writ.  Be  banifh'd  then  ; 
3Tis  a  friend's  part :  We'll  meet  in  Africa, 
Or  any  corner  of  the  earth. 

Cler.  Say.,  he  will  not  fight  ? 
'La-Writ.  I  know  then  what  to  fay ;  take  you  nq 
care,  Sir. 

Cler.  Well,  I  will  carry  it,  and  deliver  it, 
And  to-morrow  morning  meet  you  in  the  Louvre  j 
'Till  when,  my  fervice. 

a  very  comic  aitonifhment.     1  hope  the  reader  will  affent  to  the  con- 
jetlure,  and  have  therefore  difcarded  the  word.  Seaward. 

We  do  not  think  admiranth  to  have  been  a  marginal  note,  but  that 
the  word,  or  fome  near  it,  was  really  given  by  the  writers  to  Cleremont 
to  exprefs  his  aftonifliment.  The  old  text  mould  not  be  difcarded  ;  and 
the  word  completes  the  meafure,  an  argument  to  which  Mr.  Seward 
often  pays  too  much  regard. 

La-Writ. 
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La-Writ.  A  judge,  or  no  judge,  no  judge !     [Exit. 

CUr.  This  is  the  prettied  rogue  that  e'er  I  read  of; 
None  to  provoke  to  th'  field,  but  the  old  prefident  ? 
What  face  ihall  I  put  on  ?  If  I  come  in  earneft, 
J  am  fure  to  wear  a  pair  of  bracelets. 
This  may  make  lome  fport  yet;  I  will  deliver  it, 
Jiere  comes  the  prefident. 

Enter  Vertaign^  with  two  Gentlemen. 

Vert.  I  fhall  find  time,  gentlemen, 
To  do  your  cauies  good.     Is  not  that  Cleremont  ? 

i  Gent.  'Tis  he,  my  lord. 

Vert.  Why  does  he  fmile  upon  me  ? 
Am  I  become  ridiculous  ?  Has  your  fortune,  Sir, 
Upon  my  fon,  made  you  contemn  his  father? 
The  glory  of  a  gentleman  is  fair  bearing. 

Cler.  Miftake  me  not,  my  lord ;  you  (hall  not  find 

that  : 

I  come  with  no  blown  fpirit  to  abufe  you ; 
I  know  your  place,  and  honour  due  unto  it, 
The  reverence  to  your  filver  age  and  virtue. 

Vert.  Your  face  is  merry  ilill. 

Cler.  So  is  my  bufinefs  •, 
And  I  befeech  your  honour  miftake  me  not. 
I  have  brought  you,  from  a  wild,  or  rather  mad-man, 

As  mad  a  piece  of You  were  wont  to  love  mirth, 

In  your  young  days ;  I've  known  your  honour  wooe  it : 
This  may  be  made  no  little  one ;  'tis  a  challenge,  Sir — 
Nay,  ftart  not,  I  befeech  you  ;  it  means  you  no  harm, 
Nor  any  man  of  honour,  or  underftanding; 
'Tis  to  fteal  from  your  ferious  hours  a  little  laughter, 
I  am  bold  to  bring  it  to  your  lordftiip. 

Vert.  'Tis  to  me,  indeed. 
Do  they  take  me  for  a  fwordman  at  thefe  years  ? 

Cler.  'Tis  only  worth  your  honour's  mirth,  that's 

all,  Sir; 
Jt  had  been  in  me  elfe  a  faucy  rudenefs. 

Vert.  From  one  La- Writ,  a  very  punctual  challenge. 

f  ler.  But,  if  your  lordmip  mark  it,  no  great  matter. 

Vert. 
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Vert.  I  have  known  fuch  a  wrangling  advocate, 
Such  a  little  figent  thing.     Oh,  I  remember  him  ; 
A  notable  talking  knave  !  Now,  out  upon  him, 
H'has  challenged  me  downright,  defied  me  mortally  ! 
I  do  remember  too,  I  caft  his  caufes. 

Cler.  Why,  there's  the  quarrel,  Sir,the  mortal  quarrel. 

Vert.  Why,  what  a  knave  is  this  !  As  you're  a  gen- 

tlejnan, 

Is  there  no  further  purpofe  but  mere  mirth  ? 
What  a  bold  man  of  war !  he  invites  me  roundly. 

Cler.  If  there  mould  be,  I  were  no  gentleman, 
Nor  worthy  of  the  honour  of  my  kindred. 
And,  tho'Pm  lure  your  lordlhip  hates  myperfon, 
Which  time  may  bring  again  into  your  favour, 
Yet,  far  the  manners 

Vert.  I  am  fatisfied  : 

You  fee,  Sir,  I've  out-liv'd  thofe  days  of  fighting, 
And  therefore  cannot  do  him  the  honour  to  beat  him 

rnyfelf ; 

But  I  have  a  kinfman  much  of  his  ability, 
His  wit  and  carriage  z6,  (for  this,  call  him  fool) 
One  that  will  fpit  as  fenfelefs  fire  as  this  fellow. 

Cler.  And  fuch  a  man  to  undertake,  my  lord  ? 

Vert.  Nay,  he's  too  forward  ^  thefe  two  pitch-bar 
rels  together 

Cler.  Upon  my  foul,  no  harm. 

Vert.  It  makes  me  fmile. 
Why,  what  a  {linking  fmother  will  they  utter  ! 
Yes,  he  mall  undertake,  Sir,  as  my  champion, 
(Since  you  propound  it  mirth,  I'll  venture  on  it) 
And  mall  defend  my  caufe  :  But,  as  you're  honeft, 
Sport  not  with  blood  ! 

Cler.  Think  not  fo  bafely,  good  Sir. 

Vert.  A  fquirefhall  wait  upon  you  from  my  kinfman ; 
To-morrow  morning  make  your  fport  at  full ; 
You  want  no  fubjecl :  But,  no  wounds  ! 

i6  His  <wit  and  carriage.]  So  firit  folio ;  and  the  character  of  Sampfon 
proves  this  the  right  reading,  though  all  the  other  copies  fay,  'wiY 
and  COURAGE.  The  following  words  too,  FOR  THIS  call  him  fool, 
coniirrn  it. 

Ofr, 
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Cler.  That's  my  care. 

Vert.  And  fo,  good  day !         [Exe.  Vert,  and  Gent. 

Cler.  Many  unto  your  honour  ! 
This  is  a  noble  fellow,  of  a  fweet  fpirit. 
Now  muft  I  think  how  to  contrive  this  matter, 
For  together  they  (hall  go. 

Enter  Dinant. 

Din.  Oh,  Cleremont ! 
I  am  glad  I  have  found  thee. 

Cler.  I  can  tell  thee  rare  things. 

Din.  Oh,  1  can  tell  thee  rarer  ; 
Doft  thou  love  me  ? 

Cler.  Love  thee  ? 

Din.  Doft  thou  love  me  dearly  ? 
Dar'ft  thou  for  my  fake 

Cler.  Any  thing  that's  honcft. 

Din.  Tho'it  be  dangerous? 

Cler.  Pox  o'  dangerous  ! 

Din.  Nay,  wondrous  dangerous  ? 

Cler.  Wilt  thou  break  my  heart  ? 

Din.  Along  with  me  then. 

Cler.  I  muft  part  to-morrow. 

Din.  You  fhall,  you  mall.  Be  faithful  for  this  night, 
And  thou  haft  made  thy  friend  ! 

Cler.  Away,  and  talk  not !  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Lamira  and  Nurfe. 

Lam.  Oh,  Nurfe,  welcome!  Where's  Dinant ? 

Nurfe.  He's  at  my  back. 
'Tis  the  moft  liberal  gentleman — This  gold 
He  gave  me  for  my  pains  !  Nor  can  I  blame  you, 
If  you  yield  up  the  fort. 

Lam.  How !   yield  it  up  ? 

Nurfe.  I  know  not;  he  that  loves,  and  gives  fo  largely, 
And  a  young  lord  to  boot,  (or  I  am  cozen'd) 
May  enter  every  where. 

Lam.  Thou'lt  make  me  angry. 

Enter 
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Enter  Dinant  and  Cleremont. 

Nurfe.  Why,  if  you  are,  I  hope  here's  one  will 

pleafe  you  •, 

Look  on  him  with  my  eyes.  Good  luck  go  with  you  ! 
Were  I  young  for  your  fake 

Din.   I  thank  thee,  Nurfe. 

Nurfe.  I  would  be  traftable ;  and,  as  I  am 

Lam.  Leave  the  room  ! 
So  old,  and  fo  immodeft  !  And  be  careful, 
Since  whifpers  will  wake  fleeping  jealoufies, 
That  none  difturb  my  lord.  [Exit  Nurfe. 

Cler.  Will  you  difpatch  ? 
'Till  you  come  to  the  matter,  be  not  rapt  thus. 
Walk  in,  walk  in  ;  I  am  your  fcout  for  once  j 
You  owe  me  the  like  fervice. 

Din.  And  will  pay  it. 

Lam.  As  you  refpect  our  lives,  fpeak  not  fo  loud, 

Cler.  Why,  do  it  in  dumb  fhow  then  ;  I  am  fiienc'd* 

Lam.  Be  not  fo  hafty,  Sir  !   The  golden  apples 
Had  a  fell  dragon  for  their  guard  •,  your  pleafures 
Are  to  be  attempted  with  Herculean  danger,     . 
Or  never  to  be  gotten. 

Din.  Speak  the  means. 

Lam.  Thus,  briefly :  My  lord  fleeps  now — and,  alas, 
Each  night  he  only  fleeps. 

Cler.  Go,  keep  her  ftirring. 

Lam.  Now,  if  he  wake,  as  fometimes  he  does, 
He  only  ftretches  out  his  hand,  and  feels 
Whether  I  am  a-bed,  which  being  affur'd  of, 
He  fleeps  again  -,  but,  (hould  he  mifs  me,  valour 
Could  not  defend  our  lives. 

Din.  What's  to  be  done  then  ? 

Lam.  Servants  have  fervile  faiths,  nor  have  I  any 
That  I  dare  truft ;  on  noble  Cleremont 
We  fafeiy  may  rely. 

Cler.  What  man  can  do 
Command,  and  boldly. 

Lam.  Thus  then  •,  in  my  place 

You 
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You  muft  lie  with  my  lord. 

Cler.  With  an  old  man  ? 
Two  beards  together  ?  that's  prepofterous  ! 

Lam.  There  is  no  other  way  •,  and,  tho'  'tis  dangerous, 
He  having  fervants  within  call,  and  arm'd  too, 
Slaves  fed  to  adt  all  that  his  jealoufy 
And  rage  command  them,  yet  a  true  friend  (hould  not 
Check  at  the  hazard  of  a  life. 

Cler.  I  thank  you  ! 

I  love  my  friend,  but  know  no  reafon  why 
To  hate  myfclf.     To  be  a  kind  of  pandar, 
You  fee,  I  am  willing ; 
But,  to  betray  mine  own  throat  you  muft  pardon. 

Din.  Then  I  am  lolt,  and  all  my  hopes  defeated ! 
Were  I  to  hazard  ten  times  more  for  you, 
You  (hould  find,  Cleremont 

Cler.  You  (hall  not  out-do  me  ; 
Fall  what  may  fall,  Til  do't. 

Din.  But,  for  his  beard 

Lam.  To  cover  that,  you  (hall  have  my  night-linen: 
And,  you  diipos'd  of,  my  Dinant  and  I 
Will  have  fome  private  conference. 

Enter  Cbampernel  privately. 
Cler.  Private  doing, 
Or  I'll  not  venture. 

La  m.  T  hat's  as  we  agree.  [  Exeunt  omnespraitr  Champ. 

Nurfe  and  Charlotte  pafs  over  the  ftage  with  pillows^ 

night-cloatbs,  and  fucb  things. 
Champ.   What  can  this  woman  do,  preferving  her 

honour  ? 

I  have  given  her  all  the  liberty  that  may  be. 
I  will  not  be  far  off  tho',  nor  I  will  not  be  jealous, 
Nor  truft  too  much  :  I  think  fhe  is  virtuous  -9 
Yet,  when  I  hold  her  beft,  fhe's  but  a  woman, 
As  full  of  frailty  as  of  faith,  a  poor  flight  woman, 
And  her  bed  thoughts  but  weak  fortifications  •, 
There  may  be  a  mine  wrought.     Well,  let  'em  work 
then  ; 

Ifhall 
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I  fhall  meet  with  it ;  'till  the  figns  be  monflroiis, 
And  flick  upon  my  head,  I  will  not  believe  it, 

[Stands  private* 
She  may  be,  and  fhe  may  not.  Now  to  my  obfervatiom 

Enter  Dinant  and  Lamira. 

Din.  Why  do  you  make  me  (lay  fo  ?  If  you  love  me—* 

Lam.  You  are  too  hot  and  violent. 

Din.  Why  do  you  Ihift  thus 
From  one  chamber  to  another  ? 

Lam.  A  little  delay,  Sir, 
Like  fire  a  little  fprinkled  o'er  with  water> 
Makes  the  defires  burn  clear,  and  ten  times  hotter* 

Din.  Why  do  you  fpeak  fo  loud  ?  I  pray  go  in$ 
Sweet  miftrefs.     I  am  mad !  Time  fteals  away, 
And  when  we  would  enjoy 

Lam.  Now,  fy,  fy,  fervant ! 
Like  fenfual  beafts  fhall  we  enjoy  our  pleafures  ? 

Din.  Pray  do  but  kifs  me  then  *7. 

Lam.  Why,  that  I  will, 
And  you  fhall  find  anon,  fervant 

Din,  Softly,  for  Heaven's  fake ! 
You  know  my  friend's  engag'd.  A  little  j  now,  now  ! 
Will  you  go  in  again  ? 

Lam.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha! 

Din.  Why  do  you  laugh  fo  loud,  precious  ? 
Will  you  betray  me  ?  have  my  friend's  throat  cut  ? 

Lam.  Come,  come,  I'll  kifs  thee  again. 

Champ.  Will  you  fo  ?  You're  liberal ! 
If  you  do  cozen  me 

*7  Pray  do  not  kifs  me  then.~\  Dinant's  ahfwer  and  Lamira's  reply 
feem  to  have  loft  all  their  humour  by  this  pointing.  The  former  being 
eager  with  expectation,  me  nfks  him  tauntingly,  whether  they  Jhould 
enjoy  their  pleafut  e  like  fenfual  beafls  ?  He_fmartly  anfwers,  by  no  means  % 
don't  let  us  do  fo  ;  and  for  that  reafon  kifi  me.  -KiJJing  being  the  di- 
ftinfUon  between  the  fondnefs  of  human  creatures  and  that  of  beafts : 
She  immediately  complies,  but  fpeaks  and  fmacks  fo  loud,  that  (he 
puts  him  into  a  panick  inftead  of  a  rapture.  Seward. 

Mr.  Seward  reads-,  Pray  do  not  ;  kifs  me  then.  The  error  originated 
from  the  fecond  folio,  which  reads  not  for  but ;  and  even  that  is  pre 
ferable  to  Seurard's  variation,  which  we  took  for  an  error  of  the  prefs, 
before  we  were  aware  of  his  note. 

Enter 
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Enter  Nurfey  with  wine. 

Din.  What's  this  ? 

Lam.  Wine,  wine  •,  a  draught  or  two. 

Din.  What  does  this  woman  here  ? 

Lam.  She  (hall  not  hinder  you. 

Din.  This  might  have  been  fpar*d ; 
'Tis  but  delay,  and  time  loft.  Pray  fend  her  foftly  off. 

Lam.  Sit  down,  and  mix  your  fpirits  with  wine ; 
I  will  make  you  another  Hercules. 

Din.  I  dare  not  drink. 
Fy,  what  delays  you  make  !  I  dare  not ; 
I  (hall  be  drunk  prefently,  and  do  ftrange  things  then. 

Lam.  Not  drink  a  cup  with  your  milt  re  is  !  Oh,  the 
pleafure ! 

Din.  Lady,  why  this  ?  [Mufick. 

Lam.  We  muft  have  mirth  to  our  wine,  man. 

Din.  Plague  o*  the  mufick. 

Champ.  God-a-mercy,  wench ! 
If  thou  doft  cuckold  me,  I  (hall  forgive  thee. 

Din.  The  houle  will  all  rife  now ;  this  will  difturb  all. 
Did  you  do  this  ? 

Lam.  Peace,  and  fit  quiet,  fool ! 
You  love  me  ;  come,  fit  down,  and  drink. 

Enter  Cleremont  above. 

Cler.  What  a  devil  ail  you  ? 
How  cold  I  fweat!  A  hog's  pox  flop  your  pipes ! 

[Mufick. 

The  thing  will  wake.     Now,  now,  methinks  I  rind 
His  fword  juft  gliding  thro*  my  throat.  What's  that  ? 
A  vengeance  choak  your  pipes !  Are  you  there,  lady? 
Stop,  Hop  thofe  rafcals !  Do  you  bring  me  hither 
To  be  cut  into  minc'd  meat  ?  Why,  Dinant ! 

Din.  I  cannot  do  withal ; 
1  have  fpoke,  and  fpoke  •,  I  am  betray'd  and  loft  too. 

Cler.  Do  you  hear  me?  do  you  underftand  me  ? 
Plague  damn  your  whittles  !  [Mufick  ends. 

Lam.  'Twas  but  an  over-fight; 
VOL.  IV.  P  They've 
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They've  done ;  lie  down. 

Cler.  'Would  you  had  done  too ;  you  know  not 
In  what  a  mifery  and  fear  I  lie : 
You  have  a  lady  in  your  arms. 

Din.  1  would  have.  [The  recorders  again. 

Champ.  I'll  watch  you,  goodman  Would-have  ! 

Cler.  Remove,  for  Heaven's  fake,. 
And  fall  to  that  you  come  for. 

Lam.  Lie  you  down ; 
'Tis  but  an  hour's  endurance  now*. 

Cler.  I  dare  not; 
Softly,  fweet  lady.     God's  heart 28 ! 

Lam.  'Tis  nothing  but  your  fear  ;  he  deeps,  frill 

foundly. 
Lie  gently  down. 

Cler.  Pray  make  an  end. 

Din.  Come,  madam. 

Lam.  Thefe  chambers  are  too  near. 

Champ.  I  ihall  be  nearer.          [Exe.  Din.  and  Lam:. 
Well,  go  thy  ways  -9  I'll  truft  thee  thro'  the  world, 
Deal  how  thou  wilt :  That  that  I  never  feel, 
I'll  never  fear.     Yet,  by  the  honour  of  a  foldier, 
I  hold  thee  truly  noble.     How  thefe  things  will  look, 
And  how  their  bloods  will  curdle  !  Play  on,  children  •, 
You  mall  have  pap  anon.     Oh,  thou  grand  fool, 
That  thou  knew'ft  but  thy  fortune  !        [Mufick  done. 

Cler.  Peace,  good  madam ! 

Stop  her  mouth,  Dinant.  It  fteeps  yet ;  pray  be  wary  ; 
Difpatch  ;  I  can't  endure  this  mifery ;  I  can 
Hear  nothing  more ;  I'll  fay  my  prayers,  and  down 
again.  [Whiftle  within. 

A  thoufand  larums  *9  fall  upon  my  quarters  ! 

Heav'n 

'-'•'  Softly  fiveet  ladj — — —  heart  r]  Former  copies.  We  mull  either 
read  hark!  for heart?  or  rather  believe  there  has  been  fome  omifiion 
from  delicacy. 

29  A  thoufand  dzxm's  fall  upon  my  quarters."]  Lamms  are  often  ufed 
by  our  Authors  for  alarms,  and  the  verfe  requires  it  here.  They  are 
both  derived  from  the  Italian  alarme,  i.  e.  Tearrus.  Without  know 
ing  this,  the  metaphor  will  be  probably  mifunderilood  -t  his  quarters 

ieems 
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Heav'n  fend  me  off!  When  I  lie  keeping  coarfes J0 — 
Plague  o*  your  fumbling,  Dinant !  How  I  fhake ! 
'Tis  ftill  again.    'Would  I  were  in  the  Indies !      [ Exit. 

Enter  Dinant  and  Lamira  :  A  tight  within. 

Din.  Why  do  you  ufe  me  thus?  thus  poorly,  bafcly  ? 
Work  me  into  a  hope,  and  then  deftroy  me  ? 
Why  did  you  lend  for  me?  this  new  way  train  me  > 

Lam.  Madman,  and  fool,  and  falfe  man,  now  I'll 
fhew  thee ! 

Din.  Pray  put  your  light  out. 

Lam.  Nay,  I'll  hold  it  thus, 

That  ail  chalte  eyes  may  fee  thy  luft,  and  fcorn  it ! 
Tell  me  but  this,  when  you  firft  doted  on  me, 
And  made  fuit  to  enjoy  me  as  your  wife, 
Did  you  not  hold  me  honed  ? 

Din.  Yes,  mod  virtuous. 

Lam.  And  did  not  that  appear  the  only  luftrc, 
That  made  me  worth  your  love  and  admiration  ? 

Din.  I  mull  confefs. 

Lam.  Why  would  you  deal  fo  bafely  ? 
So  like  a  thief,  a  villain 

Din.  Peace,  good  madam  ! 

Lam.  Til  fpeak  aloud  too  ! — Thus  maliciouily, 
Thus  breaking  all  the  rules  of  honefty, 
Of  honour  and  of  truth  (for  which  I  lov'd  you, 
For  which  I  call'd  you  fcrvant,  and  admir'd  you) 
To  (leal  that  jewel  purchas'd  by  another, 
Pioufly  fet  in  wedlock,  even  that  jewel, 

fecms  to  mean  the  odd  poll  he  was  quartered  in,  and  he  had  a  thoufand 
a/arms  beating  on  every  fide  of  him.  Semcard. 

Mcft  nor  every  Reader  fuppofe  /arums  was  introduced  to  the  text  by 
this  ingenious  Commentator  ?  Indeed,  it  was  not,  as  the  old  folio 
proves. 

J0  When  1  He  keeping  courfes.]  I  know  no  idea  to  keeping  courfes 
that  will  at  all  fuit  the  occ.fion  it  is  here  (poke  upon  ;  I  theiefore  read, 
keeping  coarfes,  or  thatching  of  dead  bodies.  Dinant  had  before  call'd 
Champernel  Latmras  grave,  and  Cleremont  may  in  the  fame  fpirit 
call  him  a  dead  tor p*t  and  his  own  Hat  ion,  like  that  of  perfons  fet  to 
watch  one,  generally  attended  with  fears  and  horrors.  This  receives 
ftill  additional  humour  fiom  the  tliange  miftakehe  is  under.  Sward. 

P  2  Becaufe 
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Becaufe  it  had  no  flaw,  you  held  unvaluable? 
Can  he  that  has  lov'd  good,  dote  on  the  devil  ? 
(For  he  that  leeks  a  whore,  feeks  but  his  agent) 
Or  am  I  of  fo  wild  and  low  a  blood, 
So  nurs'd  in  infamies- 

Din*  I  do  not  think  fo, 
And  I  repent. 

Lam.  That  will  not  ferve  your  turn,  Sir. 

Din.  It  was  your  treaty  drew  me  on. 

Lam.  But  it  was  your  villainy 
Made  you  purfue  it.     I  drew  you  but  to  try 
How  much  a  man,  and  nobly  you  durft  Hand, 
How  well  you  had  deferv'd  the  name  of  virtuous  : 
But  you,  like  a  wild  torrent,  mix'd  with  all 
Beaftly  and  bafe  afteftions,  came  floating  on, 
Swelling  your  poifon'd  billows 

Din.  Will  you  betray  me  ? 

Lam.  To  all  the  mis'ries  a  vex'd  womaa  may. 

Din.  Let  me  but  out, 

Give  me  but  room  to  tofs  my  fword  about  me, 
And  I  will  tell  you,  you're  a  treacherous  woman  I 
Oh,  that  I  had  but  words 

Lam.  They  will  not  ferve  you. 

Din.  But  two-edg'd  words,  to  cat  thee!  A  lady- 
traitor  ? 

Perim  by  a  proud  puppet  ?  I  did  you  too  much  honour 
To  tender  you  my  love ;  too  much  refpeded  you, 
To  think  you  worthy  of  my  worft  embraces. 
Go,  take  your  groom,  and  let  him  dally  with  you, 
Your  greafy  groom  !  I  fcorn  to  imp  your  lame  ftock; 
You  are  not  fair,  nor  handfome-,  I  lied  loudly,. 
This  tongue  abus'd  you,  when  it  ipoke  you  beauteous. 

Lam.  JTis  very  well,  'tis  brave  \ 

Din.  Put  out  your  light  -9 
Your  lafcivious  eyes  are  flames  enough 
For  fools  to  find  you  out.    A  lady-plotter  ? 
Mufl  I  begin  your  facrifice  of  mifchief  ? 
I  and  my  friend,  the  firft-fruits  of  that  blood 
You  and  your  honourable  hulband  aim  at  ? 

Crooked 
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Crooked  and  wretched  you  are  both  ! 

Lam.  To  you,  Sir; 
Yet,  to  the  eye  of  Juftice,  ftraight  as  truth* 

Din.  Is  this  a  woman's  love  ?  a  woman's  mercy  ? 
Do  you  profefs  this  ferioufly  ?  Do  you  laugh  at  me  ? 

Lam.  Ha,  ha ! 

Din.    Plague  light  upon  your  fcorns,  upon  your 

flatteries ! 

Upon  your  tempting  faces,  all  deftru&ions  ! 
A  bed-rid  winter  hang  upon  your  checks, 
Andblaft,blaft,  blaft  thofe  buds  of  pride  thatpaint  you! 
Death  in  your  eyes,  to  fright  men  from  theie  dangers, 
Raife  up  your  trophy  !  Cleremont ! 

Cler.  What  a  vengeance  ail  you  ?        [Noife  within. 

Din.  What  difmal  noife  n  !  Is  there  no  honour  in 

you? 

Cleremont,  we  are  betray'd,  betray'd,  fold  by  a  woman ! 
Deal  bravely  for  thyielf. 

Ger.  This  comes  of  rutting ! 
Are  we  made  dales  JX  to  one  another  ? 

Din.  Yes ; 
We  are  undone,  loft. 

Cler.  You  (hall  pay  for't,  greybeard  ! 
Up,  up  !  you  deep  your  lad  elie ! 

[Lights  above ',  two  Servants  and  Anabel. 

1  Serv.  No,  not  yet,  Sir. 

Lady,  look  up.  WouKt  you  have  wrong'd  this  beauty  ? 
Wake  fo  tender  a  virgin  with  rough  terms  P 
You  wear  a  fword  ;  we  mud  entreat  you  leave  it. 

2  Serv.  Fy,  Sir  !  fo  fweet  a  lady  ? 
Cler.  Was  this  my  bedfellow  ? 

Pray,  give  me  leave  to  look  !  I  am  not  mad  yet ; 
I  may  be  by  and  by.     Did  this  lie  by  me  ? 

'•  Din.  What  difmal  noift  ?]  Either  this  is  a  continuation  of  GVrr- 
mont't  fpeech,  or  Come  marginal  direction,  as  not/ft  within,  is  left  out ; 
the  latter  Teems  mod  probable  to  me,  the  former  to  Mr.  Sympfon. 

Snuard. 

We  think  with  Mr.  Seward  here. 

'*  Are  <we  made  ftales  fo  one  another.]  Sta/e*  is  a  technical  name 
for  faoy-ducks.  Seward. 

P3  Did 
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Did  I  fear  this  ?  Is  this  a  caufe  to  {hake  at  ? 
Away  with  me,  for  fhame !  I  am  a  rafcal. 

Enter  Champernel,  Beaupre^  Verdone,  Lamira^  Anabe!y 
Cleremont)  and  two  Servants. 

Din.  I  am  amaz'd  too. 

Beau.  We'll  recover  yon. 

Verdone.  You  walk  like  Robin  Good-fellow,  all  the 

houfe  over, 
And  every  man  afraid  of  you. 

Din.  'Tis  well,  lady  ! 

The  honour  of  this  deed  will  be  your  own  -, 
The  world  mall  know  your  bounty. 

Beau.  What  mall  we  do  with  'emj* 

Cler.  Geld  me  •, 

For  'tis  not  fit  I  ihould  be  a  man  again  ; 
I  am  an  afs,  a  dog  ! 

Lam.  Take  your  revenges ; 
You  know  my  hufband's  wrongs  and  your  own  lofles* 

Ana.  A  brave  man,  an  admirable  brave  man  ! 
Well,  well,  I  would  not  be  lb  tried  again. 
A  very  handfome  proper  gentleman  ! 

Cler,  Will  you  let  me  lie  by  her  but  one  hour  more, 
And  then  hans;  me  ? 

O 

Din.  We  wait  your  malke ;  put  your  fwords  home 

bravely  ! 
You  have  reafon  to  feek  blood. 

Lam.  Not,  as  you  are  noble ! 

Champ.  Hands  off,  and  give  them  liberty ;  only  did 
arm  'em. 

Beau.  We  have  done  that  already. 

Champ.  You  are  welcome,  gentlemen ! 
I  am  glad  my  houfe  has  any  pleaiure  for  you. 
I  keep  a  couple  of  ladies  here,  they  fay  fair, 
And  you  are  young  and  handfome  gentlemen: 
Have  you  any  more  mind  to  wenches  ? 

Cler.  To  be  abus'd  too  !  Lady,  you  might  have 
help'd  this. 

4na.  Sir,  now  'tis  pafl  ;  but  it  may  be  I  may  ftand 

Your 
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Your  friend  hereafter,  in  a  greater  matter. 

CUr.  Never  whilft  you  live. 

Ana.  You  cannot  tell. 
Now,  Sir,  a  parting  hand. 

Cler.  Down  and  rofes  ! 

Well,  I  may  live  to  fee  you  again.     A  dull  rogue ! 
No  revelation  in  thee  ? 

Lam.  Were  you  well  frighted  ? 
Were  your  fits  from  the  heart  ?    of  all  colds  and 

colours-? 
That's  all  your  punilhment. 

CUr.  It  might  have  been  all  yours, 
Had  not  a  blockhead  undertaken  it. 

Champ.  Your  fwords  you  muft  leave  to  thcfe  gen 
tlemen. 

Vcrdont.  And  now,  when  you  dare  fight, 
We  are  on  even  ice  again. 

Din.  'Tis  well. 

To  be  a  miftrefs,  is  to  be  a  monfler  JJ ! 
And  fo  I  leave  your  houie,  and  you,  for  ever. 

Lam.  Leave  your  wildlufts,and  then  you  area  matter. 

Champ.  You  may  depart  too. 

Cler.  I  had  rather  flay  here. 

Champ.  Faith,  we  (hall  fright  you  worfe. 

Cier.  Not  in  that  manner ; 
There's  five  hundred  crowns,  fright  me  but  fo  again. 

35  70  be  a  mijlrcjs,  is  to  he  a  monjlcr.]  Laimi.i's  aniwer  plainly 
(hews,  that  Dinant  call'd  himfelf,  not  her,  a  momter ;  t  e  a  mon- 
ftrous  fool,  as  he  afterwards  fays  more  plainly.  M  r.  Symplon  toncurr'd 
with  me  in  pointing  out  the  corruption,  and  in  the  lenle  that  ought 
to  be  reftored.  He  reads, 

To  be  a.  miftrejit,  is  to  Iff  a  monfter ; 

but  as  this  gives  a  harihnefs  to  the  meafure,  I  have  ventur'd  to  prefer 
the  correction  I  had  made  before  the  receipt  of  his.  Srward. 

Mr.  Scward  reads, 

To  have  a  miftrefs ,  is  to  be  a  monfer. 

Lamira's  reply  feems  to  argue  for  the  old  reading.  Dinant  fays, 
4o  BE  a  mijlrefs,  is  to  be  a  monfer. — *  Leave  your  Jufts,  fays  (he, 
•  and  you  will  not  be  influenced  by  a  miftrefs  ;  you  will  be  zmafter.'' 
This  paflage,  however,  may  be  claffed  among  the  doubtful  ones. 

J.N. 

P4 
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Din.  Come,  Cleremont,  this  is  the  hour  of  fool. 
Cler.  Wifer  the  next  ihall  be,  or  we'll  to  fchool. 

[Exeunt  Cler.  and  Din. 

Champ.  How  coolly  thefe  hot  gallants  are  departed  ! 
Faith,  con  (in,  'twas  unconfcionably  done, 
To  lie  fo  ftill,  and  fo  long. 

Ana.  'Twas  your  pleafure  ; 
If 'twere  a  fault,  [  may  hereafter  mend. 

Champ.  Oh,  my  beft  wife, 

Take  now  what  courfe  thou  wilt,  and  lead  what  life. 
Lam.  The  more  truft  you  commit,  the  more  care 

ftill, 
Goodnefs  and  virtue  mall  attend  my  will. 

Champ.  Let's  laugh  this  night  out  now,  and  count 

our  gains. 

We  have  our  honours  home,  and  they  their  pains. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT        IV. 


Enter  Cleremont  and  Dinant. 

D/».T  T  holds,  they  will  go  thither. 

i       Cler.  To  their  fummer-houfe  ? 
Din.  Thither  i'  th'  evening  •,  and,  which  is  the  moft 

infliction, 

Only  to  infult  upon  our  miferies. 
Cler.  Are  you  provided  ? 
Din.  Yes,  yes. 
Cler.  Throughly? 
Din.  Throughly. 
Cler.  Bafta,  enough 3fi !  I  have  your  mind ;  I  will 

not  fail  you. 
Din.  At  fuch  an  hour. 

Cler. 

J6  Bafta,  enough.}  Mr.  Sympfon  obferves  that  enough,   here,  was 

a  marginal 
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CUr.  Have  I  a  memory  ? 
A  caufe,  and  will  to  do  ?  —  Thou  art  fo  fullcn  - 

Din.  And  (hall  be,  till  I  have  a  fair  reparation. 

Cler.  I  have  more  reaibn,  for  I  'fcap'd  a  fortune, 
Which,  if  I  come  fo  near  again  —  I  fay  nothing  •, 
But  if  I  fweat  not  in  another  falhion  - 
Oh,  a  delicate  wench  ! 

Din.  ''Tis  certain  a  moft  handfome  one. 

Cler.  And,  methought,  the  thing  was  angry  with 

itfelf  too, 

It  lay  fo  long  conceaPd.  But  I  mud  part  with  you  ; 
I  have  a  fcene  of  mirth,  to  drive  this  from  my  heart, 
And  my  hour  is  come. 

Din.  Mifs  not  your  time. 

CUr.  I  dare  not.  [Exeunt  fever  'ally. 

Enter  Sampfon  and  a  Gentleman. 

Gent.  I  prefume,  Sir,  you  now  need  no  inftruction, 
But  fairly  know  what  belongs  to  a  gentleman  : 
You  bear  your  uncle's  caufe. 

Samp.  Do  not  difturb  me  ; 
I  underftand  my  caufe,  and  the  right  carriage. 

Gent.  Be  not  too  bloody. 

Samp.  As  I  find  my  enemy  ;  if  his  fvvord  bite, 
If  it  bite,  Sir,  you  muft  pardon  me. 

Gent.  No  doubt  he  is  valiant  ; 
He  durft  not  undertake  elfe. 

Samp.  He's  mod  welcome, 
As  he's  moft  valiant  ;  he  were  no  man  for  me  elfe. 

Gent.  But  fay  he  mould  relent. 

Samp.  He  dies  relenting, 
(I  cannot  help  it)  he  muft  die  relenting  ; 

a  marginal  explanation  of  the  Italian  woid  baft  a  ;  and  adds  nothing 
to  the  text  but  a  tautology  in  fenfe,  and  a  redundancy  in  meafure. 


Mr.  Seward  therefore  omits  the  word  enough.  We  cannot  think  that 
the  old  tranfcribers  were  very  folicitous  to  give  marginal  explanations. 
Many  paflages  have  been  miftaken  for  want  of  them.  Repetitions  in 
familiar  con  ver  fat  ion  aie  common,  and  often  graceful,  rather  than 
puiology. 
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If  fee  pray,  praying,  ipfo  faffio^  praying; 
(Your  honourable  way  admits  no  prayer) 
And  if  he  fight,  he  falls  •,  there's  his  quietus. 

Gent.  You're  nobly  pun&ual.  Let's  retire  and  mee$ 

'ern ; 
But  ftill,  I  fay,  have  mercy  1 

Samp.  I  fay,  honour  !  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Cbampernel,  Lamira,  Anabel,  Beaupre,  Ferdont^ 
Charlotte,  and  a  Servant. 

Lam.  Will  not  you  go,  fweetheart  ? 

Champ.  Go  ?  I'll  fly  with  thee ! 
I  ftay  behind  ? 

Lam.  My  father  will  be  there  too? 
And  all  our  bejft  friends. 

Beau.  And  if  we  be  not  merry, 
We  have  hard  luck,  lady. 

Verdone.  Faith,  let's  have  a  kind  of  play. 

Champ.  What  fhall  it  be  ? 

Verdone.  The  ftory  of  Dinant. 

Lam.  With  the  merry  conceits  of  Cleremont, 
His  fits  and  fevers. 

Ana.  But  I'll  lie  ilill  no  more. 

]Lam.  That,  as  you  make  the  play.    'Twill  be  rare 

fport  •, 

And  how  'twill  vex  my  gallants,  when  they  hear  it ! 
Have  you  giv'n  order  for  the  coach  ? 

Char.  Yes,  madam. 

Champ.  My  eafy  nag,  and  pad  ? 

Serv.  'Tis  making  ready. 

Champ.  Where  are  your  horfes  ? 

Beau.  Ready  at  an  hour,  Sir. 
We'll  not  be  laft. 

Champ.  Fly  !  what  a  night  fhall  we  have 37  ? 

37  Champ.  Fy,  what  a  night Jhall<we  ba<ue.~\  As  Champernel  pro 
motes  and  not  difcourages  the  fcheme  of  mirth,  fy  is  furely  wrong,  ft 
might  be  Jty,  in  anfwer  to  Bcaupre,  but  I  rather  think  it  was  a  note  of 
joy  inilead  of  difapprobation  ;  as  bey  !  or  fomething  to  that  effeft. 

Seaward. 

Mr.  Seward  reads,  bey!  We  prefer  his  other  conjedture,^,  which 
the  next  fpeech  feems  to  countenance. 

A  roaring 
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A  roaring  merry  night ! 

Lam.   We'll  fly  at  all,  Sir. 

Champ.  I'll  fly  at  thee  too,  finely,  and  fo  raffle  thec ! 
I'll  try  your  art  upon  a  country  pallet. 

Lam.  Brag  not  too  much,  for  fear  I  fhould  expect  it  j 
Then,  if  you  fail 

Champ.   I  hou  fay'ft  too  true  ;  we  all  talk. 
But  let's  in,  and  prepare,  and  after  dinner 
Begin  our  mirthful  pilgrimage. 

Lam.  He  that's  fad, 
A  crab-fac'd  miftrefs  cleave  to  him  for  this  year ! 

[Exeunt. 
Enter  Cleremont  and  La-Writ. 

La-Writ.  Since  it  cannot  be  the  judge 

Cler.  'Tis  a  great  deal  better. 

La-Writ.  You  are  fure  he  is  his  kinfman  ?  a  gen 
tleman  ? 

Cler.  As  arrant  a  gentleman,  and  a  brave  fellow, 
And  fo  near  to  his  blood • 

La-Writ.  It  (hall  fuffice  : 
I'll  fet  him  further  off,  I'll  give  a  remove 
Shall  quit  his  kindred  ;  I'll  lop  him. 

Cler.  Will  you  kill  him  ? 

La-Writ.  An  there  were  no  more  coufins  in   the 

world,  I  kifl  him  ! 

I  do  mean,  Sir,  to  kill  all  my  lord's  kindred ; 
For  every  cauie  a  coufm. 

Cler.  How  if  he  have  no  more  coufins  ? 

La-Writ.  The  next  a-km  then  to  his  iordfhip's  fa- 

vour ; 
The  man  he  fmi!es  upon. 

Cler.  Why,  this  is  vengeance, 
Horrid,  and  dire. 

La-Writ.  I  love  a  dire  revenge  : 
'  Give  me  the  man  that  will  all  others  kill, 
'  Andlafthimielf'V 

'f  Give  me  the  man  that  will  all  others  kill, 

Andlaft  himfeff."}  There  is  certainly  great  humour  in  this  quota- 
lion,  if  we  knew  from  whence  it  was  taken.  Such  a  fenUment,  or  foroe- 

thing 
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Cler.  You  dole  that  refolution. 

La-Writ.  I  had  it  in  a  play  ;  but  that's  all  one, 
J  would  lee  it  done. 

Cler.  Come,  you  muft  be  more  merciful. 

La-Writ.  To  no  lord's  coufins  in  the  world  ;  I  hate 

'em! 

A  lord's  coufin  to  me  is  a  kind  of  cockatrice ; 
If  I  fee  him  firft,  he  dies39. 

Cler.   A  (Irange  antipathy  ! 
What  think  you  of  their  nieces  ? 

La-Writ.  If  I  like  'em, 
They  may  live,  and  multiply. — 'Tis  a  cold  morning. 

Ckr.  3Tis  fharp  indeed.     You've  broke  your  fait  ? 

La-Writ.  No,  verily. 

Cler.  Your  valour  would  have  aik'd  a  good  founda 
tion. 

La-Writ.  Hang  him,  I'll  kill  him  fafting. 

Enter  Sampfon  and  the  Gentleman. 

Cler.  Here  they  come.  ' 

Bear  yourfelf,  in  your  language,  fmooth  and  gently  -9 
When  your  fwords  argue 

La-Writ.  Pray,  Sir,  fpare  your  precepts. 

Gent.  I  have  brought  you,  Sir 

La-Writ.  'Tis  very  well  •,  no  words. 
You're  welcome,  Sir  ! 

Samp.  I  thank  you,  Sir-,  few  words. 

La-Writ,  I'll  kill  you  for  your  uncle's  fake. 

thing  like  this  ientiment,  had  probably  been  introduced  as  a  piece  of 
ierious  fublimity  ;  for  had  it  been  before  comic  only,  there  would  be 
no  humour  in  the  quotation.  Whoever  reads  Almanzor,  wrote  by  fo 
eminent  a  poet  as  Mr.  Dryden,  will  not  wonder  to  find  fentiments  as 
ridiculous  as  this  in  tragedies  of  fome  note.  Swgard. 

*9  If  I  fee  himfrjt  he  dies. 

A  ft  range  antipathy. ,]  Did  the  latter  part  belong  to  La~Writ>  the 
line  would  have  been  continued,  for  the  three  firlt  monofyllables  being 
contracted  by  the  reader  into  two,  (a  libeity  the  old  Poets  often  ufe) 
the  verfe  is  compleat.  This,  together  with  the  humour  the  fentiment 
receives,  by  making  it  the  obfervation  of  Cleremont  upon  what  La- 
Writ  had  faid,  feems  to  prove  fuffidently  that  it  belongs  to  him. 

SewarJ. 

Samp. 
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Samp.  I  love  you ; 
I'll  cut  your  throat  for  your  own  fake. 

La-Writ.  I  efteem  of  you  4°. 

Cler.  Let's  render  'em  honed  and  fair  gentlemen. 
Search  my  friend,  I'll  fearch  yours. 

Gent.  That's  quickly  done. 

Cler.  You  come  with  no  fpclls,  nor  witchcrafts  ? 

Samp.  I  come  fairly,  to  kill  him  honeitly. 

La  Writ.  Hang  fpells  and  witchcrafts  ! 
I  come  to  kill  my  lord's  nephew  like  a  gentleman  ; 
And  fo  I  kifs  his  hand. 

Gent.  This  doublet  is  too  ftiff. 

La-Writ.  Off  with't-,  I  hate  it,  [Hejlrips. 

And  all  fuch  fortifications :  Feel  my  (kin  •> 
If  that  be  ftiff,  flea  that  off  too. 

Gent.  'Tis  no  foft  one. 

La-Writ.  Off  with 't,  I  fay! 
I'll  fight  with  him  like  a  flead  cat. 

Gent.  You're  well,  you're  well. 

Cler.  You  mull  uncafe  too. 

Samp.  Yes,  Sir. 

But  tell  me  this,  why  mould  I  mix  mine  honour 
With  a  fellow  that  has  ne'er  a  lace  in's  (hire  ? 

Gent.  That's  a  main  poiiu  •,  my  friend  has  two. 

Cler.  That's  true,  Sir. 

La-Writ.  Bale  and  degen'rate  coufin,  doft  not  thou 

know, 

An  old  and  taucr'd  colours  to  the  enemy 
Is  of  more  honour,  and  fhews  more  ominous  ? 
This  fhirt  five  times  victorious  1  have  fought  under, 
And  cut  thro'  fquadrons  of  your  curious  cut- works, 
As  I  will  do  thro'  thine.     Shake,  and  be  iadsfied  \ 

*°  I  tfeem  of  vow.]  The  ^Tcems  here  only  to  hurt  both  fenfe  and 
meafurc.  This  is  a  fine  continuation  of  the  banter  on  the  French. 
politcneG  in  duelling.  And  I  doubt  not  but  ojr  Poets  who  fo  often, 
and  v.ith  fuch  infinite  variety  of  humour,  have  banter'd  the  (hocking 
fafhiou  of  their  age,  of  fighting  for  every  trifle,  did  not  little  contribute 
to  the  reformation  of  their  countrymen  in  that  particular.  SewarJ. 

There  is  a  ftifFcomplaifint  formality  in  the  of\  and  it  is  perfectly 
in  the  ftile,  not  onJy  of  the  character,  but  of  the  times. 

Cler. 
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Cler.  This  is  unanfwerable. 

Samp.  But  may  I  fight 
With  a  foul  fliirt  ? 

Gent.  Moft  certain,  fo  it  be 
A  fighting  fhirt,  let  it  be  ne'er  fo  foul,  or  loufy  : 
Caefar  wore  fuch  a  one. 

Samp.  Saint  Denis,  then  ! 
I  accept  your  fliirt. 

Cler.  Not  fo  forward ;  firft,  you  muft  talk  ; 
(It  is  a  main  point  of  the  French  method) 
Talk  civilly,  and  make  your  caufe  authentic. 

Gent.  No  weapon  muft  be  near  you,  nor  no  anger, 

Cler.  When  you  have  done,  then  ftir  your  refolutions ; 
Take  to  your  weapons  bravely. 

La  Writ.  'Tis  too  cold: 
This  for  a  fummer  fight. 

Cler.  Not  for  a  world 
You  fhould  tranfgrefs  the  rules 

Samp.  'Tis  peevifh  weather ; 
Pd  rather  fight  without. 

Gent.  An  'twere  in  a  river 

Cler.  Where  both  flood  up  to  th'  chins  ! 

La  Writ.  Then  let's  talk  quickly. 
Plague  os  this  circumftance  ! 

Cler.  Are  the  horfes  come  yet  ? 

Gent.  Yes,  certain. — Give  your  fwords  to  us ;  now, 
civilly. 

Cler.  We'll  ftand  a  while  off.— Take  the  things, 

and  leave  'em — 

You  know  when — and  let  the  children  play : 
This  is  a  dainty  time  of  year  for  puppies. 
'Would  the  old  lord  were  here  ! 

Gent.  He'd  die  with  laughter. 

Cler.  I'm  forry  I've  no  time  to  fee  this  game  out  •, 
Away,  away  ! 

Gent.  Here's  like  to  be  a  hot  fight. 
Call  when  ye're  fit.  [Exeunt  Cler.  and  Gent. 

LaWrit.  Why,  look  you,  Sir,  you  feem  to  be  a 
gentleman, 

And 
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And  you  come  in  honour  of  your  uncle — Boh,  boh, 

'tis  very  cold  ! — 

Your  uncle  has  offer'd  me  fome  few  affronts, 
Paft  flefti  and  blood  to  bear — Boh,  boh,  wondrous 

cold ! 

Samp.  My  lord,  mine  uncte,  is  an  honourable  man, 
And  what  he  offers — Boh,  boh,  cold  indeed  f— 
Having  made  choice  of  me  (an  unworthy  kinfman, 
Yet  take  me  with  you) — Boh,  boh,  peftilcncc  cold  !— 

Not  altogether 

La-Writ.  Boh,  boh — I  fay  altogether. 

Samp.  You  fay  you  know  not  what  then — Boh, 

boh — Sir. 
La-Writ.  Sir  me  with  your  fword  in  your  hand.  You 

have 

A  fcurvy  uncle,  you  have  a  mofl  fcurvy  caufe, 
And  you  are — Boh,  boh ! 
Samp.  Boh,  boh — What? 
La-Writ.  A  fliitten  fcurvy  coufm  ! 
Samp.  Our  fwords,  our  fwords  ! 
Thou  art  a  dog ;  and,  like  a  dog — Our  fwords ! 
La-Writ.  Our  weapons,  gentlemen  ! — Ha  !  where's 

your  fecond  ? 
Samp.  Where's  yours  ? 
La -Writ.  So  ho  !  our  weapons ! 
Samp.  Wa,  ha,  ho  !  our  weapons  ! 
Our  doublets,  and  our  weapons  ! — I  am  dead. 

La-Writ.  Firlt,  fccond,  third — A  plague  be  wi'you, 

gentlemen ! 

Samp.  Are  thefe  the  rules  of  honour?  I  am  ftarv'd. 
La-Writ.  They're  gone,  and  we  are  here.     What 

mall  we  do  ? 

Samp.  Oh,  for  a  couple  of  faggots ! 
La-Writ.  Hang  a  couple  of  faggots  f 
Dar'll  thou  take  a  killing  cold  with  me  £ 
Samp.  I  have  it  already. 
La-Writ.  Rogues,  thieves — Boh,  boh — Run  away 

with  our  doublets ! 
To  fight  at  buffets  now,  'twere  fuch  a  may-game ! 

Samp. 
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Samp.  There  were  no  honour  in't  5  plague  on't,  'tis 

fcurvy ! 

La-Writ.  Or  to  revenge  my  wrongs  at  fifty-cuffs  ? 
Samp.  My  lord  mine  uncle's  caufe  depend  on  boxes  ? 
La-Writ.  Let's  go  in  quefl.  If  ever  we  recover 'em — 
Samp.  Ay,  come,our  colds  together,and  our  doublet?. 
La-Writ.  Give  me  thy  hand ;  thou  art  a  valiant 
gentleman ! 

I  fay,  if  ever  we  recover  'em 

Samp.  Let's  get  into  a  houfe,  and  warm  our  hearts. 
La-Writ.  There's  ne'er  a  houfe  within  this  mile. 

Beat  me, 
Kick  me  and  beat  me  as  I  go,  and  I'll  beat  thee  too, 

To  keep  us  warm.     If  ever  we  recover  'em 

Kick  hard ;  I'm  frozen.     So  fo ;  now  I  feel  it. 
Samp.  I  am  dull  yet. 

La-Writ.  I'll  warm  thee,  I'll  warm  thee — Gentlemen! 
Rogues,  thieves,  thieves!  Run  now;  I'll  follow  thee. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Vertaign,  Champernel^  Beaupre^  Verdone^  Lamira^ 
Anabel^  Charlotte^  and  Nurfe. 

Vert.  Ufe  legs,  and  have  legs. 

Champ.  You  that  have  legs  fay  fo ; 
I  put  my  one  to  too  much  ftrefs. 

Verd.  Your  horfe,  Sir, 
Will  meet  you  within  half  a  mile. 

Lam.  \  like 

The  walk  fo  well,  I  fhould  not  mifs  my  coach, 
Tho'  it  were  further.     Anabel,  thou'rt  fad  : 
What  ails  my  niece  ? 

Beau.  She  is  fcill  muling,  lifter, 
How  quietly  her  late  bedfellow  lay  by  her. 

Nurfe.  Old  as  I  am,  he  would  have  ftartled  me  ^ 
Nor  can  you  blame  her. 

Char.  Had  1  ta'en  her  place, 
I  know  not,  but  I  fear,  I  fhould  ha'  fhriek'd, 
Tho'  he  had  never  offer'd 

Ana.  Out  upon  thee ; 

Thou 
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Thou  wouldft  have  taught  him. 

Char.  I  think,  with  your  pardon, 
That  you  wifh  now  you  had. 

Ana.  I  am  glad  I  yield  you  [Cornet. 

Such  ample  fcope  of  mirth.  [Mufick  within. 

Vert.  Nay,  be  not  angry  •, 
There's  no  ill  meant.  Ha !  mufick  ?  and  choice  mufick  ? 

Champ.  'Tis  near  us  in  the  grove.    What  courteous 

bounty 

Beftows  it  on  us  ?  My  dancing  days  are  done; 
Yet  I  would  thank  the  giver,  did  I  know  him. 

Verdone.  'Tis,  queftionlefs,  fome  one  of  your  own 

village, 

That,  hearing  of  your  purpos'd  journey  thither, 
Prepares  it  for  your  entertainment,  and 
The  honour  of  my  lady. 

Lam.  I  think  rather, 
Some  of  your  lordfhip's  clients. 

Beau.  What  fay  you,  coufin, 
If  they  (hould  prove  your  fuitors  ? 

Verdcne.  That's  mod  likely  ! 

Nurfe.  I  fay,  if  you  are  noble,  be't  who  will, 
Go  preicntly,  and  thank 'em.    I  can  jump  yet, 
Or  tread  a  meafure. 

Lam.  Like  a  miller's  mare. 

Nurfe.   I  warrant  you,  well  enough  to  ferve  the 

country. 
I'll  make  one,  and  lead  the  way.  [Exit. 

Char.  Do  you  note 
How  zealous  the  old  crone  is  ? 

Lam.  And  you  titter 

As  eagerly  as  (he.    Come,  fweet,  we'll  follow  ; 
No  ill  can  be  intended.  [Mufick  ends. 

Champ.  I  ne'er  fear'd  yet.  [Exeunt. 

SONG    IN    THE   WOOD. 

This  way,  this  way  come,  and  hear, 
You  that  hold  thefe  pleafures  dear  j 
Fill  your  ears  with  our  fweet  found, 
Whilft  we  melt  the  frozen  ground. 
VOL.  IV,  C  This 
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This  way  come  ;  make  hafte,  oh,  fair ! 
Let  your  clear  eyes  gild  the  air  ; 
Come,  and  blefs  us  with  your  fight; 
This  way,  this  way,  feek  delight ! 

Enter  a  company  of  Gentlemen,  like  ruffians. 

1  Gent.  They  are  ours  ;  but  draw  them  on  a  little 

further 

From  the  foot-path  into  the  neigh  b'ring  thicket, 
And  we  may  do't  as  fafe  as  in  a  caftle. 

2  Gent.  They  follow  ftill ;  the  prefident  Vertaignc 
Comes  on  apace,  and  Champernel  limps  after  •, 

The  women,  as  if  they  had  wings,  and  walk'd 
Upon  the  air,  fly  to  us. 

1  Gent.  They  are  welcome; 

We'll  make  'em  fport.  Make  a  (land  here.  All  know 
How  we  are  to  proceed  ? 

2  Gent.  We  are  inftru&ed.  [Mujick  continues  within. 

Enter  Vertaign,  Champernel^  Beaupre,  Verdone^  Lamira, 

Anabel^  Nurfe,  and  Charlotte. 
i  Gent.  One  ftrain  or  two  more. — Excellent ;  they're 

come. 

Nurfc.  We  cannot  mifs  ;  in  fuch  a  bufmeis,  yet 
Mine  ear  ne'er  fail'd  me. 

Char.  'Would  we  were  at  it  once ! 
I  do  not  walk,  but  dance. 

1  Gent.  You  fhall  have  dancing ! 
Begin  ;  and  when  I  give  the  word 

2  Gent.  No  more  : 

We  are  inftructed.     [Dance;  after  which  ^  the  Gentle 
men  rujh  on  Beattpre  and  company.']     Now  ! 

Beau.  But  win  us  fairly  ! 

i  Gent.  Oh,  Sir,  we  do  not  come  to  try  your  valour^ 
But  to  pofTefs  you  ;  yet  we  ufe  you  kindly, 
In  that,  like  Englim  thieves,  we  kill  you  nor, 
But  are  contented  with  the  fpoil. 

Vert.  Oh,  Heav'n! 
How  hath  mine  age  deferv'd  this  ? 

Champ.  Hell  confound  it ! 

This 
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This  comes  of  walking!  Had  I  kept  my  legs, 
Or  my  good  horfe,  my  armour  on, 
My  ftaff  in  my  reft,  and  this  good  iword  to  friend  *', 
How  I  would  break  and  fcatter  thefe ! 

All  Gent.  Ha,  ha,  ha! 

Champ.  Do  you  fcorn  me,  rogues  ? 

Nurfe.  Nay,  gentlemen,  kind  gentlemen, 
Or  honcft  keepers  of  thefe  woods  !  but  hear  me ; 
Be  not  fo  rough  !  If  you  are  taken  with 
My  beauty,  as  it  hath  been  worth  the  feeking, 
Some  one  or  two  of  you  try  me  in  private  ; 
You  (hall  not  find  me  fqueamifh. 

Char.  Do  not  kill  me, 
And  do  your  word  ;  I'll  fuffer. 

Lam.  Peace,  vile  creatures  ! 

Vert.  Df  you  know  me>  or  my  place,  that  you  pre- 

fume  not 
To  touch  my  perfon  ? 

i  Gent.  If  you  are  well,  reft  fo  ; 
Provoke  not  angry  wafps. 

Vert.  You're  wafps  indeed, 
Never  created  to  yield  wax  or  honey, 
But  for  your  country's  torment.  Yet,  if  you  are  men, 
(As  you  feem  fuch  in  fhape)  if  true-born  Frenchmen, 
However  want  compels  you  to  thefe  courfcs, 
Rtft  fatisfied  with  what  you  can  take  from  us, 
(Thefe  ladies'  honours,  and  our  liberties  fate) 
We  freely  give  it. 

i  Gent.  You  give  but  our  own. 

Vert.  Look  on  thefe  grey  hairs,  as  you  would  be  old  \ 
Their  tears,  as  you  would  have  yours  to  find  mercy 
When  juftice  mall  o'ertake  you  ! 

Champ.  Look  on  me, 
Look  on  me,  rafcals,  and  learn  of  me  too, 

**  And  tbit  good faordto^  friend.]  Mr.  Sympfon  has  undoubtedly 
hit  on  Che  true  reading  here, 

myfivord  to  friend, 

i.  €.  to  befriend  me  :  Is  an  cxpreffion  common  to  the  bed  writers.* 

SrwarJ. 

2  That 
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That  have  been  in  fome  part  of  your  profefiion, 
Before  that  moil  of  you  e'er  fuck'd,  I  know  it  -, 
I  have  rode  hard,  and  late  too. 

Vert.  Take  heed,  Sir. 

Champ.  Then  ufe  me  like  a  brother  of  the  trade, 
For  I  have  been  at  fea,  as  you  on  land  are. 
Reftore  my  matrimony  undenTd, 
Wrong  not  my  niece,  and,  for  our  gold  or  filver,, 
If  I  purfuc  you,  hang  me  ! 

Nurfe.  'Tis  well  offer'd  ^ 

And,  as  I  faid,  fweet  gentlemen  with  four  faces, 
If  you  are  high,  and  want  fome  fport,  or  fo, 
(As  living  without  action  here,  you  may  do) 
Forbear  their  tender  griflles ;  they  are  meat 
Will  warn  away,  there  is  no  fubitance  in  it ; 
We  that  are  expert  in  the  game,  and  tough  too, 
Will  hold  you  play. 

Enter  Dinant  and  Cleremont. 

1  Gent.  This  hen  longs  to  be  trodden. 
Din.  Lacquey,  my  horfe ! 

Cler.  This  way,  1  heard  the  cries 
Of  diftrefs'd  women. 

2  Gent.  Stand  upon  your  guard  ! 

Din.  Who's  here  ?  my  witty,  fcornful  lady-plot, 
T  th'  hands  of  ruffians  ? 

Cler.   And  my  fine  cold  virgin, 
That  was  infenfible  of  man,  and  woman  ? 

Din.  Juftice  too,  without  a  fvvord  to  guard  itfelf  ? 

Cler.  And  valour  with  its  hands  bound  ? 

Din.  And  the  great  foldier  dull  ? 
Why,  this  is  ftrange. 

Lam.  Dinant,  as  thou  art  noble 

Ana.  As  thou  art  valiant,  Cleremont 

Lam.  As  ever  I 
Appeared  lovely 

Ana.  As  you  ever  hope 
For  what  I  would  give  gladly 

Cler.  Pretty  conjurations  ! 

Lam. 
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Lam.  All  injuries  a  little  laid  behind  you 

Ana.  Shew  yourfelves  men,  and  help  us. 

Din.  Tho'  your  many 

And  grofs  abufes  of  me  mould  more  move  me 
To  triumph  in  your  miseries  than  relieve  you, 
Yet,  that  hereafter  you  may  know  that  I, 
Thefcorn'd  and  defpis'd  Dinant,  know  what  does 
Belong  to  honour,  thus 

Cler.  I  will  fay  little ;  [Fight. 

Speak  thou  for  me  ! 

Champ.  'Tis  bravely  fought. 

Vert.  Brave  tempers, 
To  do  thus  for  their  enemies ! 

Champ.  They're  loft  yet. 

1  Gent.  You  that  would  refcue  others,  (hall  now  feel 
What  they  were  born  to. 

2  Gent.  Hurry  them  away  !  [Exeunt. 

Manent  Vertaigne  and  Cbampernel. 

Champ.  That  I  could  follow  them  ! 

Vert.  I  only  can 

Lament  my  fortune,  and  defire  of  Heaven 
A  little  life  for  my  revenge. 

Champ.  The  provoft 

Shall  fire  the  woods,  but  I  will  find  'em  out : 
No  cave,  no  rock,  nor  hell,  fhall  keep  them  from 
My  fearching  vengeance  ! 

Enter  La-Writ  and  Sampfon. 
La  Writ.  Oh,  cold!  oh,  fearful  cold!  Plague  of  all 

feconds. 

Samp.  Oh,  for  a  pint  of  burnt  wine,  or  a  ftp 
Of  aquafortis ! 

Champ.  The  rogues  have  met  with  thefe  two, 
Upon  my  life,  and  robb'd  'em. 

La-Writ.  As  you  are  honourable  gentlemen, 

Impart  unto  a  couple  of  cold  combatants 

Samp.  My  lord  mine  uncle,  as  I  live! 
LaWrit.  Pox  take  him  ! 

How 
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How  that  word  has  warm'd  my  mouth  ! 

Vert.  Why,  how  now,  coufin  ? 
Why,  why— ^and  where,  man,  have  you  been  ?  at  a 

poulter's, 
That  you  are  cas'd  thus  like  a  rabbet  ?  I  could  laugh 

now, 

And  I  mall  laugh,  for  all  I  have  loft  my  children, 
Laugh  monflroufly. 

Champ.  What  are  they  ? 

Vert.  Give  me  leave,   Sir  -9 
Laugh  more  and  more,  never  leave  laughing  ! 

Champ.  Why,  Sir? 

Vert.  Why,  'tis  fuch  a  thing,  (I  imell  it,  Sir,  I  fmell  it) 
Such  a  ridiculous  thing  ! 

La-Writ.  Do  you  laugh  at  me,  my  lord  ? 
Pm  very  cold,  but  that  mould  not  be  laugh'd  at. 

Champ.  What  art  thou  ? 

La-Writ.  What  art  thou  ? 

Samp.  If  he  had  his  doublet, 

And  his  fword  by  his  fide,  as  a  gentleman  ought  to 
have 

Vert.  Peace,  monfieur  Sampfon  ! 

Champ.  Come  hither,  little  gentleman. 

La-Writ.  Bafe  is  the  flave  commanded :  Come  to  me. 

Vert.  This  is  the  Little  Advocate. 

Champ.  What  Advocate  ? 

Vert.  The  Little  Advocate  that  fent  me  a  challenge. 
I  told  you  that  my  nephew  undertook  it, 
And  what 'twas  like  to  prove  :  Now  you  fee  the  ifTue. 

Champ.  Is  this  the  Little  Lawyer  ? 

La-Writ.  You  have  a  fword,  Sir, 
And  I  have  none  •,  you  have  a  doublet  too, 
That  keeps  you  warm,  and  makes  you  merry, 

Samp.  Jf  your  lordfhip  knew 
The  nature  and  the  noblenefs  of  the  gentleman, 
Tho*  he  mew  Plight  here,  and  at  what  gulls  4*  of  danger 

4-*  And  at  what  gufts  of  danger 

His  manhood  hat  arrived.'}  Mr.  Scward,  diflll-.ing  the  word  £«/?/, 
reads, 

-at 
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His  manhood  has  arriv'd,  but  that  mens*  fates  are 

foolifh, 
And  often  headlong  over-run  their  fortunes  - 

La-Writ.  That  Little  Lawyer  would  ib  prick  his 

ears  up, 
And  bite  your  honour  by  the  nofe  - 

Champ.  Say  you  Jo,  Sir  ? 

La  Writ.  So  niggle  about  your  grave  ftiins,  lord 
Vertaignc,  too  -- 

Samp.  No  more,  fweet  gentleman  •,  no  more  of  that, 
Sir. 

La-Writ.  I  will  have  more,  I  muft  have  more. 

Vert.  Out  with  it. 

Samp.  Nay,  he  is  as  brave  a  fellow  - 

Champ.  Have  I  caught  you  ?       [Strikes  him  down. 

Vert.  Do  not  kill  him,  do  not  kill  him. 

Champ.  No,  no,  no,  I  will  not. 
D'you  peep  again  ?  Down,  down,  proud  heart  ! 

Samp.  Oh,  valour! 

Look  up,  brave  friend.  I  have  no  means  to  refcue  thee. 
My  kingdom  for  a  fword4'  ! 

Champ.  I'll  fword  you  prefently; 


jufc  of  danger 
Hit  manhood  bat  art  ived  \ 

'i.e.  fiys  he,  What  danger  out  tournaments  Lit  manhood  has  Itfn  en- 
*  gaged  in.  It  is  a  technical  woid  in  knight  errantry,  and  perfectly 
'  fuiuble  to  the  errant  knight  that  utrers  it.'  The  conje&ure  is  pro 
bable  ;  but  we  fee  no  difficulty  in  GUSTS  tf  danger. 

4*  My  kingdom  for  a  fioard.]  Mr.  Sym?fon  thinks  this  a  ftupid  fnecr 
at  Shakefpeaie,  and  Mr.  Theobald  always  us'd  to  look  on  every  fuch 
jocular  quotation  from  him,  as  fo  many  fnecrs.  1  or  my  part,  I  think 
it  no  more  a  fncer  upon  Shakefpeare,  than  the  Battle  of  t  lit  Frogs  ard 
Mice  i*  upon  the  Iliad,  or  the  Splendid  Shilling  up  >n  Paradift  Lolh 
Every  fentiment,  or  expreflion  of  dignity  and  fublimir;,  when  applied 
to  a  ridiculous  fubject,  fervcs  only  by  its  conttajt  to  rentier  the  ii-bjedt 
more  ridiculous.  Thus,  tt  tit,  Brute  below,  cannot  pofcbiy  be  z  fnecr 
upon  Shakefpeare,  who  does  nothing  but  tranfcribe  the  very  exprtffion 
Caefar  made  ufe  of  at  his  death  ;  at  leaft  the  Latin  tranflntion  of  it. 
But  Sampfon  afiuming  the  dilbefs  of  Richard  the  Third  and  La-  Writ 
the  dignity  of  Cefar  ir  his  full,  extremely  heighten  the  comic  drollf  ry 
erf"  their  characters.  Thus  again,  in  an  emendation  of  Mr.  Sympfon's, 
note  11,  in  this  very  play,  [a  pretended  emendation  !] 

What  mifler  thing  is  this  ? 

As  Spenfer  had  itamp'd  a  dignity  upon  the  obfolcte  word  rnifter,  it  is 

with 
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I'll  claw  your  fkin-coat  too. 

Vert.  Away,  good  Sampfon ; 
You  go  to  grafs  elfe  inftantly. 

Samp.  But  do  not  murder  my  brave  friend,. 

Vert.  Not  one  word. 

Champ.  If  you  do,  firrah 

Samp.  Muit  I  go  offdifhonour'd  ? 
Adverfity  tries  valour;  fo  I  leave  thee  !  [Exit. 

Champ.  Are  you  a  Lawyer,  Sir  ? 

La  Writ.  I  was,  I  was,  Sir. 

Champ.  Nay,   never  look ;  your  Lawyer's  pate  is 

broken, 

And  your  litigious  blood  about  your  ears,  firrah ! 
Why  do  you  fight  and  fnarl  ? 

La  Writ.  I  was  poffefs'd. 

Champ.  I'll  difpoffefs  you. 

Vert.  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

La-Writ.  Et  tu,  Brute  ? 

Vert    Beat  him  no  more. 

Champ.  Alas,  Sir,  I  muft  beat  him. 
Beat  him  into  his  bufmefs  again  •,  he  will  be  loft  elfe, 

Vert.  Then,  take  your  way. 

Champ    Lie  flill,  and  do  not  druggie. 

La  Writ.  I  am  patient. 
I  never  law  my  blood  before ;  it  jades  me  : 
I  have  no  more  heart  now  than  a  goofe. 

Champ.  Why,  firrah, 

Why  do  you  leave  your  trade,  your  trade  of  living  4% 
And  fend  your  challenges  like  thunderbolts, 
To  men  of  honoured  place  ? 

with  great  humour  applied  to  La-Writ.  But  is  Spenkr/neer V  by  the 
application  ?  No  ;  Fletcher  was  io  far  from  fneering,  that  he  almoft 
J&//KV  him  ;  as  is  ihewn  in  note  76  on  the  Faithful  Shepherdefs. 

Seivard. 

After  all,  it  cannot  be  denied  that  our  Poets,  as  well  as  Ben  Jonfon, 
have  certainly  more  than  once  indulged  themfelves  in'fneering  allu- 
fions  to  the  Works  of  Shakefpeare. 

44-  Your  trade,  your  trade  of  living.]  i.  e.  Your  trade  by  which  you 
are  to  get  your  livelihood,  and  without  which  you  muft  itarve.  I  add 
this  explanation  becaufe  Mr.  Sympfon,  taking  trade  of  living  only  foj: 
ivay  oflfvinSi  thought  it  a  ilrange  tautology,  Steward. 
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La  Writ.  I  underftand,  Sir& 
I  never  underftood  before  your  beating. 

Champ.  Does  this 
Work  on  you  ? 

la-Writ.  Yes. 

Champ.  D'you  thank  me  for't? 

La  Writ.  As  well 
As  a  beaten  man  can. 

Champ.  And  d'you  promife  me, 
To  fall  clofe  to  your  trade  again  ?  leave  brawling  ? 

La-Writ.  If  you  will  give  me  leave  and  life. 

Champ.  And  afk  this  nobleman  forgivenefs  ? 

La-Writ.  Heartily. 

Champ.  Rife  then,  and  get  you  gone >  and  let  me 

hear  of  you 

As  of  an  advocate  new  vamp'd.     No  more  words ; 
Get  you  off  quickly,  and  make  no  murmurs ; 
I  mall  purfue  you  elfc. 

La-Writ.  I  have  done,  fweet  gentlemen.        [Exit. 

Vert.  But  we  forget  ourfelves,   our  friends,   and 
children. 

Champ.  We'll  raife  the  country  firft,  then  take  our 
fortunes.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Firft  Gentleman  and  Lamira. 

I  Gent.  Shall  I  entreat  for  what  I  may  command  ? 

Lam.  Think  on  my  birth. 

i  Gent.  Here  I  am  only  noble, 
A  king,  and  thou  in  my  dominions,  fool, 
A  fubjedt,  and  a  (lave. 

Lam.  Be  not  a  tyrant, 
A  ravifher  of  honour,  gentle  Sir, 
And  I  will  think  you  fuch  ;  and  on  my  knees, 
As  to  my  fov'reign,  pay  a  fubjecVs  duty, 
With  prayers  and  tears. 

i  Gent.  I  like  this  humble  carriage  : 
I  will  walk  by  •,  but  kneel  you  flill,  and  weep  too, 
(It  mews  well)  while  I  meditate  on  the  prey, 
Before  I  feize  it. 

.  Is  there  no  mercy,  Heav'n  ? 

Enter 
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Enter  Second  Gentleman  and  Anabel. 

2  Gent.  Not  kifs  you  ?  I  will  kifs,  and  kifs  again. 

Ana.  Savage  villain  ! 

My  innocence  be  my  ftrength  !  I  do  defy  thee, 
Thus  fcorn  and  fpit  at  thee.     Will  you  come  on, 

Sir? 
You're  hot  •,  there  is  a  cooler. 

2  Gent.  A  virago  ? 

Ana.  No,  loathfome  goat,  more,  more-,  I  am  that 

goddefs, 

That  here  with  whips  of  fteel,  in  hell  hereafter, 
Scourge  rape  and  theft. 

2  Gent.   I  11  try  your  deity. 

Ana.  My  chaftity,  and  this  knife  held  by  a  virgin, 
Againft  thy  luft,  thy  fword,  and  thee  a  beaft, 
Call  on  for  the  encounter. 

2  Gent.  Now  what  think  you  ? 
Are  you  a  goddefs  ?      [Throws  her  and  takes  ber  knife. 

Ana.  In  me  their  pow'r  fuffers 
That  fhould  protect  the  innocent. 

i  Gent.  I  am 
All  fire,  and  thou  malt  quench  it,    and  ferve  my 

pleafures. 

Come,  partner  in  the  fpoil  and  the  reward, 
Let  us  enjoy  our  purchafe. 

Lam.  Oh,  Dinant ! 
Oh,  Heav'n!  oh,  hufband ! 

Ana.  Oh,  my  Cleremont! 

i  Gent.  Two  are  our  (laves  they  call  on ;  bring  'em 

forth, 

As  they  are  chain'd  together  ^  let  them  fee, 
And  fuffer  in  the  objed. 

Enter  Dinant  and  Cleremont,  bound,  and  the  reji  of  tkc 

Gentlemen. 

i  Gent.  While  we  fit 
And  without  picy  hear  'em. 

Cler.  By  my  life, 
I  iurfer  more  for  thee  than  for  myfelf. 

Lin. 


THE  LITTLE  FRENCH  LAWYER.  251 

Din.  Be  a  man,  Cleremonr,  and  look  upon  'em 
As  fuch  that  not  alone  abus'd  our  fervice, 
Fed  us  with  hopes  moft  bitter  in  digeftion, 
But,  when  love  fail'd,  to  draw  on  Further  mifchief, 
The  baits  they  laid  for  us  were  our  own  honours, 
\Vhich  thus  hath  made  us  flaves  too,  worfe  than  (laves. 

2  Gent.  He  dies. 

i  Gent.  Pray  hold  ;  give  him  a  little  refpite. 

Din.  I  fee  you  now  beyond  expreflion  wretched, 
The  wit  you  bragg'd  of  fool'd,  that  beaded  honour, 
(As  you  believ'd,  compafs'd  with  walls  of  brafs, 
To  guard  it  lure)  fubjeft  to  be  o'erthrown 
With  the  lead  blaft  of  luft. 

Lam.  A  moft  fad  truth. 

Din.  That  confidence,  which  was  not  to  be  fhaken, 
In  a  perpetual  fever,  and  thofc  favours, 
Which,  with  ib  (trong  and  ceremonious  duty, 
Your  lover  and  a  gentleman  long  fought  for, 
Sought,  fued,and  kneel'din  vain  for,  muftyou  yield  up 
To  a  licentious  villain,  that  will  hardly 
Allow  you  thanks  for't. 

Cltr.  Something  I  muft  fay  too, 
And  to  you,  pretty  one,  tho'  crying  one. 
To  be  hang'd  now,  when  thele  worfhipful  benchers 

pleafe, 

(Tho*  I  know  not  their  faces  that  condemn  me) 
A  little  ftartles  me  j  but  a  man  is  nothing, 
A  maidenhead  is  the  thing,  the  thing  all  aim  at.. 
Do  not  you  wilh  now,  and  wlfti  from  your  heart  too, 
When,  fcarce  fweet  with  my  fears,  I  long  lay  by  you, 
(Thofe  fears  you  and  your  good  aunt  put  upon  me, 
To  make  you  fport)  you'd  given  a  little  hint, 
A  touch  or  fo,  to  tell  me  I  was  mortal, 
And  by  a  mortal  woman  ? 

Ana.  Pray  you  no  more  ! 

Cler.  If  I  had  loos'd  that  virgin  zone,  obfervc  me, 
I  would  have  hir'd  the  beft  of  all  our  poets 
To've  fung  fo  much,  and  fo  well,  in  the  honour 
Of  that  night's  joy,  that  Ovid's  Afternoon, 

Nor 
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Nor  his  Corinna,  fhould  again  be  mention'd. 

Ana.  I  do  repent,  and  wifh  I  had.     , 

Cler.  That's  comfort. 
But  now 

2  Gent.  Another,  that  will  have  it  offer'd, 
Compel  it  to  be  offer'd,  fhall  enjoy  it  ! 

Cler.  A  rogue,  a  ruffian  ? 

2  Gent.  As  you  love  your  throat 

I  Gent.  Away  with  them! 

Ana.  Oh,  Cleremont! 

Lam.  Oh,  Dinant ! 

Din.  I  can  but  add  your  forrows  to  my  forrows, 
Your  fears  to  my  fears. 

Cler.  To  your  wi flies  mine, 
This  flave  may  prove  unable  to  perform, 
'Till  I  perform  the  tafk  that  I  was  born  for, 

Ana.  Amen,  amen  ! 

1  Gent.  Drag  the  (laves  hence.     For  yon, 
A  while  I'll  lock  you  up  here:  Study  all  ways 
You  can  to  pleafe  me,  or,  the  deed  being  done, 
You  are  but  dead. 

2  Gent.  This  ilrong  vault  fhall  contain  you  •, 
There  think  how  many  for  your  maidenhead 
Have  pin'd  away,  and  be  prepar'd  to  lofe  ic 
With  penitence. 

j  Gent.  No  human  help  can  fave  you. 

Ladies.  Help,  help  ! 

2  Gent.  You  cry  in  vain  •,  rocks  cannot  hear  you. 


ACT 
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ACT        V. 

A  horrid  noife  of  mufick  within.     Enter  one  and  opens 

the  door,  within  which  LamiraandAnabelwereJbut, 

they  in  fear. 

,  coufin,  how  I  (hake  all  this  long  night ! 
What  frights  and  noifes  we  have  heard  ! 

Still  they  encreafe. 
The  villains  put  on  fhapes  to  torture  us  45, 
And,  to  their  devils,  form  fuch  preparations 
As  if  they  were  a-hatching  new  difhonours, 
And  fatal  ruin,  pad  dull  man's  invention. 
Go  not  too  far,  and  pray,  good  coufin  Anabel ! 
Hark,  a  new  noife  ! 

[AJlrange  mufick,  fackbut,  and  troop-mufich. 

Ana.  They're  exquifite  in  mifchief. 
I  will  go  on ;  this  room  gives  no  protection, 
Morethan  the  next.  What's  that  ?  How  fad  and  hollow, 
The  found  comes  to  us !  [Gent,  peeping. 

Lam.  Groaning,  or  finging,  is  it  ?       [Louder  noife. 

Ana.  The  wind,  I  think,  murmuring  amongft  old 
rooms. 

Lam.  Now  it  grows  louder ;  fure  fome  fad  prefage 
Of  our  foul  lofs. — [Peep.] — Look,  now  they  peep. 

Ana .  Pox  peep  'fm  ! 

Lam.  Oh,  give  them  gentle  language. 

Ana.  Give 'em  rats-bane.  [Peep  above. 

Lam.  Now  they're  above. 

Ana.  I  would  they  were  i'  th*  centre. 

*J  the  villains  put  on  Jhapes  to  torture  ust 
And  to  their  devils  form  fucb  preparation* 
ds  if  they  'were,  &c.]  The  former  editors,  by  their  pointing  and 
making  dtvilt  t  he  plural  number  in  (lead  of  the  genitive  Angular  ^  feem 
to  have  caken  form  for  a  verb  j  but  then  they  leave  and  to  their  devils 
Without  any  fenfe  at  all.  Svward. 

The  okl  pointing  gives,  we  think,  the  fame  fenfe  with  Seward\ 
and  avoids  the  hardnef*  of  PUT  ON  preparation.  To  their  devils, 
fifcmfies  BESIDES  their  devils*  like  which  they  were  difguifed. 

La*. 
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Lam.  Thou  art  fo  foolifh  defperate. 

Ana.  Since  we  muft  lofe 

Lam.  Call  'em  brave  fellows,  gentlemen. 

Ana.  Call  'em  rogues, 
Rogues  as  they  are,  rude  rogues,  uncivil  villains ! 

Lam.  Look,  an  thou  woo't  beware ;  doft  thou  feel 
the  danger  ? 

Ana.  'Till  the  danger  feel  me,  thus  will  I  talk  (till, 
And  worfe  when  that  comes  too  •,  they  cannot  eat  me. 
This  is  a  punilhment  upon  our  own  prides 
Moft  juftly  laid  :  We  muft  abufe  brave  genlemen, 
Make  'em  tame  fools,  and  hobby-horfes  ;  laugh  and 

jeer  at 
Such  men  too,  and  fo  handfomc  and  fo  noble, 

That,  howfoe'er  we  feem'd  to  carry  it 

'Would  'twere  to  do  again  ! 

Lam.  I  do  confefs,  coufin, 
It  was  too  harm,  too  foolifh. 

Ana.  Do  you  feel  it  P 

D'  you  find  it  now  ?  take  heed  o'  th'  punifhment. 
We  might  have  had  two  gallant  gentlemen, 
Proper,  and  young ;  oh,  how  it  tortures  me ! 
Two  devils  now,  two  rafcals,  two  and  twenty 

Lam.  Oh,  think  not  fo. 

Ana.  Nay,  an  we  'fcape  fo  modeftly 

Lam.  May  we  be  worthy  any  eyes,  or  knowledge, 
When  we  are  us'd  thus  ? 

Ana.  Why  not  ?  why  d'  you  cry  ? 
Are  we  not  women  ftill  ?  what  were  we  made  for  ? 

Lam.  But  thus,  thus  bafely 

Ana.  'Tis  againft  our  wills  •, 
And  if  there  come  a  thoufand,  fo 

Lam.  Out  on  thee  ! 

Ana.  You  arc  a  fool :  What  we  cannot  refift, 
Why  fhould  we  grieve  and  blum  for.?  There  be  women, 
And  they  that  bear  the  name  of  excellent  women, 
Would  give  their  whole  eftates  to  meet  this  fortune. 

Lam.  Hark,  anewnoife!  [New  found  wit  bin. 

Ana.  Let  'em  go  on  j  I  fear  not. 

If 
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Ifwrangling,fightingandfcratchingcannotpreferveme, 
Why,  Ib  be  it,  coulin.    If  I  be  ordain'd 
To  breed  a  race  of  rogues 

Enter  four  over  the  ftage,  with  Beaupre  and  Vcrdone 
bound)  and  baiters  about  their  necks. 

Lam.  They  come. 

Ana.  Be  firm ; 
They're  welcome. 

Lam.  What  mafk  of  death  is  this  ?  Oh,  my  dear 
brother ! 

Ana .  My  coz  too  ?  why,  now  you're  glorious  villains ! 

Lam.  Oh,  mall  we  lofe  our  honours? 

Ana.  Let  'em  go ; 

When  death  prepares  the  way,  they  are  but  pageants. 
Why  muft  thefc  die  ? 

Beau.  Lament  your  own  misfortunes ; 
We  perifh  happily  before  your  ruins. 

Ana.  Has  miichief  ne'er  a  tongue  ? 

\Gent.  Yes,  foolifh  woman, 
Our  captain's  will  is  death. 

Ana.  You  dare  not  do  it. 
Tell  thy  bafc  boiilrous  captain  what  I  fay, 
Thy  lawkfs  captain,  that  he  dares  not  do  it ! 
D'you  laugh,  you  rogue  ?  you  pamper'd  rogue  ? 

Lam.  Good  Sir, 
(Good  coufm,  gently  ! )  as  you're  a  gentleman 

Ana.  A  gentleman  ?  A   (lave,  a  dog,  the  devil's 
harbinger ! 

Lam.  Sir,  as  you  had  a  mother 

Ana.  He  a  mother  ? 

Shame  not  the  name  of  mother !  A  (lie-bear, 
A  bloody  old  wolf-bitch  !  A  woman-mother  ? 
Looks  that  rude  lump,  as  if  he  had  a  mother? 
Intreathim?  Hanghim!  Do  thy  worft;  thou  dar'ft  not, 
Thou  dar'ft  not  wrong  their  lives  \  thy  captain  dares 

not; 
They're  perfons  of  more  price. 

Verdonc.  Whate'er  we  iuffer, 

Let 
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Let  not  your  angers  wrong  you, 

Ana.  You  cannot  fuffer  -, 

The  men  that  do  this  deed  mufl  live  i'th'  moon, 
Free  from  the  gripe  of  juftice. 

Lam,  Is  it  not  better 

Ana.  Is  it  not  better  ?  Let  'em  go  on  like  rafcals, 
And  put  falfe  faces  on  ?  they  dare  not  do  it ! 
Flatter  fuch  fcabs  of  nature  ? 

Gent.  Woman,  woman, 
The  next  work  is  with  you. 

Ana.  Unbind  thofe  gentlemen, 
And  put  their  fatal  fortunes  on  our  necks* 

Lam.  As  you  have  mercy,  do ! 

Ana.  As  you  are  monfters  ! 

Lam.  Fright  us  no  more  with  ihipwreck  of  our 

honours ; 

Nor,  if  there  be  a  guilt  by  us  committed, 
Let  it  endanger  thofe. 

Ana.  I  fay,  they  dare  not. 
There  be  a  thoufand  gallowfes,  ye  rogues  ! 
Tortures,  ye  bloody  rogues  !   wheels  ! 

Gent.  Away. 

Lam.  Stay. 

Ana.  Stay; 

Stay,  and  I'll  flatter  too.  Good  fweet-fac'd  gentlemen, 
You  excellent  in  honefty  ! — Oh,  kinfmen  ! 
Oh,  noble  kinfmen ! 

-Gent.  Away  with  'em  !  [Exe.  Verd.  Beau,  and  Gent. 

Ana.  Stay  yet. 

The  devil  and  his  lovely  dam  walk  with  you ! 
Come,  fortify  yourfelf  -9  if  they  do  die, 
(Which  all  their  ruggednefs  can't  rack  into  me) 
They  cannot  find  an  hour  more  innocent, 
Nor  more  friends  to  revenge  'em. 

Enter  Cleremont,  difguifed. 
Lam.  Now  (land  conftant ; 
For  now  our  trial's  come. 
Cler.  This  beauty's  mine  j. 

Your 
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Your  minute  moves  not  yet. 

Lam.  She  finks  !  -  If  Chriflian, 
If  any  fpark  of  noble  heat  - 

Cler.  Rife,  lady, 

And  fearlefs  rife  ;  there's  no  difhonour  meant  you. 
D'  you  know  my  tongue  ? 

Ana.  I've  heard  it. 

Cler.  Mark  it  better. 

I'm  one  that  loves  you  ;  fairly,  nobly  loves  you. 
Look  on  my  face. 

Ana.  Oh,  Sir! 

Cler.  No  more  words  ;  foftly, 
Hark,  but  hark  wifely  how,  underfland  well, 
Sufped:  not,  fear  not. 

Ana.  You  have  brought  me  comfort. 

Cler.  If  you  dare  think  me  worthy  of  your  hufband46, 
1  am  no  rogue  nor  beggar,  if  you  dare  do  thus  - 

Ana.  You're  monfieur  Cleremont  ? 

Cler.  I  am  the  fame. 

If  you  dare  venture,  fpeak  ;  if  not,  I  leave  you, 
,And  leave  you  to  the  mercy  of  thefe  villains, 
That  will  not  wooe  you  much. 

Ana.  Save  my  reputation, 
And  free  me  from  thefe  (laves  ! 

Cler.  By  this  kifs,  I'll  do  it, 
And  from  the  leaft  difhonour  they  dare  aim  at  you. 
I  have  a  pried  too  fhall  be  ready. 

Ana.  You  are  forward. 

Lam.  Is  this  my  conftant  coufm  ?  How  fhe  whifpers, 
Kifles  and  hugs  the  thief  ! 

Ana.  You'll  offer  nothing  ? 

Cler.  'Till  all  be  tied,  not,  as  I  am  a  gentleman. 

Ana.  Can  you  relieve  my  aunt  too  ? 

Cler.  Not  yet,  miftrefs, 

But  fear  nothing  -,  all  fhall  be  well.     Away  quickly  ; 
It  mult  be  done  i'  th'  moment,  or 

46  If  you  think  me  worthy  of  your  hujband.~\  I  he  word  dart  being 
twice  repeated  afterwards,  in  repeating  this  queftion,  and  the  want  of 
a  fyllable  in  the  vcrfe,  feem  to  prove  it  accidentally  dropt  from  this 
line.  • 
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Ana.  I'm  with  you. 

Cler.  I'll  know  now  who  fleeps  by  me. — Keep  your 
ftanding.  [Exeunt  Cler.  and  Anabel. 

Lam.  Well,  go  thy  way,  and  thine  own  fhame  dwell 

with  thee ! 

Is  this  the  conftancy  me  fhew'd,  the  bravery  ? 
The  dear  love  and  the  life  fheow'd  her  kinfmen  ? 
Oh,  brave  tongue-valiant  47,and  vain-glorious  woman  \ 
Is  this  the  noble  anger  you  arriv'd  at  ? 
Are  thefe  the  thieves  you  fcorn'd,  the  rogues  you 

rail'd  at, 

The  fcabs  and  fcums  of  nature  ?  Oh,  fair  modefty, 
Excellent  virtue,  whither  art  thou  fled  ? 
What  hand  of  Heav'n  is  over  us48,  when  ftrong  virgins 
Yield  to  their  fears,  and  to  their  fears  their  fortunes  ? 
Never,  Belief,  come  near  me  more !  Farewell,  wench, 
A  long  farewell  from  all  that  ever  knew  thee ! 
My  turn  is  next  5  I  am  refolv'd.     It  comes  ; 
gut  in  a  nobler  fhape !   Ha ! 

*'  O  brave  tongue,  valiant  glorious  woman  /]  Mr.  Sympfon  con- 
curr'd  with  me  in  reading  tongue-valiant.  It  is  highly  probable  that 
Milton  read  it  fo,  for  he  feems  to  imitate  it  in  his  Samfon  Agoniftes  : 
Samfon  calls  H<irapha,  tongue-doughty  giant ;  and  this  is  not  the  firft 
time  in  this  play  that  Milton,  in  that  very  fcene,  feems  to  have  imi 
tated  our  Authors.  What  Champernel  fays  in  the  fecond  fcene  of 
the  firft  aft, 

'         [Ob,  that  I  bad  thee 

In  fomf.  clofe  •vault •,  that  only  would  yield  room, 

To  me  to  ufe  my  fviord,  to  thee  no  hope 

70  run  ncivay.~\ 
Milton  puts,  with  a  imall  change  of  expreffion,  into  Samfon's  mouth, 

*  Therefore  without  feign'd  ihifts  let  be  ailign'd 

'  Some  narrow  place  incios'd,  where  fight  may  give  thee, 

'  Or  rather  flight,  no  great  advantage  of  me/ 

But  befide  the  corruption  of  tongue-valiant,  the  word  glorious  feems 
to  have  loll  its  proper  conforr,  which  both  the  fcnfe  and  verie  require 
to  be  reftor'd  :  I  read  therefore, 

O  brave  tongue-valiant,  and  vain-glorious  woman  / 
Dinant  fays,  a  little  below,  to  Lamira, 

Ibatfpring  ofcbaftity  that  fed  your  pride, 

And  grew  into  a  river  of  vain-glory. 
This  confirms  the  conjecture  above.  Seivarel, 

48  What  hand  O  Heaven  is  over  us.]  Thus  read  all  editions  but  the 
firfl. 

Enter 
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Enter  Dinant. 

Din.  Blefs  you,  lady  ! 

Lam.  Indeed,  Sir,  I  had  need  of  many  blefiings; 
For  all  the  hours  I  have  had  fince  I  came  here, 
Have  been  fo  many  curfes.     How  got  you  liberty  ? 
For  I  prefume  you  come  to  comfort  me. 

Din.  To  comfort  you,  and  love  you,  'tis  moft  true  ; 
My  bondage  was  as  yours,  as  full  of  bitternefs, 
And  every  hour  my  death. 

Lam.  Heav'n  was  your  comfort. 

Din.  'Till  the  lad  evening,  fitting  full  of  fadnefs, 
Wailing,  fweet  miftrefs,  your  unhappy  fortunes, 
(Mine  own  I'd  the  lead  care  of)  round  about  me 
The  captain  and  the  company  flood  gaping, 
When  I  began  the  (lory  of  my  love 
To  you,  fair  faint,  and  with  fo  full  a  forrow 
Follow'd  each  point,  that,  e'en  from  thofe  rude  eyes, 
That  never  knew  what  pity  meant,  or  mercy, 
There  dole  down  foft  relentings :  (Take  heed,  miftrefs, 
And  let  not  fuch  unholy  hearts  out-do  you  ! 
The  foft-plunVd  god  will  fee  again  !)  Thus  taken, 
As  men  transformed  with  the  ftrange  tale  I  told, 
They  flood  amaz'd  ;  then  bid  me  rife  and  live, 
Take  liberty  and  means  to  fee  your  perfon, 
And  wifh'd  me  profperous  in  your  love  :  Wifh  you  fo ; 
Be  wife  and  loving,  lady  ;  fhew  but  you  fo ! 

Lam.  Oh,  Sir,  arethele  fit  hours  to  talk  of  love  in  ? 
Shall  we  make  fools  of  our  afflictions  ? 
Can  any  thing  found  fwcetly  in  mine  ears, 
Where  all  the  noife  of  bloody  horror  is  ? 
My  brother,  and  my  coufin,  they  are  dead,  Sir, 
Dead,  bafely  dead !  Is  this  an  age  to  fool  in  ? 
And  I  myfelf,  I  know  not  what  I  mall  be  ! 
Yet  I  muft  thank  you  ;  and  if  happily 
You  had  aflc'd  me  yeflerday,  when  thefe  were  living, 
And  my  fears  lefs,  I  might  have  hearken'd  to  you. 

Din.  Peace  to  your  grief !  I  bind  you  to  your  word. 

R  2  Enter 
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Enter  Cleremont^  Anabel^  Beaupre,  Verdone^  Charlottey 
Nurfe^  and  the  two  Gentlemen. 

Lam.  How  !  do  you  conjure  ?. 

Din.  Not  to  raife  dreadful  apparitions,  madam, 
But  fuch  as  you  would  gladly  fee. 

Lam.  My  brother, 
And  nephew  living  ? 

Beau.  And  both  owe  their  lives 
To  the  favour  of  thefe  gentlemen. 

Verdone.  Who  defer ve 
Our  fervice,  and,  for  us,  your  gracious  thanks. 

Lam.  Which  I  give  freely,  and  become  a  fuitor, 
To  be  hereafter  more  familiar  ,  \Kifs. 

With  fuch  great  worth  and  virtue. 

i  Gent.  Ever  think  us 
Your  fervants,  madam. 

Cler.  Why,  if  thou  wilt  needs  know 
How  we  are  freed,  I  will  difcover  it, 
And  with  laconic  brevity.     Thefe  gentlemen 
This  night  encountring  with  thofe  outlaws  that 
Yefterday  made  us  prilbners,  and,  as  we  were, 
Attempted  by  'em,  they  with  greater  courage, 
(Pm  fure  with  better  fortune)  not  alone 
Guarded  themfelves,  but  forc'd  the  bloody  thieves, 
Being  got  between  them  and  this  hellifh  cave, 
For  fafety  of  their  lives,  to  fly  up  higher 
Into  the  woods,  all  left  to  their  pofTeflion  : 
This  fav'd  your  brother  and  your  nephew  from 
The  gibbet,  this  redeem'd  me  from  my  chains, 
And  gave  my  friend  his  liberty  •,  this  preferv'd 
Your  honour,  ready  to  be  loft. 

Din.  But  that  [Aftde. 

I  know  this  for  a  lie,  and  that  the  thieves 
And  gentlemen  are  the  fame  men,  by  my  pradice 
Suborn'd  to  this,  he  does  deliver  it 
With  fuch  a  conftant  brow,  that,  I  am  doubtful, 
I  fhould  believe  him  too. 

I  Gent.  If  we  did  well, 
We  are  rewarded, 

Gent. 
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2  Gent.  Thanks  but  take  away 
From  what  was  freely  purposed. 

Cler.  Now,  by  this  hand,  [To  the  Gentlemen. 

You  have  fo  cunningly  difcharg'd  your  parts, 
That,  while  we  live,  reft  confident  you  Jhall 
Command  Dinant  and  Cleremont.     Nor  Beaupre 
Nor  Verdone  fcents  it  j  for  the  ladies,  they 
Were  eafy  to  be  gull'd. 

i  Gent.  'Twas  but  a  jeft  ; 
And  yet  the  jeft  may  chance  to  break  our  necks, 
Should  it  be  known. 
Cler.  Fear  nothing. 
Din.  Cleremont, 
Say,  what  fuccefs  ? 

Cler.  As  thou  wouldft  wiih ;  'tis  done,  lad  ! 
The  grove  will  witnefs  with  me,  that  this  night 
I  lay  not  like  a  block.     But  how  fpeed  you  ? 

Din.  I  yet  am  in  fufpenfe  ;  deviie  fome  means 
To  get  thefe  off,  and  fpeedily. 

Cler.  I  have  it. — 

Come,  we  are  dull ;  I  think  that  the  good  fellows, 
Our  predecefibrs  in  this  place,  were  not 
So  foolifli  and  improvident  hufbands,  but 
'Twill  yield  us  meat  and  wine. 

I  Gent.  Let's  ranfack  it  j 
'Tis  ours  now  by  the  law. 

Cler.  How  fay  you,  fweet  one, 
Have  you  an  appetite  ? 
Ana.  To  walk  again 
P  th'  woods,  if  you  think  fit,  rather  than  eat. 

Cler.  A  little  refpite,  prithee.     Nay,  blufh  not ; 
YOU  afk  but  what's  your  own,  and  warrantable. 
Monfieur  Beaupre,  Verdone,  what  think  you  of  the 

motion  ? 

Verdone.  Lead  the  way. 
Beau.  We  follow  willingly. 
Cler.  When  you  (hall  think  fit, 
We  will  expect  you.      {Exeunt  all  but  Din.  and  Lam. 
J)in.  Now  be  miftrefs  of 

R  3  Your 


THE  LITTLE  FRENCH  LAWYER, 

Your  promife,  lady. 

Lam.  'Twas  tq  give  you  hearing. 

Din.  But  that  word  hearing  did  include  a  grant, 
And  you  muft  make  it  good. 

Lam.  Muft? 

Dm.  Muft  and  (hall ! 

I  will  be  fool'd  no  more :  You  had  your  tricks, 
Made  properties  of  me  and  of  my  friend, 
Prefum'd  upon  your  power,  and  whipp'd  me  with 
The  rod  of  mine  own  dotage  :  Do  not  flatter 
Yourfelf  with  hope,  that  any  human  help 
Can  free  you  •,  and,  for  aid  by  miracle, 
A  bale  unthankful  woman  is  unworthy. 

Lam.  You  will  not  force  me  ? 

Din.  Rather  than  enjoy  you 
With  your  confent,  becaufe  I  will  torment  you ; 
I'll  make  you  feel  th' effects  of  abus'd  love, 
And  glory  in  your  torture  ! 

Lam.  Brother  !  nephew  ! 
HHp,  help,  for  Heav'n's  fake  ! 

Din.  Tear  your  throat,  cry  louder  ; 
Tho*  every  leaf  thefe  trees  bear  were  an  echo,    , 
And  fummon'd  in  your  beft  friends  to  redeem  you, 
It  ftiould  be  fruitlefs :  5Tis  not  that  I  love  you, 
Or  value  thofe  delights  you  prize  fo  high, 
That  I'll  enjoy  yon  ;  a  French  crown  will  buy 
More  fport,  and  a  companion  to  whom 
You  in  your  beft  trim  are  an  Ethiop. 

Lam.  Forbear  me  then. 

Din.  Not  fo;  I'll  do't  m  fpite, 
Ana  break  that  ftubborn  difobedient  will, 
That  hath  fo  long  held  out ;  that  boafted  honour 
I  will  make  equal  with  a  common  whore's ; 
The  fpring  of  chaftity,  that  fed  your  pride, 
And  grew  into  a  river  of  vainglory, 
I  will  defile  with  mud,  the  mud  of  luft, 
And  make  it  loathfome  ev'n  to  goats  ! 

Lam.  Oh,  Heaven! 
No  pity,  Sir? 
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Din.  You  taught  me  to  be  cruel, 
And  dare  you  think  of  mercy  ?  I  will  tell  thee,  fool ; 
Thofe  that  furpris'd  thee  were  my  inftruments  : 
I  can  plot  too,  good  madam,  (you  (hall  find  it) 
And,  in  the  (lead  of  licking  of  my  fingers, 
Kneeling  and  whining  like  a  boy  new-brtech'd, 
To  get  a  toy,  forfooth,  not  worth  an  apple, 
Thus  make  my  way,  and  with  authority 
Command  what  I  would  have. 

Lam.  Pm  loft  for  ever  1 

Good  Sir,  I  do  confefs  my  fault,  my  grofs  fault, 
And  yield  myfelf  up,  miferable  guilty  ! 
Thus  kneeling  I  confefs,  you  cannot  ftudy 
Sufficient  punifhments  to  load  me  with  ; 
I'm  in  your  power,  and  I  confefs  again, 
You  cannot  be  too  cruel.     If  there  be, 
Befides  the  lofs  of  my  long-guarded  honour, 
Any  thing  elle  to  make  the  balance  even, 
Pray  put  it  in  i  all  hopes,  all  helps  have  left  me ; 
I  am  girt  round  with  forrow,  hell's  about  me, 
And  ravifhment  the  lead  that  I  can  look  for  ! 
Do  what  you  pleafe. 

Din.  Indeed  I  will  do  nothing, 
Nor  touch  nor  hurt  you,  lady  ;  nor  had  ever 
Such  a  lewd  purpofe. 

L#m.  Can  there  be  fuch  gooJnefs, 
And  in  a  man  fo  injur'd  ? 

Din.  Be  confirm'd  in't ; 
I  feal  it  thus.     I  mud  confefs  you  vex'd  me, 
In  fooling  me  fo  often,  and  thofe  fears 
You  threw  upon  me  call'd  for  a  requital, 
"Which  now  I  have  return'd.    All  unchaitc  love 
Dinant  thus  throws  away  !  Live  to  mankind, 
As  you  have  done  to  me,  and  I  will  honour 
Your  virtue,  and  no  more  think  of  your  beauty. 

Lam.  All  I  pofTefs  conies  fhort  of  fat  isf act  ion. 

Din.  No  compliments.     The  terrors  of  ihis  'UgHt 
Imagine  but  a  fearful  dream,  and  fo 
With  cafe  forget  it:  For  Dinant,  that  laboij.  4 

<  To 
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To  blaft  your  honour,  is  a  champion  for  it, 
And  will  protect  and  guard  it. 

Lam.  'Tis  as  fafe  then, 
As  if  a  complete  army  undertook  it.  \Exeunt. 

Enter  La-Writ,  Sawpfon,  and  Clients. 

La-Writ.    Do  not  perfuade  me,   gentle  monfieur 

Sampfon  ; 

I  am  a  mortal  man  again,  a  Lawyer  j 
My  martial  part  I  have  put  off. 

Samp.  Sweet  monfieur, 
Let  but  our  honours  teach  us. 

La-Writ.  Monfieur  Sampfon, 
My  honourable  friend,  my  valiant  friend, 
Be  but  fo  beaten — Forward,  my  brave  clients ; 
I  am  yours,  and  you  are  mine  again — be  but  fo  threfht, 
Receive  that  caftigation  with  a  cudgel 

Samp.  Which  calls  upon  us  for  a  reparation. 

La-Writ.  I  have,  it  coft  me  half  a  crown,  I  bear  it, 
All  over  me  I  bear  it,  monfieur  Sampfon  ; 
The  oils,  and  the  old  woman  that  repairs  to  me, 
To  'noint  my  beaten  body. 

Samp.  It  concerns  you, 
You  have  been  fwing'd. 

La-Writ.  Let  it  concern  thee  too ; 
Go,  and  be  beaten,  fpeak  fcurvy  words,  as  I  did  ; 
Speak  to  that  lion  lord,  waken  his  anger, 
And  have  a  hundred  bailinadoes,  do; 
Three  broken  pates,thy  teeth knock'dout,do,  Sampfon, 
Thy  valiant  arms  and  legs  beaten  to  poultices, 
Do,  filly  Sampfon,  do. 

i  Client.  You  wrong  the  gentleman, 
To  try  to  put  him  out  of  his  right  mind  thus : 
You  wrong  us,  and  our  caufes. 

La-Writ.  Down  with  him,  gentlemen, 
Turn  him,  and  beat  him,  if  he  break  our  peace. 
Then  when  thou  haft  been  lam'd,  thy  fmall  guts  pe- 

rim'd, 
Then  talk  to  me  ;  before,  I  fcorn  thy  counfel  : 

Feel 
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Feel  what  I  feel,  and  let  my  lord  repair  thee. 

Samp.  And  can  the  brave  La-Writ 

2  Client.  Tempt  him  no  further; 
Be  warn'd,  and  fay  no  more ! 

La-Writ.  If  thou  doft,  Sampfon, 
Thou  feed  my  myrmidons  (Til  let  'em  loofe) 
That  in  a  moment 

Samp.  I  fay  nothing,  Sir; 
But  I  could  wifh 

La-Writ.  They  mall  deftroy  thee  wifbing  ! 
There's  ne'er  a  man  of  thefe  but  have  loft  ten  caufes, 
Dearer  than  ten  mens'  lives ;  tempt,  and  thou  dieft ! 
Go  home,  and  fmile  upon  my  lord,  thine  uncle, 
Take  money  of  the  men  thou  mean'ft  to  cozen, 
Drink  wine,  and  eat  good  meat,  and  live  difcreetly  ; 
Talk  little,  'tis  an  antidote  againft  a  beating  ; 
Keep  thy  hand  from  thy  fword,  and  from  thy  laun- 

drefs'  placket, 
And  thou'lt  live  long. 

i  Client.  Give  ear,  and  be  inftru&ed. 

La-Writ.  I  find  I'm  wifer  than  a  juftice  of  peace  now: 
Give  me  the  wifdom  that's  beaten  into  a  man ! 
That  flicks  dill  by  him.     Art  thou  a  new  man  ? 

Samp.  Yes,  yes, 
Thy  learned  precepts  have  enchanted  me. 

La-Writ.  Go,  my  fon  Sampfon,  I  have  now  begot 

thee; 

I'll  fend  thee  caufes  ;  fpeak  to  thy  lord,  and  live, 
And  lay  my  mare  by-,  go,  and  live  in* peace, 
Put  on  new  fuits,  and  fliew  fit  for  thy  place  : 
That  man  neglects  his  living,  is  an  ais.      [Exit  Samp. 
Farewell! — Come,chearly,  boys,  about  our  bufinefs! 
JSow,  welcome  tongue  again,  hang  fwords  ! 

i  Client.  Sweet  Advocate !  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Nurfe  and  Charlotte* 

Nurfe.  I  know  not,  wench  ;  they  may  call 'cm  what 

they  will, 

Outlaws,  or  thieves,  but,  I  am  fure,  to  me 
One  was  an  honeft  man  •,  he  us'd  me  well ; 

What 
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What  I  did,  'tis  no  matter ;  he  complain'd  not. 

Char.  I  muft  confefs  there  was  one  bold  with  me  too, 
Some  coy  thing  would  fay  rude,  but  'tis  no  matter  j 
I  was  to  pay  a  waiting- woman's  ranfom, 
And  I  have  done't ;  and  I  would  pay't  again, 
Were  I  ta'en  to-morrow. 

Nurfe.  Alas,  there  was  no  hurt ! 
If *t  be  a  fin  for  fuch  as  live  at  hard  meat, 
And  keep  a  long  Lent  in  the  woods,  as  they  do, 
To  tafte  a  little  fiefh 

Char.  God  help  the  courtiers, 
That  lie  at  rack  and  manger  ! 

Nurfe.  I  mall  love 

A  thief  the  better  for  this  while  I  live  ; 
They  are  men  of  a  charitable  vocation, 
And  give  where  there  is  need,  and  with  difcretion, 
And  put  a  good  fpeed-penny  in  my  purfe, 
That  has  been  empty  twenty  years. 

Char.  Peace,  Nurfe  -, 
Fare  well 49,  and  cry  not  roaft  meat,   Methinks  Clere- 

mont 

And  my  lady  Anabel  are  in  one  night 
Familiarly  acquainted. 

Nurfe.  I  obferve  it ; 
If  me  have  got  a  penny  too ! 

Enter  Vertaign^  Chamfernel^  and  Provoft. 

Char.  Itfo  more  ; 

My  lord  monfjeur  Vertaign  ;  the  provoft  too  ! 
Hafte,  and  acquaint  my  lady.  [Exeunt  Nurfe  and  Char. 
.   Pro.  Wondrous  ftrange! 

Vert.  'Tis  true,  Sir,  on  my  credit. 

Champ.  On  mine  honour. 

Pro.  I  have  been  proyoft-marfhal  twenty  years, 
And  have  trufs'd  up  a  thoufand  of  thefe  rafcak^ 
But  fo  near  Paris  yet  I  never  met  with 
Pne  of  that  brotherhood. 

Champ.  We  to  our  coil  have. 

49  Farewel,  and  cry  not  roaft  meat.}  The  proverb  proves,  as  well 
as  the  fenfe,  tfyat  we  Ihould  read,  fare  well.    The  corruption  was  eafy . 

Put, 
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But,  will  you  fearch  the  wood  ? 

Pro.  It  is  befet ; 

They  cannot  'fcape  us.     Nothing  makes  me  wonder 
So  much,  as,  having  you  within  their  power, 
They  let  you  go  ;  it  was  a  courtefy, 
That  French  thieves  ufe  not  often.     I  much  pity 
The  gentle  ladies  ^  vet,  I  know  not  how, 
J  rather  hope  than  fear.    Are  thefe  ihe  prifoners  ? 

Enter  J)inant,  Clertmont,  V or  done,  Beauprt,  Lamira,- 

Anabel,  Charlotte,  and  Nurfc. 

Din.  We  were  fuch. 

Vert.  Kill  me  not,  excefs  of  joy ! 

Champ.  I  fee  thou  liv'it  •,  but  haft  thou  had  no  foul 
play? 

Lam.  No,  on  my  foul ;  my  ufage  hath  been  noble, 
Far  from  all  violence. 

Champ.  How  were  you  freed  ? 
But,  kifs  me  firft  •,  we'll  talk  of  that  at  leifure  -, 
I'm  glad  I  have  thee.     Niece,  how  you  keep  off, 
As  you  knew  me  not ! 

Ana.  Sir,  I  am  where 
I  owe  moft  duty. 

Cler.  'Tis  indeed  moft  true,  Sir ; 
The  mafl  that  mould  have  been  your  bedfellow, 
Your  lordfhip's  bedfellow,  that  could  not  fmellout 
A  virgin  of  fixteen,  that  was  your  fool 
To  make  you  merry  ;  this  poor  iimple  fellow 
Has  met  the  maid  again,  and  now  fhe  knows 
He  is  a  man. 

Champ.  How  !  is  (he  di (honoured  ? 

Cler.  Not  unlefs  marriage  be  difhonourable : 
Heav'n  is  a  witnefs  of  our  happy  contract, 
And  the  next  prieft  we  meet  mall  warrant  it 
To  all  the  ^orld.    I  lay  with  her  in  jeft  ; 
'Tis  turn'd  to  earned  now. 

Champ.  Is  this  true,  niece  ? 

J)in.  Her  blufhing  filence  grants  it.  Nay,  Sir,  ftorm 

'  H. 
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He  is  my  friend,  and  I  can  make  this  good, 
His  birth  and  fortunes  equal  hers ;  your  lordihip 
Might  have  fought  out  a  worfe ;  we  are  all  friends  too, 
All  differences  end  thus.     Now,  Sir,   unlefs 
You  would  raife  new  dHTentions,  make  perfect 
tWhat  is  fo  well  begun. 

Vert.  That  were  not  manly. 

Lam.  Let  me  perfuade  you. 

Champ.  Well,  God  give  you  joy  ! 
She  fhall  not  come  a  beggar  to  you,  Sir. 
For  you,  monfieur  Dinant,  ere  long  I'll  (hew  you^ 
Another  niece,  to  this  not  much  inferior  ; 
As  you  lhall  like,  proceed. 

Din.  I  thank  you,  Sir. 

Champ.  Back  then  to  Paris.    Well  that  travel  ends 
That  makes  of  deadly  enemies  perfect  friends. 

[Exeunt  omnes. 


EPILOGUE. 

GENTLEMEN, 

I  AM  fent  forth  to  enquire  what  you  decree       -\ 
Of  us,  and  of  our  Poets  ;  they  will  be  > 

This  night  exceeding  merry,  fo  will  we,  J 

If  you  approve  their  labours.     They  profefs 
You  are  their  patrons,  and  we  fay  no  lefs : 
Refolve  us  then  •,  for  you  can  only  tell 
Whether  we  have  done  idly,  or  done  well, 
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The  Commendatory  Verfet  by  Lovelace  and  Stanley  fpeak  of  Fletcher 
Jingly  at  Author  of  this  Tragedy.  It  i  fir  ft  publication  <was  in  the 
folio  of  '1647.  About  the  year  1685,  the  Earl  of  Rochejler  made 
Jome  confidetable  alteration!  in  ^alentittian^  with  wbich  it  was 
performed. 
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DRAMATIS      PERSONA 

MEN. 

Valentinian,  emperor  of  Rome. 

J£ciusv  the  emperor's  loyal  general. 

Balbus,    ^j 

Proculus,  /  four  nolle  pandars*  and  flatterers  to  tki 

Ghilax,     |  emperor. 

Licinius, ) 

Maximus,  a  great  foldier,  bufbarid  to  Lucina. 

Lycias,  an  eunucb. 

Pontius,  an  boneft  cajhier'd  centurion. 

Phidias,  1  two  bold  and  faitbful  eunuchs,  fervants  t0 

Aretus,   j  Mcius. 

Afranius,  an  eminent  captain. 

Paulus,  a  pott. 

Licippus,  a  courtier. 

WOMEN. 

Eudoxia,  emprefs^  wife  to  Valentinian. 
Lucina,  tbe  cbajle  abufed  wife  of  Maximus, 

Claudia.       7  , 

„.       >  Lucina  s  waiting- women. 
Marcellina,  ) 

Ardelia,  7  ,       , 

>  two  of  tbe  emperor  s  bawds. 
Phorba,  3 

fkree  Senators,  Pbyftcians,  Gentlemen,  and  Soldiers. 
SCENE,     ROME. 
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ACT     I.       SCENE      I. 


Enter  Ealbus^  Proculus,  Cbilax,  and  Licinius. 


Balbus.  -W  NEVER  faw  the  like ;  (he's  nomoreftirr'd, 
No  more  another  woman,  no  more  alter'd 
JL  With  any  hopes  or  promifes  laid  to  her, 
Let  'em  be  ne'er  fo  weighty,  ne'er  fo  winning, 
Than  I  am  with  the  motion  of  my  own  legs. 

Proc.  Chiiax, 

You  are  a  ftranger  yet  in  thefe  defigns, 
At  leaft  in  Rome.     Tell  me,  and  tell  me  truth, 
Did  you  e'er  know,  in  all  your  courfe  of  practice, 

In  all  the  ways  of  woman  you  have  run  thro' 

(For  I  prefume  you  have  been  brought  up,  Chilax, 
As  we,  to  fetch  and  carry.) 

CU.  True ;  I  have  fo. 

Proc.  Did  you,  I  fay  ^gain,  in  all  this  progrefs. 
Ever  difcover  fuch  a  piece  of  beauty, 

Ever 
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Ever  fo  rare  a  creature,  and,  no  doubt, 
One  that  muft  know  her  worth  too,  and  affect  it, 
Ay,  and  be  flatter'd,  elfe  'tis  none;  and  honeft? 
Honeft,  againft  the  tide  of  all  temptations  ? 
Honeft  to  one  man,  to  her  hufband  only, 
And  yet  not  eighteen,  not  of  age  to  know 
Why  (he  is  honeft  ? 

Chi.  I  confefs  it  freely, 
I  never  faw  her  fellow,  nor  e'er  fhall : 
For  all  our  Grecian  dames,  all  I  have  tried, 
(And  fure  I  have  tried  a  hundred,  if  I  fay  two> 
I  fpeak  within  my  compafs)  all  thefe  beauties, 
And  all  the  conftancy  of  all  thefe  faces, 
Maids,  widows,  wives,  of  what  degree  or  cailing, 
So  they  be  Greeks,  an$  fat,  (for  there's  my  cunning) 
I'd  undertake,  and  not  fweat  for  it,  Proculus, 
Were  they  to  try  again,  fay  twice  as  many, 
Under  a  thoufand  pound,  to  lay  'em  bed-rid  : 
But  this  wench  ftaggers  me. 

Licin.  D'you  fee  thefe  jewels  ? 

You'd  think  thefe  pretty  baits  ;  now,  I'll  afTure  you, 
Here's  half  the  wealth  of  Afia. 

Bal.  Theie  are  nothing 
To  the  full  honours  I  propounded  to  her : 
I  bid  her  think,  and  be,  and  prefently, 
Whatever  her  ambition,  what  the  counfel 
Of  others  would  add  to  her,  what  her  dreams 
Could  more  enlarge,  what  any  precedent 
Of  any  woman  rifing  up  to  glory, 
And  (landing  certain  there,  and  in  the  higheft, 
Could  give  her  more  •>  nay,  to  be  empreis. 

Proc.  And  cold  at  all  thefe  offers  ? 

Bal.  Cold  as  cryftal, 
Ne'er  to  be  thaw'd  again. 

Cbi.  I  tried  her  further, 
And  fo  far,  that  I  think  (he  is  no  woman, 
At  leaft  as  women  go  now. 

Licin.  Why,  what  did  you  ? 

Cbi.  I  offer'd  that,  that  had  flie  been  but  miftrefs 

Of 
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Of  as  much  fpleen  as  doves  have,  I  had  reach'd  her : 
A  fafe  revenge  of  all  that  ever  hate  her, 
The  crying-down  for  ever  of  all  beauties 
That  may  be  thought  come  near  her. 

Proc.  That  was  pretty. 

Chi.  I  ne'er  knew  that  way  fail  * ;  yet  I  will  tell  yc 
I  offer'd  her  a  gift  beyond  all  yours, 
That,  that  had  made  a  faint  dart,  well  confider'd  ; 
The  law  to  be  her  creature,  (lie  to  make  it, 
Her  mouth  to  give  it,  every  creature  living 
From  her  afpedV  to  draw  their  good  or  evil, 
Fix'd  in  'em,  fpite  of  fortune  •,  a  new  nature 
She  fhould  be  call'd,  and  mother  of  all  ages ; 
Time  fhould  be  hers-,  and  what  me  did  lame  Virtue 
Should  blefs  to  all  pofterities  :  Her  air 
Should  give  us  life,  her  earth  and  water  feed  us  •, 
And  laft,  to  none  but  to  the  emperor, 
(And  then  but  when  Hie  pleas'd  to  have  it  fo) 
She  fhould  be  held  for  mortal. 

Licin.  And  me  heard  you  ? 

Chi.  Yes,  as  a  fick  man  hears  a  noife,  or  he 
That  (lands  condemn'd  his  judgment.  Lctmeperifli, 
But,  if  there  can  be  virtue,  if  that  name 
Be  any  thing  but  name  and  empty  title, 
If  it  be  fo  as  fools  have  been  pleas'd  to  feign  it, 

1   Chi.  1  ne'er  knew  that  *way  fail  i  yet  /'//  tell yt 

2  oferd  her  a  gift  beyond  all youn.]  Cbilax  had  before  men- 
tion'd  his  temptations ;  and  had  this  fpecch  been  his  he  would  have 
faid,  beyond  all  theft.  Ptoculus  was  the  only  one  that  had  not  men- 
tion'd  what  he  had  done  ;  there  feems  therefore  no  doubt  of  this  and 
the  following  fpeech  belonging  to  him.  Swuard1. 

This  change  feems  as  improper  as  arbitrary  ;  there  being  no  reafon 
to  fuppofe  Profit/us  had  attempted  to  fcduce  Lucina.  So  far  from  it, 
he  is  furprized  at  the  accounts  the  others  give  :  And  cold  at  all  theft 
vfen? 

*  Afpe8."\  In  the  time  of  our  Authors,  and  long  after,  this  word 
was  always  accented  on  the  lall  fyllab'e:  Many  inflances  might  be 
produced  of  it ;  and  from  this  circumftance,  Mr.  Farmer  appears  con 
vinced  that  the  play  called  Double  Palfhood,  afcribed  by  Theobald  to 
Shakefpeare,  was  the  production  of  an  Author  who  lived  at  a  later 
period.  See  Farmer'*  Efiay  on  the  Learning  of  Shakeipcare,  p.  26. 

R. 

VOL.  IV.  S  A  power 
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A  power  that  can  preferve  us  after  alhes, 
And  make  the  names  of  men  out-reckon  ages,. 
This  woman  has  a  god  of  virtue  in  her ! 

Bal.  I  would  the  emperor  were  that  god. 

Chi.  Sh'  has  in  her 

All  the  contempt  of  glory  and  vain-feeming 
Of  all  the  Stoicks,  all  the  truth  of  Chriftians, 
And  all  their  conftancy  :  Modefty  was  made 
When  me  was  firft  intended.     When  fhe  blufhes, 
It  is  the  holieft  thing  to  look  upon  •, 
The  pureft  temple  of  her  feet,  that  ever 
Made  Nature  a  blefs'd  founder. 

Proc.  Is  there  no  way 
To  take  this  phenix  ? 

Licin.  None  but  in  her  afhes, 

Chi.  If  fhe  were  fat,  or  any  way  inclining 
To  eafe  or  pleafure,  or  affected  glory, 
Proud  to  be  feen  and  worfhipp'd,  'twere  a  venture  ; 
But,  on  my  foul,  fhe's  charter  than  cold  camphire. 

Bal.  I  think  fo  too  •,  for  all  the  ways  of  woman,. 
Like  a  full  fail,  fhe  bears  againft.     I  afk'd  her, 
After  my  many  offers,  walking  with  her, 
And  her  as  many  down-denials,  how 
If  th*  emperor,  grown  mad  with  love,fhould  force  her? 
She  pointed  to  a  Lucrece1,  that  hung  by, 
And  with  an  angry  look,  that  from  her  eyes 
Shot  veftal  fire  againft  me,  fhe  departed. 

3  She  pointed  to  a  Lucrece.J  This  is  extremely  poetical,  and  a  very 
eminent  modern  has  imitated  it  in  the  very  belt  Tragedy  that  the 
Engliih  ibge  has  produced  for  many  years  pall :  I  have  not  Mr. 
Fenton's  Mariamne  by  me,  but  the  lines,  as  I  remember,  arc, 

« Frowning,  with  a  victor's  haughty  air, 

'  He  pointed  to  a  pi&ure  on  the  wall, 
'  Whofe  filent  eloquence  too  plainly  fpoke 
'  His  fix'd  refolve  againft  the  fuit  I  urg'd. 
'  Mar.  What  picture  ? 
'  Her.   Perfeus  led  in  chains  thro'  Rome.' 

The  reader  will  obferve,  that  Mr.  Fenton  is  not  To  concife  and  ftriking 
as  our  Authors :  He  riles  into  beauty  like  the  gradual  opening  of  a 
fair  morning  ;  our  Poets  break  out  at  once  in  full  lullre,  like  the  fun 
burlting  from  an  eclipfe.  Seward. 

Proc. 
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Proc.  This  is  the  firfl  wench  I  was  ever  pos'd  in  j 
Yt-t  I  have  brought  young  loving  things  together 
This  two-and- thirty  years. 

Cbi.  I  find,  by  this  wench, 
The  calling  of  a  bawd  to  be  a  ftrange, 
A  wife,  and  fubtle  calling,  and  for  none 
But  (laid,  difcreet,  and  underftanding  people: 
And,  as  the  tutor  to  great  Alexander 
Would  fay,  a  young  man  fhould  not  dare  to  read 
His  moral  books,  'till  after  five-and-twenty  v 
So  muft  that  he  or  /he,  that  will  be  bawdy, 
(I  mean  difcreetly  bawdy,  and  be  trufted) 
If  they  will  rife,  and  gain  experience, 
Well  fteep'd  in  years,  and  difcipline,  begin  if  * 
1  take  it,  'tis  no  boys'  play. 

Bal.  Well,  what's  thought  of; 

Proc.  The  emperor  mult  know  it. 

Licin.  If  the  women 
Should  chance  to  fail  too  ! 

Cbi.  As 'tis  ten  to  one. 

Prtc.  Why,  what  remains,  but  new  nets  for  the 
purchafe? 

Cbi.  Let's  go  confider  then  ;  and  if  all  fail, 
This  is  the  firlt  quick  eel,  that  fav'd  her  tail.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE      II. 

Enter  Lutina,  Ardelia,  and  Pborba. 
Ard.  You  ftill  infift  upon  that  idol,  honour  4  ; 
Can  it  renew  your  youth  ?  can  it  add  wealth 
That  takes  off  wrinkles?  can  it  draw  mens'eyes 
To  gaze  upon  you  in  your  age  ?  can  honour, 
(That  truly  is  a  faint  to  none  but  foldiers, 
And,  look'd  into,  bears  no  reward  but  danger) 
Leave  you  the  moft  refpe<fted  perfon  living  ? 

4  Y»9filli*fip,  &c.1  The  readtr  who  will  compare  this  (cene  wkh 
the  perfuafeoAlpM  CKa#i«f ,  mcrodoced  by  M»J**»  mlo  rh«  cha- 
n«Vr  of  Comos,  wiM  rea<%  fee  Jfcow  flMcJi  AM  MTiiiai  Aof hor 
fc«  bcc»  iod^bwd  to  flwfl^,  j? 

S2  Or 
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Or  can  the  common  Rifles  of  a  hufband, 

(Which  to  a  fprightly  lady  is  a  labour) 

Make  you  almoft  immortal  ?  You  are  cozen'd  ; 

The  honour  of  a  woman  is  her  praifes  •, 

The  way  to  get  thefe,  to  be  feen,  and  fought  toor 

And  not  to  bury  fuch  a  happy  fweetnefs 

Under  a  fmoaky  roof. 

Lucina.  I'll  hear  no  more. 

Phorba.  That  white  and  red,  and  all  that  blefled 

"~\    beauty, 

Kept  from  the  eyes,  that  make  it  fa,  is  nothing  : 
Then  you  are  rarely  fair,  when  men  proclaim  it. 
The  phenix,  were  me  never  feen,  were  doubted, 
That  moil  unvalued  horn  the  unicorn 
Bears  to  oppofe  the  huntfman,  were  it  nothing 
But  tale,  and  mere  tradition,  would  help  no  man  -r 
But  when  the  virtue's  known,  the  honour's  doubled. 
Virtue  is  either  lame,  or  not  at  all, 
And  love  a  facrilege,  and  not  a  faint, 
When  it  bars  up  the  way  to  mens'  petitions. 

Ard.  Nay,you  mall  love  your  hufband  too  -,  we  come 

not 
To  make  a  monfter  of  you. 

Lucina.  Are  ye  womsn  ? 

Ard.  You'll  find  us  fo,  and  women  you  fhali  thank 

too, 
If  you  have  grace  to  make  your  nfe. 

Lucina.  Fy  on  ye  ! 

Pborba.  Alas,  poor  bafhful  lady  !   By  my  foul, 
Had  you  no  other  virtue  but  your  blufhes, 
And  I  a  man,  I  mould  run  mad  for  thofe. 
How  daintily  they  fet  her  off,  how  fweetly ! 

Ard.  Come,  goddefs,  come ;  you  move  too  near 

the  earth  ; 

It  muft  not  be  !  a  Jbetter  orb  flays  for  you  : 
Here ;  be  a  maid,  and  take  him 5. 

S  Come  goddfffe,  come,  you  mo<ve  too  neer  the  earth t 
It  mttft  not  be,  a  better  orb  e  jl  ales  for  you  : 
Here :  be  a  maytt,  Wcake'en,]  So  firft  folio.    The  fecond  folio 

varies 
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Lucina.  Pray  leave  me. 

Pborba.  That  were  a  (in,  fwect  lady,  and  a  way 
To  make  us  guilty  of  your  melancholy  ; 
You  muft  not  be  alone ;  in  converfation 
Doubts  are  refolv'd,  and  what  flicks  near  the  confciencc 
Made  eafy,  and  allowable. 

Lucina.  Ye  are  devils  ! 

Ard.  That  you  may  one  day  blefs  for  your  damnation. 

Lucina.  I  charge  ye,  in  the  name  of  Chaftity, 
Tempt  me  no  more !  How  ugly  ye  feem  to  me  ! 
There  is  no  wonder  men  defame  our  fex, 
And  lay  the  vices  of  all  ages  on  us, 
When  fuch  as  you  (hall  bear  the  names  of  women  ! 
If  ye  had  eyes  to  fee  yourfelves,  or  ienfe 
Above  the  bafe  rewards  ye  play  the  bawds  for ; 
If  ever  in  your  lives  ye  heard  of  goodnefs, 
Tho*  many  regions  off,  as  men  hear  thunder ; 
If  ever  ye  had  fathers  6,  and  they  fouls  ; 
If  ever  mothers,  and  not  fuch  as  you  are-, 
If  ever  any  thing  were  conflant  in  you, 
Bcfides  your  fins,  6r  common  but  your  curfes 7  •, 
If  ever  any  of  your  anceftors 

varies  in  the  third  line,  where  it  fays,  /of* 'EM,  and  is  copied  in 
the  fubfequent  editions.  We  have  no  doubt  of  take* en  meaning  take 
HIM. 

6  If  ever  ye  bad  mothers,  and  they  fouls  ; 

If  ever  fathers,  and  not  fuch  as  you  are.]  The  neceffity  of  the 
trnnfpofition  of  mothers  and  fathers  in  thefe  two  lines  mult  be  felf- 
cvident.  Seacard. 

7  If  ever  arty  thing  were  conJJant  iny«u, 

B  (fide  y  our  fnty  or  coming  but  your  courfes.]  The  old  folio  reads, 
coMMiNC&//^0«r  CURSES.  In  attempting  to  correct  this,  the  latter 
editions  make  fomething  worfe  than  nonfenfe.  Before  I  faw  the  old 
folio  I  conjectured,  or  comely  but  your  dreffet^  but  was  unfatisfied  with 
it.  Common  being  exceeding  near  the  old  word  camming^  I  now  keep 
nearer  the  trace  of  the  letter?  than  the  late  editions,  a^d  read,  or  com 
mon  but  your  curfes;  i.  e.  If  you  have  even  any  thing  in  common  with 
the  reft  of  woman- kind,  except  the  curfes  that  are  entailed  on  all. 

Seuuard. 

We  think  Mr.  Seward's  reading  right,  but  his  explanation  of  that 
reading  wrong.  The  fimple  meaning  is,  •  If  there  is  any  eflential 
4  ingredient  in  your  compofition.befide  your  fins,  or  any  thing  common 
*  to  you  all  befide  the  curfes  that  attend  thofe  fins,  &c.' 

S  3  Died 
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Died  worth  a  noble  deed,  that  would  be  cherifh'd i 
Soul-frighted  with  this  black  infection, 
You'd  run  from  one  another,  to  repentance, 
And  from  your  guilty  eyes  drop  out  thofe  iins, 
That  made  ye  blind,  and  beads  ! 

Phorba.  Yon  fpeak  well,  lady  ; 
A  fign  of  fruitful  education, 
If  your  religious  zeal  had  wifdom  with  it. 

Ard.  This  lady  was  ordain'd  to  blefs  the  empire, 
And  we  may  all  give  thanks  for't. 

Phorba.  I  believe  you. 

Ard.  If  any  thing  redeem  the  emperor 
From  his  wild  flying  courfes,  this  is  fhe  : 
She  can  inftruct  him,  if  ye  mark  •,  fhe's  wife  too. 

Phorba.  Exceeding  wile,  which  is  a  wonder  in  her  $ 
And  fo  religious,  that  I  well  believe, 
Tho'  fhe  would  fin  fhe  cannot. 

Ard.  And  befides, 

She  has  the  empire's  caufe  in  hand,  not  love's  ; 
There  lies  the  main  confideration, 
For  which  flic's  chiefly  born. 

Phorba.  She  finds  that  point 
Stronger  than  we  can  tell  her ;  and,  believe  it, 
1  look  by  her  means  for  a  reformation, 
And  fuch  a  one,  and  fuch  a  rare  way  carried. 
That  all  the  world  mail  wonder  at. 

Ard.  'Tis  true. 

I  never  thought  the  emperor  had  wifdom, 
Pity,  or  fair  affection  to  his  country, 
'Till  he  profels'd  this  love  :  God's  give 'em  children. 
Such  as  her  virtues  merit,  and  his  zeal ! 
I  look  to  fee  a  Numa  from  this  lady, 
Or  greater  than  Octavius. 

Phorba.  Do  you  mark  too, 
(Which  is  a  noble -virtue)  how  fhe  blufhes, 
And  what  a  flowing  modefty  runs  thro'  her, 
When  we  but  name  the  emperor  ? 

Ard.  But  mark  it  ? 
Yes,  and  admire  it  tpo ;  for  fhe  confiders, 
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Tho'  fhe  be  fair  as  Heav'n,  and  virtuous 
As  holy  truth,  yet  to  the  emperor 
She  is  a  kind  of  nothing  but  her  fervice, 
Which  (he  is  bound  to  offer,  and  (he'll  do  it ; 
And  when  her  country's  caufe  commands  affe&ion, 
She  knows  obedience  is  the  key  of  virtues  : 
Then  fly  the  blufties  out,  like  Cupid's  arrows  ; 
And  tho'  the  tie  of  marriage  to  her  lord 
Would  fain  cry,  *  Stay,  Lucina !'  yet  the  caufe, 
And  general  wifdom  of  the  prince's  love, 
Makes  her  find  furer  ends,  and  happier ; 
And  if  the  firft  were  chafte,  this  is  twice  doubled. 

Pborba.  Her  tartnefs  unto  us  too 

Ard.  That's  a  wife  one 

Pborba.  I  rarely  like;  it  (hews  a  rifing  wifdom, 
That  chides  all  common  fools  as  dare  enquire 
What  princes  would  have  private. 

Ard.  What  a  lady 
Shall  we  be  blefs'd  to  ferve  ? 

Lucina.  Go,  get  yc  from  me! 
Ye  are  your  purles'  agents,  not  the  prince's. 
Is  this  the  virtuous  lore  ye  trained  me  out  to  ? 
Am  I  a  woman  fit  to  imp  your  vices  ? 
But  that  I  had  a  mother,  and  a  woman, 
Whofe  ever-living  fame  turns  all  it  touches 
Into  the  good  itfelf  is,  I  (hould  now 
Ev'n  doubt  myfelf,  1  have  been  fcarch'd  fo  near 
The  very  foul  of  honour.     Why  fhould  you  two, 
That  happily  have  been  as  chafte  as  I  am, 
(Fairer  I  think  by  much,  for  yet  your  faces, 
Like  ancient  well-built  piles,  (hew  worthy  ruins) 
After  that  angel-age,  turn  mortal  devils  ? 
For  lhame,  for  woman-hood,  for  what  ye  have  been, 
(For  rotten  cedars  have  borne  goodly  branches) 
If  ye  have  hope  of  any  Heav'n,  but  court, 
Which,  like  a  dream,  you'll  find  hereafter  vani(h, 
Qr  at  the  beft,  but  fubjedt  to  repentance, 
Study  no  more  to  be  ill  fpoken  of! 
JL,ct  women  live  themfelves  •,  if  they  muft  fall, 

S  4  Their 
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Their  own  definition  find  'em,  not  your  fevers. 

Ard.  Madam,  you  are  fo  excellent  in  all, 
And  I  muft  tell  it  you  with  admiration, 
So  true  a  joy  you  have,  fo  fweet  a  fear, 
And,  when  you  come  to  anger,  'tis  fo  noble, 
That,  for  mine  own  part,  I  could  dill  offend, 
To  hear  you  angry  :  Women  that  want  that, 
And  your  way  guided  (elfe  I  count  it  nothing) 
Are  ejther  fools  or  cowards. 

Phorba.  She  were  a  miftrefs  for  no  private  greatnefs, 
Could  me  not  frown  a  raviuYd  kifs  from  anger : 
And  iuch  an  anger  as  this  lady  learns  us, 
Stuck  with  fuch  pleafing  dangers,  gods,  I  afk  ye, 
Which  of  ye  all  could  hold  from  ? 

Luana.  I  perceive  ye ; 

Your  own  dark  fins  dwell  with  ye !  and  that  price 
You  fell  the  chaflity  of  modeft  wives  at, 
Run 8  to  difeafes  with  your  bones  !  I  fcorn  ye  ; 
And  all  the  nets  ye've  pitch'd  to  catch  my  virtues, 
Like  fpiders'  webs,  I  fweep  away  before  me. 
Go,  tell  the  emperor,  ye've  met  a  woman, 
That  neither  his  own  perfon,  which  is  god-like, 
The  world  he  rules,  nor  what  that  world  can  purchafe, 
Nor  all  the  glories  fubject  to  a  Casfar, 
The  honours  that  he  offers  for  my  body, 
The  hopes,  gifts,  everlafling  flatteries, 
Nor  any  thing  that's  his,  and  apt  to  tempt  me, 
No,  not  to  be  the  mother  of  the  empire, 
And  queen  of  all  the  holy  fires  he  worfhips, 
Can  make  a  whore  of ! 

Ard.  You  miftake  us,  lady. 

Lucina.  Yet,  tell  him  this  has  thus  much  weaken'd  me, 
That  1  have  heard  his  knaves,  and  you  his  matrons, 
(Fit  nuries  for  his  fins)  which  gods  forgive  me  ! 
But,  ever  to  be  leaning  to  his  folly, 
Or  to  be  brought  to  love  his  luft,  afTure  him, 
And  from  her  mouth  whofe  life  mall  make  it  certain, 

8  Runs  to  difeafes.']  Former  editions.  Scnvard. 

I  never 
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I  never  can !  I  have  a  noble  hufband, 
(Pray  tell  him  that  too)  yet  a  noble  name, 
A  noble  family,  and,  laft,  a  confcience. 
Thus  much  for  your  anfwer :  For  yourfelves, 
Ye've  liv'd  the  fhame  of  women,  die  the  better ! 

[Exit. 

Pborba.  What's  now  to  do  ? 

Ard.  Ev'n  as  (he  faid,  to  die ; 
For  there's  no  living  here,  and  women  thus, 
I'm  fure,  for  us  two. 

Pborba.  Nothing  (lick  upon  her  ? 

Ard.  We've  loft  a  mafs  of  money.     Well,  dame 

Virtue, 
Yet  you  may  halt,  if  good  luck  fervc. 

Pborba.  Worms  take  her ! 
She  has  almoft  fpoil'd  our  trade. 

Ard.  So  godly! 
This  is  ill-breeding,  Phorba. 

Pborba.  If  the  women 

Should  have  a  longing  now  to  fee  this  monfter, 
And  (he  convert  'em  all ! 

Ard.  That  may  be,  Phorba ; 
But  if  it  be,  Til  have  the  young  men  gelded. 
Come,  let's  go  think ;  (he  muft  not  'icape  us  thus  : 
There  is  a  certain  feafon,  if  we  hit, 
That  women  may  be  rid  without  a  bit.          [Exeunt. 

SCENE      III. 

Enter  Maximus  and  ALcius. 

Max.  I  cannot  blame  the  nations,  noble  friend, 
That  they  fall  off  fo  faft  from  this  wild  man  ; 
When  (under  our  Allegiance  be  it  fpoken, 
And  the  mod  happy  tie  of  our  affections) 
The  world's  weight  groans  beneath  him.     Where 

lives  virtue, 

Honour,  difcretion,  wifdom  ?  Who  are  call'd 
And  chofen  to  the  fleering  of  the  empire, 

But 
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But  bawds,  and  finging-girls 9  ?  Oh,  my  Accius ! 
The  glory  of  a  foldier,  and  the  truth 
Of  men,  made  up  for  goodnefs-fake,  like  Ihells  '% 
Grow  to  the  ragged  wails,  for  want  of  a6tion  : 
Only  your  happy  felf,  and  I  that  love  you, 

Which  is  a  larger  means  to  me  than  favour 

Mcius.  No  more,  my  worthy  friend  ;  tho'  thefe  be 

truths, 

And  tho'  thefe  truths  would  afk  a  reformation. 
At  leaft,  a  little  fquaring,  yet  remember, 
We  are  but  fubjects,  Maximus  -,  obedience 
To  what  is  done,  and  grief  for  what  is  ill  done, 
Is  all  we  can  call  ours.     The  hearts  of  princes 
Are  like  the  temples  of  the  gods  ;  pure  incenfe, 
Until  unhallowed  hands  defile  thofe  offerings, 
Burns  ever  there ;  we  muft  not  put  'em  out, 
Becaufe  the  priefts  that  touch  thofe  fweets  are  wicked  ^ 
We  dare  not,  deareft  friend,  nay  more,  we  cannot, 
(Whiift  we  confjder  who  we  are,  and  how, 
To  what  laws  bound,  much  more  to  what  law-giver  j 
Whilft  majefly  is  made  to  be  obey'd, 
And  not  enquir'd  into  •,  whilft  gods  and  angels 
Make  but  a  rule  as  we  do,  tho'  a  ftri&er) 

9  Oh,  my  /Ecius.]   Oar  Authors  always  make  three  fyjlables  of 
jEcius,  1  therefore  divide  the  diphthong.  Seivard. 

The  firit  folio  fometimes  exhibits  jEcius,  fometimes  Aecius,  which 
rve  follow  ;  tho'  the  meafure  commonly  warrants  the  diterefis  adopted 
by  Mr.  Seward;  and  which  was  ufed  fjrft,  we  jaelieve,  by  Lovelace, 
in  his  Commendatory  Verfes. 

10  .    //^  (hells, 

Grow  to  the  ragged 'walls for  want  of  a£iion.~\  The  mell-fifh  that 
grows  to  ftones  feems  to  have  the  Icail  motion,  fenfe  and  life  of  any 
known  animal,  and  therefore  a  ftate  of  inaclion  might  be  beautifully 
reprefented  by  thefe  ;  but  then  rocks  would  be  a  much  properer  word 
than  walls  for  them  to  grow  to.  I  therefore  believe  the  true  word 
to  \stjbislds  initead  tf /hells.  A  foldier  without  adion  is  very  perti 
nently  compared  to  the  ruily  (hields  which  were,  in  our  Authors  time, 
the  cuitomary  ornaments  of  the  ragged  walls  of  all  the  old  manfion- 
houfes  in  the  kingdom.  There  is  another  fenfe  ofjkel/s,  <viz.  fuch 
as  inails  often  leave  on  walls  ;  butfiield,  being  a  much  more  foldier- 
like  metaphor,  I  believe  it  the  original.  Seaward. 

We  think  Jbells  right.  It  would  have  been  a  ridiculous  purfuit  of 
^he  pietaphor  to  l^ave  fubftituted  rqcks  for  walls. 
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Like  defp'rate  and  unfeafon'd  fools,   let  fly 
Our  killing  angers,  and  forfake  our  honours. 

Max.  My  noble  friend,  (from  whole  inftru&ions 
I  never  yet  took  furfeit)  weigh  but  thus  much, 
Nor  think  I  fpeak  it  with  ambition, 
For,  by  the  gods,  I  do  not !   Why,  Aecius, 
Why  are  we  thus,  or  how  become  thus  wretched? 

jEcius.  You'll  rail  again  into  your  fit. 

Max.  I  will  not. — 

Or,  are  we  now  no  more  the  fons  of  Romans, 
No  more  the  followers  of  their  happy  fortunes, 
But  conquer'd  Gauls,  or  quivers  for  the  Parthians  ? 
Why  is  this  emperor,  this  man  we  honour, 
This  god  that  ought  to  be 

ALcius.  You  are  too  curious. 

Max,  Good,  give  me  leave. — Why  is  this  author 
of  us 

jEcius.  I  dare  not  hear  you  fpeak  thus. 

Max.  I'll  be  modeft.— 
Thus  led  away,  thus  vainly  led  away, 
And  we  beholders  ?  Mifconceive  me  not ; 
I  fow  no  danger  in  my  words.     But  wherefore, 
And  to  what  end,  are  we  the  fons  of  fathers 
Famous,  and  faft  to  Rome  ?  Why  arc  their  virtues 
Stamp'd  in  the  dangers  of  a  thouland  battles, 
For  goodnefs-fake  ?  their  honours  time  out-daring  ? 
I  think,  for  our  example. 

jEciu;.  You  fpeak  nobly. 

Max.  Why  are  we  feeds  of  thcfe  then,  to  (hake  hands 
With  bawds  and  bafe  informers,  kifs  difcredit, 
And  court  her  like  a  miftreis  ? — Pray,  your  leaveyet. — 
You'll  fay,  the  emperor  is  young,  and  apt 
To  take  impreflion  rather  from  his  pleafures, 
Than  any  conftant  worthinefs  "  :  It  may  be. 

11    •   •  youn&*  and  apt 

To  take  imprejfion  rather  from  his  pleafurts, 

Than  any  conjlant  worthinels.]  Mr.  Seward  thinks  the  laft  line 

obfcure,  ar.d  aflcs,  '   Does  it  mean,  that  the  emperor,  being  young, 

•  took  impreffions  more  from  his  pleafures  than  from  virtue  and 

»  v/orthincis  ?'  This  is  certainly  the  obvious  meaning  j  but  as  that 

gentleman 
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But,  why  do  thefe,  the  people  call  his  pleafures, 
Exceed  the  moderation  of  a  man  ? 
Nay,  to  fay  juftly,  friend,  why  are  they  vices, 
And  fuch  as  make  our  worths  with  foreign  nations  ? 
Mcius.  You  fearch  the  fore  too  deep,  and  I  muft 

tell  yon, 

In  any  other  man  this  had  been  boldnefs, 
And  fo  rewarded.     Pray  deprefs  your  fpirit; 
For  tho'  I  conllantly  believe  you  honeft, 
(You  were  no  friend  for  me  elfe)  and  what  now 
You  freely  fpake,  but  good  you  owe  to  th*  empire, 
Yet  take  heed,  worthy  Maximus  ;  all  ears 
Hear  not  with  that  diftinction  mine  do,  few 
You'll  find  admonifhers,  but  urgers  of  your  actions, 
And  to  the  heavieft,  friend  :  And  pray  confider, 
We  are  but  fhadows,  motions  others  give  us  -9 
And  tho'  our  pities  may  become  the  times, 
Juftly  our  powers  cannot.     Make  me  worthy 
To  be  your  ever  friend  in  fair  allegiance, 
But  not  in  force :  For,  durft  mine  own  foul  urge  me 
(And,  by  that  foul,  I  fpeak  my  juft  affections) 
To  turn  my  hand  from  truth,  which  is  obedience, 
And  give  the  helm  my  virtue  holds  to  anger, 
Tho'  I  had  both  the  bkfiings  of  the  Bruti, 
And  both  their  inftigations,  tho'  my  caufe 
Carried  a  face  of  juitice  beyond  theirs, 
And,  as  I  am,  a  fervant  to  my  fortunes, 
That  daring  foul,  that  firft  taught  difobedience, 
Should  feel  the  firft  example.     Say  the  prince, 
As  I  may  well  believe,  feems  vicious, 
Who  juftly  knows  'tis  not  to  try  our  honours  ? 
Or,  fay  he  be  an  ill  prince,  are  we  therefore 
Fit  fires  to  purge  him  ?  No,  my  deareft  friend, 
The  elephant  is  never  won  with  anger, 

gentleman  conceives  it  to  beftify  exprrJJ'cd,  that  it  is  but  a  poor  apology 
for  Valentinian,  and  that  the  natural  apology  jhould  be,  *  That  the 
'  emperor  was  apt  to  take  impreffions  from  his  pleafures,  but  was  not 
habitually  'vicious?  he  chufes  to  read, 

Than  any  conftant  wprthleffnefs. 
*  W*rtblijfniftt  fays  he,  is  certainly  a  beautiful  woid.' 

Nor 
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Nor  muft  that  man  that  would  reclaim  a  lion, 
Take  him  by  th'  teeth. 

Max.  I  pray  miitake  me  not. 

ALcius.  Our  honeft  actions,  and  the  light  that  breaks 
Like  morning  from  our  fervice,  chafte  and  blufhing, 
Is  that  that  pulls  a  prince  back ;  then  he  fees, 
And  not  till  then  truly  repents  his  errors, 
When  fubjects'  chriftal  fouls  are  glafles  to  him. 

Max.  My  ever- honoured  friend,  I'll  take  your  counfel. 
The  emperor  appears  ;  I'll  leave  you  to  him-, 
And  as  we  both  affect  him,  may  he  flourifh  !    [Exit,, 

Enter  Vakntinian  and  Cbilax. 

Vol.  Is  that  the  bed  news  ? 

Cbi. ,  Yet  the  beft  we  know,  Sir. 

Vol.  Bid  Maximus  come  to  me,  and  be  gone  then. 
Mine  own  head  be  my  helper ;  thefe  are  fools. 
How  now,  Accius  ?  are  the  foldiers  quiet  ? 

j£YfM.  Better,  I  hope,  Sir,  than  they  were. 

Val.  They're  pleas'd,  I  hear, 
To  cenfure  me  extremely  for  my  pleafures ; 
Shortly,  they'll  fight  againft  me. 

ALcius.  Gods  defrnd,  Sir ! 

And,  for  their  cenfures,  they  are  fuch  fhrewd  judgen, 
A  donative  of  ten  fcfterties, 
I'll  undertake,  (hall  make  'em  ring  your  praifcs, 
More  than  they  fang  your  pleafures. 

Val.  \  believe  thee. 
Art  thou  in  love,  Aecius,  yet  ? 

sEfius.  Oh,  no,  Sir ! 
I  am  too  coarfe  for  ladies  •,  my  embraces, 
That  only  am  acquainted  with  alarums, 
Would  break  their  tender  bodies. 

VaL  Never  fear  it ; 
They're  ftronger  than  you  think  ;    they'll  hold  the 

hammer. 

My  emprefs  fwears  thou  art  a  lufty  foldier ; 
A  good  one,  I  believe  thee. 

Mcius.  All  that  goodnefs 

Js 
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Is  but  your  grace's  creature. 

Val.  Tell  me  truly 

For  thou  dar'ft  tell  me. 

jEcius.  Any  thing  concerns  you, 
That's  fit  for  me  to  (peak,  and  you  to  pardon. 

VaL  What  fay  the  foldiers  of  me  ?  and  the  fame 

words ; 

Mince  'em  not,  good  Aecins,  but  deliver 
The  very  forms  and  tongues  they  talk  withal. 

Mcius.  I'll  tell  your  grace  ;  but,  with  this  caution, 
You  be  not  ftirr'd  :  For  mould  the  gods  live  with  us, 
Ev'n  thofe  we  certainly  believe  are  righteous, 
Give  'em  but  drink,  they'd  cenfure  them  too. 

Val.  Forward. 

Mcius.  Then,  to  begin,  they  fay  you  fleep  too  much, 
By  which  they  judge  your  majefty  too  fenfual, 
Apt  to  decline  your  ftrength  to  eafe  and  pleafures  j 
And  when  you  do  not  fleep,  you  drink  too  much, 
From  which  they  fear  fufpicions  firft,  then  ruins  ; 
And  when  ye  neither  drink  nor  fleep,  ye  wench  much, 
Which,  they  affirm,  firft  breaks  your  underftanding, 
Then  takes  the  edge  of  honour,  makes  us  feem 
(That  are  the  ribs  and  rampires  of  the  empire) 
Fencers,  and  beaten  fools,  and  fo  regarded. 
But  I  believe  'em  not ;  for,  were  thefe  truths, 
Your  virtue  can  correct  them. 

VaL  They  fpeak  plainly. 

Mcius.  They  fay  moreover  (fince  your  grace  will 

have  it  •, 

For  they  will  talk  their  freedoms,  tho'  the  fword 
Were  in  their  throat)  that  of  late  time,  like  Nero, 
And  with  the  fame  forgetfulnefs  of  glory, 
You've  got  a  vein  of  fidling  -,  fo  they  term  it.— 

VaL  Some  drunken  dreams,  Aecius. 

Mcius.  So  I  hope,  Sir. — 
And  that  you  rather  ftudy  cruelty, 
And  to  be  fear'd  for  blood,  than  lov'd  for  bounty, 
(Which  makes  the  nations,  as  they  fay,  defpife  you) 
Telling  your  years  and  actions  by  their  deaths 

Whofc 
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Whofe  truth  and  (Irength  of  duty  made  you  Casfar. 
They  fay  befides,  you  nourifh  ftrange  devourers, 
Fed  with  the  fat  o'  th'  empire,  they  call  bawds, 
Lazy  and  luftful  creatures,  that  abufe  you; 
A  people,  as  they  term  Vm,  made  of  paper, 
In  which  the  fecret  fins  of  each  man's  monies 
Are  feal'd  and  fenta-working11. 

Val.  What  fin's  next  ? 
For  I  perceive  they  have  no  mind  to  fpare  me. 

^Ecius.  Nor  hurt  ye,  o*  my  foul,  Sir !  But  fuch  people 
(Nor  can  the  power  of  man  reftrain  it)  when 
They're  full  of  meat  and  cafe,  muft  prattle. 

VaL  Forward. 

jEctus.  I've  fpoke  too  much,  Sir. 

VaL  I'll  have  all. 

Mcius.  It  fits  not 

Your  ears  ihould  hear  their  vanities ;  no  profic 
Can  juftly  rife  to  you  from  their  behaviour, 
Unlefs  you  were  guilty  of  thofe  crimes. 

VaL  It  may  be 
I  am  fo ;  therefore  forward. 

JScius.  I  have  ever 
Learn'd  to  obey,  nor  (hall  my  life  refift  it. 

VaL  No  more  apologies. 

JEciu3.  They  grieve  bcfides,   Sir, 
To  fee  the  nations,  whom  our  ancient  virtue 
Withmany  a  weary  march  and  hunger  conquer'd, 
With  lofs  of  many  a  daring  life  lubdued, 
Fall  from  their  fair  obedience,  and  e'en  murmur 
To  fee  the  warlike  eagles  mew  their  honours 
In  obfcure  towns,  that  wont  to  prey  on  princes. 
They  cry  for  enemies,  and  tell  the  captains, 

*  The  fruits  of  Italy  are  lufcious ;  give  us  Egypt, 

*  Or  fandy  Africk,  to  difplay  our  valours, 

*  There  where ourfwords  may  make  us  meat,and  danger 

11   made  of  'paper, 

In  which  the  fecret  fins  of  each  mans  monies 
Arc  fear d  and fent  a^Morking.]    This  paffige  Mr.  Seward  pro 
nounces  extremely  obfcure,  and  for  monies  fubftituccs  body.     We  find 
no  difficulty ;  it  means  fimply,  «  The  fins  purchafed  by  money.' 

'  Dkeft 
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c  Digeft  our  well-got  viands.     Here  our  weapons, 
1  And  bodies  that  were  made  for  fhining  brafs, 
1  Are  both  unedg'd  and  old  with  eaie  and  women.' 
And  then  they  cry  again,  '  Where  are  the  Germans, 

*  Lin'd  with  hot  Spain,  or  Gallia  ?  Bring  'em  on, 
c  And  let  the  fon  of  war,  fteePd  Mithridates, 

c  Lead  up  his  winged  Parthians  like  a  florin, 

*  Hiding  the  face  of  Heav'n  with  fhow'rs  of  arrows  : 
c  Yet  we  dare  fight  like  Romans  !'  Then,  as  foldiers, 
Tir'd  with  a  weary  march,  they  tell  their  wounds, 
E'en  weeping-ripe  they  were  no  more,  nor  deeper, 
And  glory  in  thofe  fears  that  make  'em  lovely. 
And,  fitting  where  a  camp  was,  like  fad  pilgrims, 
They  reckon  up  the  times,  and  living  labours, 

Of  Julius  or  Germanicus  ;  and  wonder 
That  Rome,  whofe  turrets  once  were  topt  with  honours, 
Can  now  forget  the  cuftom  of  her  conquefts : , 
And  then  they  blame  your  grace,  and  fay,  c  Who 
leads  us  ? 

*  Shall  we  fland  here  like  flatues  ?  were  our  fathers 
e  The  fons  of  lazy  Moors  ?  our  princes  Perfians  ? 

c  Nothing  but  filks  and  foftnefs  ?  Curfes  on  'em 

*  That  firft  taught  Nero  wantonnefs  and  blood, 
•c  Tiberius  doubts,  Caligula  all  vices  ! 

'  For,  from  the  fpring  of  thefe,  fucceeding  princes * 

Thus  they  talk,  Sir. 

Val  Well, 
Why  do  you  hear  thefe  things  ? 

JSc'ttts.  Why  do  you  do  'em  ? 
I  take  the  gods  to  witnefs,  with  more  forrow, 
And  more  vexation,  do  I  hear  thefe  taintures, 
Than  were  my  life  dropt  from  me  thro'  an  hour-glafs ! 

Val.  Belike  then  you  believe  'em,  or  at  leaft 
Are  glad  they  (hould  be  fo.     Take  heed !  you  were 

better 

Build  your  own  tomb,  and  run  into  it  living, 
Than  dare  a  prince's  anger  ! 

Mcius.  I  am  old,  Sir, 
And  ten  years  more  addition,  is  but  nothing  : 

Now, 
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Now,  if  my  life  be  pleafing  to  you,  take  it ! 

Upon  my  knees,  if  ever  any  fervice, 

(As,  let  me  brag,  fome  have  been  worthy  notice) 

If  ever  any  worth,  or  truft  you  gave  me, 

Deferv'd  a  fair  refpeft ;  if  all  my  adlions, 

The  hazards  of  my  youth,  colds,  burnings,  wants, 

for  you  and  for  the  empire,  be  not  vices  ; 

By  that  ftile  you  have  ftarhpt  upon  me,  Soldier  j 

Let  me  not  fall  into  the  hands  of  wretches  ! 

Val.  1  understand  you  not. 

Mcius.  Let  not  this  body, 
That  has  look'd  bravely  in  his  blood  for  Csefar, 
And  covetous  of  wounds,  and  for  your  fafety, 
After  the  'fcape  of  fwords,  fpears,  flings,  and  arrows, 
('Gainft  which  my  beaten  body  was  mine  armour) 
The  feas,  and  thirfty  defarts,  now  be  purchafe 
For  flaves,  and  bafe  informers.     I  fee  anger 
And  death  look  thro*  your  eyes ;  I'm  mark'd  for 

(laughter, 

And  know  the  telling  of  this  truth  has  made  me 
A  man  clean  loft  to  this  world  :  I  embrace  it  j 
Only  my  laft  petition,  facred  Csefar, 
Is,  I  may  die  a  Roman ! 

Val.  Rife,  my  friend  ftill, 
And  worthy  of  my  love.     Reclaim  the  foldier  ; 
I'll  ftudy  to  do  fo  upon  myfelf  too.     Go  j 
Keep  your  command,  and  profper. 

JEcius.  Life  to  Casfar !  [Exit. 

Enter  Cbilax. 

Cbi.  Lord  Maximus  attends  your  grace. 

Val.  Go  tell  him, 
I'll  meet  him  in  the  gallery. 
The  honefty  of  this  Aecius 
(Who  is  indeed  the  bulwark  of  the  empire) 
Has  div'd  fo  deep  into  me,  that  of  all 
The  fins  I  covet,  but  this  woman's  beauty, 
With  much  repentance,  now  I  could  be  quit  of: 
But  me  is  fuch  a  pleafure,  being  good, 
That,  tho'  1  were  a  god,  flie'd  fire  my  blood.     \Exe. 

VOL.  IV.  T  ACT 
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A  C  T     II.       S  C  E  N  E     I. 

t  •  v. 

'v'     ;''     '.    '         .-'•<  '  4 

Vakntinian^  Maximus,  Licinius,  Proculus>  and  Cbila#9 

as  at  dice. 

Vol.  TW  T  A  Y,  ye  fhall  fet  my  hand  out ;  'tis  not  juft 
X  il    I  fhould  neglect  my  fortune,  now  'tis  pro- 
fperous. 

Licin.  If  I  have  any  thing  to  fet  your  grace, 
But  cloaths,  or  good  conditions,  let  me  perifh  t 
You've  all  my  money,  Sir. 

Prac.  And  mine. 

Chi.  And  mine  too. 

Max.  Unlefs  your  grace  will  credit  us. 

Vol.  No  bare  board. 

Licin.  Then,  at  my  garden-houfe. 

Val.  The  orchard  too  ? 

Licin.  An't  pleafe  your  grace. 

Vd.  Have  at  'em. 

Proc.  They  are  loft. 

Licin.  Why,  farewell,  fig-trees ! 

Val.  Who  fets  more  ? 

Chi.  A  t  my  horfe,  Sir. 

Val.  The  dappled  Spaniard  ? 

Chi.  He. 

Val.  He's  mine. 

Cbi.  He  is  fo. 

Max.  Your  fhort  horfe  is  foon  curried. 

Chi.  So  it  feems,  Sir  ; 
So  may  your  mare  be  too,  if  luck  ferve. 

Max.  Ha? 

Chi.  Nothing,  my  lord,  but  grieving  at  rny  fortune. 

Val.  Come,  Maximus,  you  were  not  wont  to  flinch 
thus. 

Max.  By  Heaven,  Sir,  I've  loft  all ! 

Val.  There's  a  ring  yet. 

Max.  This  was  not  made  to  lofe,  Sir, 

Val. 


V  A  L  E  N  T  I  N  I  A  N.          291 

Vol.  Some  love-token  ? 
Set  it,  I  fay  ! 

Max.  I  do  befeech  your  grace, 
Rather  name  any  houfe  I  have. 

Val.  How  ftrange, 

And  curious  you  are  grown  of  toys !  Redeem't, 
If  fo  I  win  it,  when  you  pleafe  ;  to-morrow, 
Or  next  day,  as  you  will,  I  care  not ; 
But  only  for  my  luck  fake  :  'Tis  not  rings 
Can  make  me  richer. 

Max.  Will  you  throw,  Sir  ?  There  'tis. 

Vol.  Why  then,  have  at  it  fairly. — Mine. 

Max.  Your  grace 

Is  only  ever  fortunate.    To-morrow, 
An't  be  your  pleafure,  Sir,  I'll  pay  the  price  on't. 

Val.  To-morrow  you  (hall  have  it  without  price,  Sir, 
But  this  day  'tis  my  victory.    Good  Maximus, 
Now  I  bethink  myfelf,  go  to  Aecius, 
And  bid  him  mutter  all  the  cohorts  prefently  ; 
(They  mutiny  for  pay,  I  hear)  and  be  you 
Afliftant  to  him.    When  you  know  their  numbers, 
Ye  fhall  have  monies  for 'em,  and  above 
Something  to  flop  their  tongues  withal. 

Max.  I  will,  Sir : 
And  gods  preferve  you  in  this  mind  flill ! 

Val.  Shortly, 
I'll  ice  'em  march  myfelf. 

Max.  Gods  ever  keep  you  !  [Exit. 

Val.  To  what  end  do  you  think  this  ring  (hall  ferve 

now  ? 

For  you  are  fellows  only  know  by  rote, 
As  birds  record  their  lefTons. 

Chi.  For  the  lady. 

Val.  But  how  for  her  ? 

Chi.  That  I  confefs  I  know  not. 

Val. Then  pray  for  him  that  does.  Fetch  me  an  ^unuch 
That  never  law  her  yet  •,  and  you  two  fee  [Exit  Cbilax. 
The  court  made  like  a  Paradiie. 

Licin.  We  will,  Sir. 

Val.  Full  of  fair  fliows  and  muficks  j  all  your  arts 

T2  (As 
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(As  I  fhall  give  inftru6ti6ns)  fcrew  to  th'  higheff, 
For  my  main  piece  is  now  a-doing :  And,  for  fear 
You  fhould  not  take,  I'll  have  another  engine, 
Such  as,  if  virtue  be  not  only  in  her, 
She  fhall  not  chufe  but  lean  to.     Let  the  women 
Put  on  a  graver  fhow  of  welcome. 

Proc.  Well,  Sir. 

Vol.  They  are  a  thought  too  eager. 

Enter  Cbilax  and  Lycias. 

Cbi.  Here'^s  the  eunuch. 

Lycias.  Long  life  to  Casfar  ! 

Val.  I  muft  ufe  you,  Lycias  : 
Come,  let's  walk  iny  and  then  I'll  fhew  you  all. 
If  women  may  be  frail,  this  wench  fhall  fall.  \Extunt. 

SCENE      II. 

Enter  Claudia  and  Marcellina. 

Clau.  Sirrah,  what  ails  my  lady,  that  of  late 
She  never  cares  for  company  ? 

Marc.  1  know  not, 
Unlefs  it  be  that  company  caufes  cuckolds. 

Clau.  That  were  a  childifh,  fear. 

Marc.  What  were  thofe  ladies 
Came  to  her  lately  ?  from  the  court  ? 

Clau.  The  fame,  wench. 
Some  grave  inftru£tors,  on  my  life ;  they  look 
For  all  the  world  like  old  hatch'd  hilts. 

Marc.  'Tis  true,  wench. 

For  here  and  there  (and  yet  they  painted  well  too) 
One  might  difcover,  where  the  gold  was  worn, 
Tiieir  iron  ages. 

Clau.  If  my  judgment  fail  not, 
They  have  been  fheath'd,  like  rotten  mips- 

Marc.  It  may  be. 

Clau.  For,  if  ye  mark  their  rudders,  they  hang  weakly. 

Marc.  They  have  paft  the  line  belike.     Wouldft 

live,  Claudia, 
'Till  thou  wert  fuch  as  they  are  ? 
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Clau.  Chimney-pieces  ? 

Now  Heav'n  have  mercy  on  me,  and  young  men ! 
I'd  rather  make  a  drallery  'till  thirty IJ. 
While  I  were  able  to  endure  a  tempeft, 
And  bear  my  fights  out  bravely,  'till  my  tackle 
Whittled  i'  th'  wind,  and  held  againft  all  weathers, 
While  I  were  able  to  bear  with  my  tires, 
And  Ib  difcharge  'cm,  I  would  willingly 
Live,  Marcellina ;  not  'till  barnacles 
Bred  in  my  fides. 

Marc .  Thou  art  i*  th'  right,  wench : 
For  who  would  live,  whom  pleafures  had  forfaken, 
To  (land  at  mark,  and  cry,  *  a  bow  fhort,  fignior  ?' 
Were  there  not  men  came  hither  too  ? 

Clau.  Brave  fellows  ; 
I  fear  me,  bawds  of  five  i'  th'  poujcicj. 

Marc.  How  know  you  ? 

Clau.  They  gave  me  great  lights  to  it. 

Marc.  Take  heed,  Claudia  ! 

Clau.  Let  them  take  heed  -9  the  fpring  comes  on. 

Marc.  To  me  now, 
They  feem'd  as  noble  vifitants. 

Clau.  To  me  now, 

Nothing  lefs,  Marcejlina ;  for  I  mark'd  'em. 
And,  by  this  honed  light,  (for  yet  'tis  morning) 

'*  1  had  rat  her  make  a  drallery  till  thirty.]  What  the  word  drallery 
iignifies,  if  genuine;  or  if  corrupt,  what  rn.ty  be  the  uue  one,  is  be 
yond  Mr.  Sympfon's  and  my  reach.  The  context  requires  the  name 
of  fome  (hip.  Sward. 

Drallery.]  No  Englifh  Dictionary,  or  Author  that  we  know,  ex 
hibits  the  word  drallery.  That  it  is  corrupt,  therefore,  is  fcarcely  to  be 
doubted ;  but  we  do  not  think  with  Mr.  Seward,  that  the  context  abfo- 
lutely  requires  the  name  of  fome  (hip.  Marcellina  afks,  '  Wouldft  thou 
•  live  till  thou  wert  fuch  as  they  are  ?*  to  which  Claudia  replies,  *  She 
4  had  rather  have  a  fhort  life  and  a  merry  one/  and  then  recurs  to  the 
fea- metaphors  in  which  they  had  been  converfmg  before.  In  this  fenfe, 
might  we  not  venture  to  read,  not  being  able  to  make  fenfe  of  the 
prefent  text, 

Pd rather  make  a  drollery  till  thirty? 

Dro/frie,  and  drole/e,  are  French  words,  both  frequently  applied  to 
women,  and  fignifying  (according  to  Le  Roux's  Diftionaire  Comique) 
pleafant  things,  and  gay  ladies  ;  plaifanterie,  fajffttems  rejouij/ant ; 
unt  rejouie,  qui  ef  gaje,  dt  bonne  humeur. 

T  3  Saving 
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Saving  th?  reverence  of  their  gilded  doublets 
And  Milan  fkins 

Marc.  Thou  art  a  ftrange  wench,  Claudia. 

Clau.  Ye  are  deceived. — They  fhew'd  to  me  dire&ly 
Court- crabs,  that  creep  a  fide-way  for  the-ir  living : 
I  know  'em  by  the  breeches  that  they  begg'd  lait. 

Marc.  Pe£ce  -9 
My  lady  comes.     What  may  that  be  ? 

Enter  Lucina  and  Lycias. 

Clau.  A  fumner, 
That  cites  her  to  appear. 

Marc .  No  more  of  that,  wench. 

Lycias.  Madam,  what  anfwer  to  your  lord  ? 

Lucina.  Pray  tell  him, 
I'm  fubjedt  to  his  will. 

Lycias.  Why  weep  you,  madam  ? 
Excellent  lady,  there  are  none  will  hurt  you. 

Lucina.  I  do  befeech  you  tell  me,  Sir 

Lycias,  What,  lady  ? 

Lucina.  Serve  you  the  emperor  ? 

Lycias.  I  do. 

Lucina.  In  what  place  ? 

Lycias.  In's  chamber,  madam. 

Luctna.  Do  you  ferve  his  will  too? 

Lycias.  In  fair  and  j Lift  commands. 

Lucina.  Are  you  a  Roman  ? 

Lycias.  Yes,  noble  lady,  and  a  Mantuan. 

Lucina.   What  office  bore  your  parents  ? 

Lycias.  One  \vas  pretor. 

Lucina.  Take  heed  then  how  youflain  his  reputation* 

Lycias.  Why,  worthy  lady  ? 

Lucina.  If  you  know,  I  charge  you, 
Aught  in  this  meflage  but  what  honefty, 
The  truft  and  fair  obedience  of  a  fervant, 
May  well  deliver,  yet  take  heed,  and  help  me. 

Lycias.  Madam,  I  am  no  broker- 

Clau.  I'll  be  hang'd  then.  J,  V 

Lycias.  Nor  bafe  procurer  of  mens'  lufts.     Your 
hufband 

Pray'd 
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PrayM  me  to  do  this  office ;  I  have  done  it; 
It  reds  in  you  to  come,  or  no. 

Lucina.  I  will,  Sir. 

Lycias.  If  you  miftruft  me,  do  not. 

Lucina.  You  appear 

So  worthy,  and  to  all  my  fenfe  fo  honeft, 
And  this  is  fuch  a  certain  fign  you've  brought  me, 
That  I  believe. 

Lycias.  Why  fhould  I  cozen  you  ? 
Or,  were  I  brib'd  to  do  this  villainy, 
Can  money  profper,  or  the  fool  that  takes  it, 
When  fuch  a  virtue  falls  ? 

Lucina.  You  fpeak  well,  Sir : 
'Would  all  the  reit  that  ferve  the  emperor 
Had  but  your  way  ! 

Clau.  And  fo  they  have,  a d  ungutm. 

Lucina.  Pray  tell  my  lord,  I  have  receiv'd  his  token, 
And  will  not  rail  to  meet  him.     Yet,  good  Sir,  thus 

much 

Before  you  go ;  I  do  befeech  you  too, 
As  little  notice  as  you  can,  deliver, 
Of  my  appearance  there. 

Lycias.  It  (hall  be,  madam  ; 
And  fo  I  wiih  you  happinefs  ! 

Lucina.  I  thank  you  !  [Exeunt. 

SCENE      III. 

Tumult  and  noife  within.  Enter  dicius,  furfuing  Pontius, 
and  Maximus  following. 

Max.  Temper  yourfelf,  Aecius ! 

Pont.  Hold,  my  lord  ! 
I  am  a  Roman,  and  a  foldier. 

Max.  Pray,  Sir! 

jEcius.  Thou  art  a  lying  villain,  and  a  traitor  !*— 
Give  me  myfelf,  or,  by  the  gods,  my  friend, 
You'll  make  me  dangerous  ! — How  dar'it  thou  pluck 
The  foldiers  to  fedition,  and  I  living  ? 
And  fow  rebellion  in 'em,  and  ev'n  then 
When  I  am  drawing  out  to  aclion  ? 

T  4  Pont. 
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Pont.  Hear  me. 

Max.  Are  you  a  man  ? 

ALcius.  I  am  true-hearted,  Maximus, 
And  if  the  villain  live,  \ye  are  diftionour'c(. 

Max.  But  hear  him  what  he  can  fay, 

JEcms.  That's  the  way 
To  pardon  him  :  I  am  fo  eafy-natur'd. 
That,  if  he  fpeak  but  humbly,  I  forgive  him. 

Pont.  I  do  befeech  you,  noble  general 

jEcius.  H*  has  found  the  way  already !  Give  me  room  ^ 
One  ftroke  ;  and  if  he  'fcape  me  then,  h'  has  mercy. 

Pont.  I  do  not  call  you  noble,  that  I  fear  you  5, 
I  never  car'd  for  death  !  If  you  will  kill  me, 
Confider  firft  for  what,  not  what  you  can  do. 
'Tis  true,  I  know  you  for  my  general, 
And  by  that  great  prerogative  may  kill  \ 
But  do  it  juftly  then. 

JEcius.  He  argues  with  me  : 
By  Heav'n,  a  made-up  rebel  !      / 

Max.  Pray  confider, 
What  certain  grounds  you  have  for  this. 

jEcius.  What  grounds  ? 
Did  I  not  take  him  preaching  to  the  foldiers 
How  lazily  they  liv'd  ?  and  what  difhonours 
It  was  to  ferve  a  prince  fo  full  of  woman  ? 
Thofe  were  his  very  words,  friend. 

Max.  Thefe,  Aecius, 

Tho'  they  were  rafhly  fpoke,  (which  was  an  error, 
A  great  one,  Pontius  !)  yet,  from  him  that  hungers 
For  wars,  and  brave  employment,  might  be  pardon'd. 
The  heart,  and  harbour'd  thoughts  of  ill,  make  traitors^ 
Not  fpleeny  fpeeches. 

jEcius.  Why  mould  you  protect  him  I 
Go  to I4 ;  it  Jfhews  not  honeft. 

Max.  Taint  me  not ; 

For  that  (hews  worfe,  Aecius !  All  your  friendfhip, 
And  that  pretended  love  you  lay  upon  me, 
Hold  back  my  honefty,  is  like  a  favour 

14  Go  too.]  So  all  former  editions. 

Yoq 
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Vpu  do  your  flave  to-day,  to-morrow  hang  him. 
Was  I  your  bofom-picce  for  this  ? 

jEcius.  Forgive  me ; 

The  nature  of  my  zeal,  and  for  my  country, 
Makes  me  fometimes  forget  myfelf  j  for  know, 
Tho'  I  moft  ftrive  to  be  without  my  paflibns, 
I  am  no  god.     For  you,  Sir,  whofe  jnfe&ion  . 
Has  fpread  itfetf  like  poifon  thro*  the  army, 
And  caft  a  killing  fog  on  fair  allegiance, 
Firft  thank  this  noble  gentleman  ;  you  had  died  elfe : 
Next,  from  your  place,  and  honour  of  a  foldier, 
J  here  feclude  you 

Pont.  May  I  fpeak  yet  ? 

Max.  Hear  him. 

ALcius.  Ancj,  while  Aecius  holds  a  reputation, 
At  Icait  command,  you  bear  no  arms  for  Rome,  Sir. 

Pont.  Againft  her  I  mall  never.  The  condemned  man 
Has  yet  that  privilege  to  fpeak,  my  lord ; 
Law  were  not  equal  elfe. 

Max.  Pray  hear,  Aecius  j 
For  happily  the  fault  he  has  committed, 
Tho'  I  bel.cve  it  mighty,  yet,  confider'd, 
(If  mercy  may  be  thought  upon)  will  prove 
Rather  a  hafty  fin,  than  heinous. 

Mcius.  Speak. 

Ponf.  'Tis  prue,  my  lord,  you  took  me  tir'd  with 

peace, 

My  words  almoft  as  ragged  as  my  fortunes  IJ : 
'Tis  true,  I  told  the  foldier  whom  we  ferv'd, 
And  then  bewail'd,  we  had  an  emperor 
Led  from  us  by  the  flourimes  of  fencers ; 
I  blam'd  him  too  for  women. 

jEcius.  To  the  reft,  Sir  ! 

Pont.  And  like  enough,!  blefs'd  him  then  as  foldiers 
Will  do  fometimes :  'Tis  true  I  told  'em  too, 
We  lay  at  home,  to  (hew  our  country 

**  My  nuor  tit  almoft  at  ragged  at  my  for  tune  t.~\  Ragged  is  a  very 
ftrong  metaphor,  and  poffibly  corrupt.  Some  men  oftafle  would 
chufe  to  read  rugged,  which  is  equally  applicable  to  his  word  and  his 

We 
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We  durft  go  naked,  durft  want  meat,  and  money ; 

And,  when  the  flave  drinks  wine,  we  durft  be  thirfty  : 

I  told  'em  this  too,  that  the  trees  and  roots 

Were  our  heft  pay-mafters ;  the  charity 

Of  longing  women,  that  had  bought  our  bodies, 

Our  beds,  fires,  taylors,  nurfes  -,  nay,  I  told  'em, 

(For  you  mall  hear  the  greateft  fin  I  faid,  Sir) 

By  that  time  there  be  wars  again,  our  bodies, 

Laden  with  fears  and  aches,  and  ill  lodgings, 

Heats,  and  perpetual  wants,  were  fitter  prayers, 

And  certain  graves,  than  cope  the  foe  on  crutches  : 

3Tis  likely  too,  I  counfell'd  'em  to  turn 

Their  warlike  pikes  to  plough- mares,  their  fure  targets 

And  fwords,  hatch'd  with  the  blood  of  many  nations, 

To  fpades  and  pruning  knives,  (for  thofe  get  money) 

Their  warlike  eagles  into  daws,  or  ftarlings, 

To  give  an  Ave  C<efar  as  he  paffes, 

And  be  rewarded  with  a  thoufand  drachmas ; 

For  thus  we  get  but  years  and  beets. 

Mcius.  What  think  you, 
Were  thefe  words  to  be  fpoken  by  a  captain  ? 
One  that  fhould  give  example  ? 

Max.  'Twas  too  much. 

Pont.  My  lord,  I  did  not  wooe  'em  from  the  empire, 
Nor  bid  'em  turn  their  daring  fteel  'gainft  Casfar  j 
The  gods  for  ever  hate  me,  if  that  motion 
Were  part  of  me  !  Give  me  but  employment,  Sir, 
And  way  to  live ;  and,  where  you  hold  me  vicious, 
Bred  up  in  mutiny,  my  fword  mail  tell  you, 
(And,  if  you  pleafe,  that  place  I  held  maintain  it, 
'Gainft  the  moft  daring  foes  of  Rome)  I'm  honeft, 
A  lover  of  my  country,  one  that  holds 
His  life  no  longer  his,  than  kept  for  Casfar. 
Weigh  not  (I  thus  low  on  my  knee  befeech  you) 
What  my  rude  tongue  difcover'd  ;  'twas  my  want, 
No  other  part  of  Pontius.     You  have  feen  me, 
And  you,  my  lord,  do  fomething  for  my  country, 
And  both  beheld  the  wounds  I  gave  and  took, 
Not  like  a  backward  traitor. 

Mdus. 
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ALcius.  All  this  language 
Makes  but  againft  you,  Pontius ;  you  are  caft, 
And,  by  mine  honour  and  my  love  to  Caefar, 
By  me  mall  never  be  reftor'd  :  In  my  camp 
I  will  not  have  a  tongue,  tho'  to  himfelf, 
Dare  talk  but  near  fedition ;  as  I  govern, 
All  (hall  obey  ;  and  when  they  want,  their  duty 
And  ready  fervice  fhall  redrefs  their  needs, 
Not  prating  what  they  would  be. 

Pont.  Thus  I  leave  you ; 
Yet  (hall  my  prayers  ftill,  altho'  my  fortunes 
Muft  follow  you  no  more,  be  dill  about  you  : 
Gods  give  you,  where  you  fight,  the  victory  ! 
You  cannot  caft  my  wifhes. 

ALcius  Come,  my  lord, 
Now  to  the  field  again. 

Max.  Alas,  poor  Pontius  \  [Exeunt. 

SCENE      IV. 

Enter  Cbilax  at  one  door,  Licinius  and  Balbus  at  another. 

Licin.  How  pow  ? 

Cbi.  She's  come. 

Bal.  Then  I'll  to  th'  emperor.  [Exit. 

Cbi.  Do.     Is  the  mufic  plac'd  well  ? 

Licin.  Excellent. 

Cbi.  Licinius,  you  and  Proculus  receive  her 
In  the  great  chamber ;  at  her  entrance, 
Let  me  alone ;  and,  do  you  hear,  Licinius  ? 
Pray  let  the  ladies  ply  her  further  off, 
And  with  much  more  dilcretion.     One  word  more. 

Licin.  Well? 

Cbi.  Are  the  jewels,  and  thofe  ropes  of  pearl, 
Laid  in  the  way  (he  pafles  ? 

Enter  Valentinian,  Balbus,  and  Proculus. 
Licin.  Take  no  care,  man.  [Exit. 

What,  is  (he  come  ? 

CM, 
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Chi.  She  is,  Sir ;  but  'twere  beft 
Your  grace  were  feen  laft  to  her. 

VaL  So  I  mean. 
Keep  the  court  empty,  Proculus. 

Proc.  'Tis  done,  §ir. 

Vol.  Be  not  too  fudden  to  her. 

Cbi.  Good  your  grace, 
Retire,  and  man  yourfelf;  Jet  us  alone; 
We  are  no  children  this  way.     PO  you  hear,  Sir  ? 
*  1  is  neceffary  that  her  waiting- women 
Be  cut  off  in  the  lobby  by  fome  ladies ; 
They'd  break  the  bufmefs  elfe. 

VaL  'Tis  true  •,  they  mall. 

Chi.  Remember  your  place,  Proculus. 

froc.  I  warrant  you.         [Exe.  Val.  Baj.  and  Proc. 

Enter  Lucina^  Claudia^  and  Marcellipa. 

Chi.  She   enters. — Who  are  waiters  there?    The 

emperor 
Calls  for  his  horfe  to  air  himfelf. 

Lucina.  I'm  glad 

I  come  fo  happily  to  take  him  abfent ; 
This  takes  away  a  little  fear.     I  know  him  j 
Now  I  begin  to  fear  again.     Oh,  honour, 
If  ever  thou  hadft  temple  in  weak  woman. 
And  facrifice  of  modefty  burnt  to  thee, 
Hold  me  faft  now,  and  help  me ! 

Chi.  Noble  madam, 

You're  welcome  to  the  court,  moft  nobly  welcome  ! 
You  are  a  ftranger,  lady. 

Lucina.  I  defire  fo. 

Chi.  A  wondrous  ftranger  here;  nothing  fo  ftrange: 
And  therefore  need  a  guide,  I  think. 

Lucina.  I  do,  Sir, 
And  that  a  good  one  too. 

Cbi.  My  fervice,  lady, 

Shall  be  your  guide  in  this  place.    But,  pray  tell  me, 
Are  you  refolv'd  a  courtier  ? 

Lucina,  No,  I  hope,  Sir. 
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Clau.  You  are,  Sir. 

Cbi.  Yes,  my  fair  one. 

Clau.  So  it  feems, 

You  are  fo  ready  to  beftow  yourfelf. 
Pray  what  might  coft  thofe  breeches  ? 

Cbi.  Would  you  wear  'em  ? — 
Madam,  you  have  a  witty  woman. 

Marc.  Two,  Sir, 
Or  elfe  you  underbuy  us. 

Lucina.  Leave  your  talking. 
But  is  my  lord  here,  I  befeech  you,  Sir  ? 

Cbi.  He  is,  fweet  lady,  and  muft  take  fhis  kindly, 
Exceeding  kindly  of  you,  wondrous  kindly, 
You  come  16  far  to  vifit  him.     I'll  ^uide  you. 

Lucina.  Whither? 

Cbi.  Why,  to  your  lord. 

Lucina.  Is  it  Ib  hard,  Sir, 
To  find  him  in  this  place  without  a  guide  ? 
For  I  would  willingly  not  trouble  you. 

Cbi.  It  will  be  fo  for  you  that  are  a  ftranger: 
Nor  can  it  be  a  trouble  to  do  fervice 
To  fuch  a  wo*  thy  beauty  ;  and  befides 

Marc.  I  fee  he  will  go  with  us. 

Clau.  Let  him  amble. 

Chi.  It  fits  not  that  a  lady  of  your  reckoning, 
Should  pafs  without  attendants. 

Lucina.  I  have  two,  Sir. 

Cbi.  I  mean,  without  a  man.     You'll  fee  the  em 
peror  ? 

Lucina.  Alas,  I  am  not  fit,  Sir. 

Cbi.  You  are  well  enough ; 
He'll  take  it  wondrous  kindly.     Hark ! 

Lucina.  You  flatter : 
Good  Sir,  no  more  of  that. 

Cbi.  Well,  I  but  tell  you. 

Lucina.  Will  you  go  forward  ?    Since  I  muft  be 

man'd, 
Pray  take  your  place. 

Clau.  Cannot  you  man  us  too.  Sir  ? 

Cti 
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Cbi.  Give  me  but  time. 

Marc.  And  you'll  try  all  things  ? 

Chi.  No-, 
I'll  make  you  no  fuch  promife. 

Clau.  If  you  do,  Sir, 
Take  heed  you  ftand  to't. 

Chi.  Wondrous  merry  ladies ! 

Lucina.  The  wenches  are  difpos'd !  Pray  keep  your . 
way,  Sir.  [Exeunt. 

Entfr  LiciniuSy  Proculus,  and  Balbus. 

Licin.  She's  coming  up  the  ftairs.  Now,  the  mufic  ; 

And,  as  that  ftirs  her,  let's  fet  on.  Perfumes  there! 
Proc.  Difcover  all  the  jewels  ! 

Licin.  Peace!  [Mufic* 

SONG. 

Now  the  lufty  fpring  is  feen ; 

Golden  yellow,  gaudy  blue, 

Daintily  invite  the  view. 
Every  where,  on  every  green, 
Rofes  blulhing  as  they  blow, 

And  enticing  men  to  pull, 
Lillies  whiter  than  the  inow, 

Woodbines  of  fweet  honey  full : 
All  love's  emblems,  and  all  cry, 
*  Ladies,  if  not  pluck'd  we  die/ 

Yet  the  lufty  fpring  hath  (laid, 

Blufhing  red  and  pureft  white, 

Daintily  to  love  invite 
Every  woman,  every  maid. 
Cherries  ki fling  as  they  grow, 

And  inviting  men  to  tafle, 
Apples  even  ripe  below, 

Winding  gently  to  the  waift : 
All  love's  emblems,  and  all  cry, 
'  Ladies,  if  not  pluck'd  we  die/ 

SECOND 
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SECOND     SONG. 

Hear  ye,  ladies  that  defpife, 

What  the  mighty  love  has  done  j 
Fear  examples,  and  be  wife  : 

Fair  Califto  was  a  nun  ; 
Leda,  failing  on  the  ftream 

To  deceive  the  hopes  of  man, 
Love  accounting  but  a  dream, 

Doated  on  a  mver  fwan  ; 
Danae,  in  a  brazen  tower, 
Where  no  love  was,  lov'd  a  fhower. 

Hear  ye,  ladies  that  are  coy, 

What  the  mighty  love  can  do  ; 
Fear  the  fiercenefs  of  the  boy  : 

The  chafte  moon  he  makes  to  wooe; 
Veda,  kindling  holy  fires, 

Circled  round  about  with  fpies, 
Never  dreaming  loole  dcfires, 

Doating  at  the  altar  dies  ; 

Ilion,  in  a  fhort  hour  l6,  higher 
He  can  build,  and  once  more  fire. 

Enter  Cbilax,  Lucina,  Claudia,  and  Marcetiina. 

Lucina.  Pray  Heav'n  my  lord  be  here  !  for  now  I 

fear  it. 

Well,  ring,  if  thou  be'fl  counterfeit,  or  ftolen, 
As  by  this  preparation  I  fufpect  it, 
Thou  haft  betray'd  thy  mifcrefs.    Pray,  Sir,  forward  ; 
I  would  Fain  fee  my  lord. 

Cbi.  But  tell  me,  madam, 
How  do  you  like  the  fong  ? 

Lucina.  I  like  the  air  well, 
But,  for  the  words,  they  are  lafcivious, 
And  over-light  for  ladies. 

Cbi.      11  ours  love  'em. 


**  Ilion  in  a  fart  lower  higher.]  Firft  folio. 

Lucin*< 
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Lucina.  'Tis  like  enough,  for  yours  are  loving  ladies. 

Licin.  Madam,  you're  welcome  to  the  court.   Who 

waits  ? 
Attendants  for  this  lady ! 

Lucina.  You  miftake,  Sir ; 
I  bring  no  triumph  with  me* 

Licin.  But  much  honour. 

Proc.  Why,  this  was  nobly  done,  and  like  a  neigh 
bour, 

So  freely  of  yourfelf  to  be  a  vifitant : 
The  emperor  mall  give  you  thanks  for  this. 

Lucina.  Oh,  no^  Sir ; 
There's  nothing  to  deferve  'em. 

Proc.  Yes,  your  prefence, 

Lucina.  Good  gentlemen,  be  patient,  and  believe 
I  come  to  fee  my  hufband,  on  command  too ; 
I  were  no  courtier  elfe. 

Licin.  That's  all  one,  lady  ; 

Now  you  are  here,  you're  welcome :  And  the  emperor, 
Who  loves  you  but  too  well 

Lucina.  No  more  of  that,  Sir; 
I  came  not  to  be  catechiz'd. 

Proc.  Ah,  firrah! 

And  have  we  got  you  here  ?  Faith,  noble  lady, 
We'll  keep  you  one  month  courtier. 

Lucina.  Gods  defend,  Sir  ! 
I  never  lik'd  a  trade  worie. 

Proc.  Hark  you.  \JPkifpert. 

Lucina.  No,  Sir ! 

Proc.  You're  grown  the  ftrangeft  lady ! 

Lucina.  How ! 

Proc.  By  Heav'n, 
3Tis  true  I  tell  you  •,  and  you'll  find  it. 

Lucina.  1  ?  .f 

I'll  rather  find  my  grave,  and  fo  inform  him. 

Proc,  Is  it  not  pity,  gentlemen,  this  lady  . 
(Nay,  I'll  deal  roughly  with  you,  yet  not  hurt  you) 
Should  live  alone,  and  give  fuch  heav'nly  beauty 
Qaly  to  walls  and  hangings  ? 

Lucina. 
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Lucina.  Good  Sir,  patience  ! 
1  am  no  wonder,  neither  come  to  that  end. 
You  do  my  lord  an  injury  to  ftay  me, 
Who,  tho'  you  are  the  prince's,  yec  dare  tell  you, 
He  keeps  no  wife  for  your  ways. 

Bat.  Well,  well,  lady, 
However  you  are  pleas'd  to  think  of  us, 
You're  welcome,  and  you  fhall  be  welcome. 

Lucina.  Shew  it 

In  that  I  come  for  then,  in  leading  me 
Where  my  lov'd  lord  is,  not  in  flattery.  [Jewels Jbewn. 
Nay,  you  may  draw  the  curtain  ;  I  have  feen  'em, 
But  none  worth  half  my  honefty. 

Clau.  Are  thefe,  Sir, 
Laid  here  to  take  ? 

Proc.  Yes,  for  your  lady,  gentlewoman. 

Marc.  We  had  been  doing  clfe. 

Bal.  Meaner  jewels 
Would  fit  your  worths. 

Clau.  And  meaner  cloaths  your  bodies. 

Lucina.  The  gods  (hall  kill  me  firft  ! 

Licin.  There's  better  dying 
I*  th'  emperor's  arms.     Go  to  ;  but  be  not  angry  ! 
Thefe  are  but  talks,  fweet  lady. 

Enter  Pborba  and  Ardelia. 
Pborba.  Where  is  this  flranger  ?  Rulhes l7,  ladies, 

ruihes  ! 

Rufhes  as  green  as  fummer,  for  this  ftranger  ! 
Proc.  Here's  ladies  come  to  fee  you. 
Lucina.  You  are  gone  then  ? 
I  take  it,  'tis  your  cue. 

Proc.  Or  rather  manners  : 
You're  better  fitted,  madam ;  we  but  tire  you, 

f7  Rujbfs.]  in  tiie  Second  ijart  of  Henry  iV.  adl  v.  fcene  v.  one 
of  tht  Grooms  calls  out  for  more  rujkes ;  upon  which  jaflage  Dr. 
Johnfon  ob-crvts,  that,  at  ceremonial  entertainments,  it  was  the 
cuft  ^m  to  itrew  the  floor  with  rujket ;  and  for  a  proof  refers  to  taiut 
de  Ephemera*  The  fame  obfervation  and  reference  are  made  on  a 
paflage  in  Cymbeline,  aft  ii.  fcene  ii.  R. 

VOL.  IV.  U  Therefore 
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Therefore  we'll  leave  you  for  an  hour,  and  bring 
Your  much-lov'd  lord  unto  you.  [Exeunt. 

Lucina.  Then  I'll  thank  you. 
I  am  bctray'd,  for  certain !  Well,  Lucina, 
If  thou  doft  fall  from  virtue,  may  the  earth, 
That  after  death  ihould  fhoot  up  gardens  of  thee, 
Spreading  thy  living  goodnefs  into  branches, 
Fly  from  thee,  and  the  hot  fun  find  thy  vices  ! 

Phorba.  You  are  a  welcome  woman. 

Ard.  Blefs  me,  Heav'n  ! 
How  did  you  find  the  way  to  court  ? 

Lucina.  I  know  not  •, 
'Would  I  had  never  trod  it ! 

Pborba.  Prithee  tell  me, 

Good  noble  lady,  (and,  good  fweetheart,  love  us, 
For  we  love  thee  extremely)  is  not  this  place 
A  Paradife  to  live  in  ? 

Lucina.  To  thofe  people 
That  know  no  other  Paradife  but  pleafure  : 
That  little  I  enjoy  contents  me  better. 

Ard.  What,  heard  you  any  mufick  yet  ? 

Lucina.  Too  much. 

Phorba.  You  mud  not  be  thus  froward  :  What  I  this 

gown 

Is  one  o'  th'  prettied,  by  my  troth,  Ardelia, 
I  ever  faw  yet ;  'twas  not  to  frown  in,  lady, 
-You  put  this  gown  on  when  you  came. 

Ard.  How  do  you  ? 
Alas,  poor  wretch,  how  cold  it  is ! 

Lucina.  Content  you  ; 
I  am  as  well  as  may  be,  and  as  temperate, 
If  you  will  let  me  be  fo.     Where's  my  lord  ? 
For  there's  the  bufinefs  that  I  came  for,  ladies. 

Pborba.  We'll  lead  you  to  him *,  he  is  in  the  gallery. 

Ard.  We'll  fhew  you  all  the  court  too. 

Lucina.  Shew  me  him, 
And  you  have  fhew'd  me  all  I  come  to  look  on. 

Phorba.  Come  on  j  we'll  be  your  guides,  and,  as 
you  go, 

We 
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We  have  fomc  pretty  tales  to  tell  you,  lady, 
Shall  make  you  merry  too.     You  come  not  here, 
To  be  a  fad  Lucina. 

Lucina.  'Would  I  might  not !  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Cbilax  and  Balbus. 

Cbi.  Now  the  foft  mufick  !  Balbus,  run  ! 

Bal.  I  fly,  boy.  [Exit. 

Cbi.  The  women  by  this  time  are  worming  or  her ; 
If  (he  can  hold  out  them,  the  emperor  [Mufick. 
Takes  her  to  talk.  He  has  her.  Hark,  the  mufick  ! 

Enter  Valentinian  and  Lucina. 

Lucina.  Good  your  grace  ! 
Where  are  my  women,  Sir  ? 

Val.  They're  wife,  beholding 

What  you  think  fcorn  to  look  on,  the  court's  bravery. 
Would  you  have  run  away  fo  flily,  lady, 
And  not  have  feen  me  ? 

Lucina.  I  befecch  your  majefty, 
Coniidcr  what  I  am,  and  whofe. 

Val.  I  do  fo. 

I.ttcina.  Believe  me,  I  (hall  never  make  a  whore,  Sir. 

Val.  A  friend  you  may,  and  to  that  man  that  loves 

you, 
More  than  you  love  your  virtue. 

Lucina.  Sacred  C^elar ! 

Val.  You  fhall  not  kneel  to  me,  fvveet. 

Lucina.  Look  upon  me, 
And,  if  you  be  fo  cruel  to  abufe  me, 
Think  how  the  gods  will  take  it !  Does  this  beauty 
Afflict  your  foul  P  I'll  hide  it  from  you  ever; 
Nay  more,  I  will  become  fo  leprous, 
That  you  (hall  curfe  me  from  you.     My  dear  lord 
Has  ferv'd  you  ever  truly,  fought  your  battles, 
As  if  he  daily  long'd  to  die  for.Caefar  ;  ' 
Was  never  traitor,  Sir,  nor  never  tainted 
In  all  the  actions  of  his  life. 

Val.  I  know  it. 

U  z  Lucina. 
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Jjucina.  His  fame  and  family  have  grown  together, 
And  fpread  together,  like  to  failing  cedars l8, 
Over  the  Roman  diadem  :  Oh,  let  not, 
(As  you  have  any  flelh  that's  human  in  you) 
The  having  of  a  modeft  wife  decline  him  ! 
Let  not  my  virtue  be  the  wedge  to  break  him ! 
I  do  not  think  you  are  lafcivious  ; 
Thefe  wanton  men  belie  you  :  You  are  Csefar, 
Which  is  the  father  of  the  empire's  honour ; 
You  are  too  near  the  nature  of  the  gods, 
To  wrong  the  weakeft  of  all  creatures,  women: 

VaL  I  dare  not  do  it  here. — Rife,  fair  Lucina, 
I  did  but  try  your  temper  5  you  'are  honeft  ^ 
And,  with  the  commendations  wait  on  that, 
I'll  lead  you  to  your  lord,  and  give  you  to  him  I9. 
Wipe  your  fair  eyes. — He  that  endeavours  ill, 
May  well  delay,  but  never  quench  his  hell.  \Extunt. 


ACT     III.       SCENE      I, 

Enter  Chilax,  Licinius,  Proculus^  and  Ballus,. 

G&/.VTTMS  done,  Licinius. 
Licin.  How  ? 

Chi.  I  lhame  to  tell  it. 
If  there  be  any  juftice,  we  are  villains, 
And  muft  be  fo  rewarded  ! 

Bat.  If  it  be  done, 

I  take  it,  'tis  no  time  now  to  repent  it ; 
Let's  make  the  belt  o'  th'  trade. 

Proc.  Now  vengeance  take  it ! 
Why  mould  not  he  have  fettled  on  a  beauty,  / 

18  Like  to  failing  cedars."]  Mr.  Sympfon  juftly  reads  TWO  failing 
cedars,  as  anfwering  to  his  fame  and  family.  Seaward. 

The  old  reading  being  fenfe,  we  have  retained  it. 

*9  Til  lead  you  to  your  lord,  and  you  to  him."]  Thus  nonfenficall/ 
read  all  editions  but  the  fecond  folio,  which  we  have  followed. 

Whofe 
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Whofe  honefty  ftuck  in  a  piece  of  tiflue, 
Or  one  a  ring  might  rule,  or  fuch  a  one 
That  had  an  itching  hufband  to  be  honourable, 
And  groan'd  to  get  it 10  ?  If  he  muft  have  women, 
And  no  allay  without  'em,  why  not  thofe 
That  know  the  myftery  ",  and  are  beft  able 
To  play  again  with  judgment  ?  Such  as  me  is, 
Grant  they  be  won  with  long  fiege,  endlefs  travel, 
And  brought  to  opportunity  with  millions, 
Yet,  when  they  come  to  motion,  their  cold  virtue 
Keeps  'em  like  cakes  of  ice :  I'll  melt  a  chriftal, 
And  make  a  dead  flint  fire  himfelf,  ere  they 
Give  greater  heat  than  now-departing  embers 
Give  to  old  men  that  watch  'em. 

Licin.  A  good  whore 

Had  fav'd  all  this,  and  happily  as  wholefome, 
Ay,  and  the  thing  once  done  too,  as  well  thought  of; 
But  this  fame  chaftity  forfooth 

Proc.  A  pox  on't ! 

Why  mould  not  women  be  as  free  as  we  are  ? 
They  are,  (but  not  in  open)  and  far  freer, 
And  the  more  bold  ye  bear  yourielf,  more  welcome ; 
And  there  is  nothing  ye  dare  lay,  but  truth, 
3ut  they  dare  hear. 

Enter  Valtntinian  and  Lucina. 

Chi.  The  emperor !   Away  •, 
And,  if  we  can  repent,  let's  home  and  pray.  [Exeunt. 

Val.  Your  only  virtue  now  is  patience ; 
Take  heed,  and  lave  your  honour.     If  you  talk — 

Lucina.  As  long  as  there  is  motion  in  my  body, 
And  life  to  give  me  words,  I'll  cry  for  juftice  ! 

Val.  Juftice  (hall  never  hear  you  ;  I  am  juftice  f 

Lucina.  Wilt  thou  not  kill  me,  monfter,  ravifher  ? 
Thou  bitter  bane  o'  th*  empire,  look  upon  me, 
And,  if  thy  guilty  eyes  dare  fee  thefe  ruins 

10  And  ground  to  get  //.]  The  variation  propofed  by  Mr.  Sympfon. 
*'  That  know  the  mifcry.]  Corre&ed  in  1750. 

U3  Thy 
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Thy  wild  luft  hath  laid  level  with  difhonour, 
The  facrilegious  razing  of  this  temple, 
The  mother  of  thy  black  fins  would  have  blum'd  at,, 
Behold,  and  curfe  thyfelf !   The  gods  will  find  thee, 
(That's  all  my  refuge  now)  for  they  are  righteous  : 
Vengeance  and  horror  circle  thee  !  The  empire, 
In  which  thou  liv'ft  a  ftrong  continued  furfeit, 
Like  poifon  will  difgorge  thee  •,  good  men  raze  thee 
For  ever  being  read  again,   but  vicious  "  ; 
Women,  and  fearful  maids,  make  vows  againft  thee ; 
Thy  own  (laves,  if  they  hear  of  this,  mall  hate  thee  j 
And  thofe  thou  haft  corrupted,  firft  fall  from  thee  ; 
'And,  if  thou  let'ft  me  live,  the  foldier, 
Tir'd  with  thy  tyrannies,  break  thro'  obedience, 
And  make  his  ftrong  fteel  at  thee  ! 

VaL  This  prevails  not, 
Nor  any  agony  you  utter,  lady. 
If  I  have  done  a  fin,  curie  her  that  drew  me, 
Curfe  the  firft  caufe,  the  witchcraft  that  abus'd  me, 
Curfe  thofe  fair  eyes,  and  curfe  that  heav'nly  beauty, 
And  curfe  your  being  good  too. 

Lucina.  Glorious  thief, 
What  reftitution  canft  thou  make  to  fave  me  ? 

VaL  I'll  ever  love,  and  honour  you. 

Lucina.  Thou  canft  not, 

For  that  which  was  mine  honour,  thou  haft  murder'd  \ 
And  can  there  be  a  love  in  violence  ? 

"  For  e*ver  being  read  again, but  vicious 

Women,  and  fearful  maids,  make  Vows  againft  thee.~\  Thus 
flood  the  old  text,  and,  I  believe,  whoever  confiders  it  will  agree  that 
by  an  odd  confufion  of  ideas,  the  word  ^icious  is  put  inftead  of  its 
reverfe,  'virtuous-  Seivard. 

Mr.  Sewrrd  read?, 

Far  ever  being  read  again  5  all  virtuous 
Women,  and  fearful  maids,  &c. 

The  old  reading  requires  nothing  but  proper  punctuation  to  make  it 
good  fenfe,  and  the  line  following  will  be  ilronger.     We  fhould  read, 

— good  men  raze  tbee 

For  ever  being  read  again,  but  vicious ; 

that  is,  *  good  men  will  prevent  your  ever  being  recorded,  but  as,  an 
*  fcxample  of  vift  and  villainy? 
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Vol.  You  fhall  be  only  mine/ 

Lucina.  Yet  I  like  better 
Thy  villainy,  than  flattery  ;  that's  thine  own, 
The  other  bafely  counterfeit.     Fly  from  me, 
Or,  for  thy  fafety-fake  and  wifdom,  kill  me  1 
For  I  am  worfe  than  thou  art :  Thou  may'ft  pray, 
And  fo  recover  grace ;  I'm  loft  for  ever ! 
And,  if  thou  let'ft  me  live,  thou'rt'loft  thyfclf  too. 

Vol.  I  fear  no  lof>  but  love  ;  I  (land  above  it. 

Lucina.  Call  in  your  lady  bawds,  and  gilded  pandars, 
And  let  them  triumph  too,  and  fmg  to  Caefar, 
Lucina's  fall'n,  the  chaftc  Lucina's  conquer'd ! 
Gods,  what  a  wretched  thing  has  this  man  made  me  ! 
For  I  am  now  no  wife  for  Maximus, 
No  company  for  women  that  are  virtuous, 
^Jo  family  1  now  can  claim,  nor  country, 
Nor  name,  but  Caefar' s  whore.     Oh,  lacred  Caefar, 
(For  that  mould  be  your  title)  was  your  empire  ; 
Your  rods,  and  axes,  that  are  types  of  jultice ; 
Thofe  fires  that  ever  burn,  to  beg  you  bleflings  -, 
The  peoples'  adoration  ;  fear  of  nations  -, 
What  vi&ory  can  bring  you  home  ;  what  elfe 
The  ufeful  elements  can  make  your  lervants, 
Even  light  itfclf,  and  funs  of  light,  truth,  juftice, 
Mercy,  and  ftar-like  piety tj ;  fcnt  to  you, 
And  from  the  gods  themfelves,  to  ravifh  women  ? 
The  curfes  that  I  owe  to  enemies, 
Ev'n  thofe  the  Sabines  fent,  when  Romulus 
(As  thou  haft  me)  ravifh'd  their  noble  maids, 
Made  more,  and  heavier,  light  on  thee  ' 

*J  Even  tight  itfelf,  and  funs  of  light,  7 'ruth,  Jujlice, 

Mtrcj,  and flar  like  Piety C\  This  nobie  p.iff-ge  feems,  if  I  may 
be  allow'd  the  expreffion,  obfcur'd  by  too  much  light ;  part  of  which, 
I  believe,  is  not  genuine.  To  call  Trutft,  Jultice,  and  Piety  funs 
may  be  allow'd,  but  funs  of  light  is  both  ftiffand  tautological ;  and 
after  they  are  call'd  funst  the  additional  epithet  of/?«r  like  is  an  ufelefg 
anticlimax.  I  doubt  not  but  that  the  true  reading  \\-AS fans  of  li^ht. 

Srwarel. 

We  joubt  it  much  ;  light,  and  funs  of  light,  is  a  natural  amplifica 
tion  i  but  ftar-like  piety  fucceeding  mult  be  confcffcd  to  be  anticlimax. 

U  4 
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Vol.  This  helps  not. 

Lurina.  The  fins  of  Tarquin  be  remember'd  in  thee  f 
And  where  there  has  a  chafte  wife  been  abus'd, 
Let  it  be  thine,  the  fhame  thine,  thine  the  flaughter, . 
And  laft,  for  ever  thine  the  fear'd  example  ! 
Where  fhall  poor  Virtue  live,  now  I  am  fall'n  ? 
What  can  your  honours  now,  and  empire  make  me. 
But  a  more  glorious  whore  ? 

VaL  A  better  woman : 

But  if  you  will  be  blind,  and  fcorn  it,  who  can  help  it  ? 
Come,  leave  thefe  lamentations  •,  they  do  nothing, 
But  make  a  noife.     I  am  the  fame  man  ftill : 
Were  it  to  do  again,  (therefore  be  wifer) 
By  all  this  holy  light,  I  mould  attempt  it ! 
You  are  fo  excellent,  and  made  to  ravifh, 
(There  were  no  pleafure  in  you  elfe) 

Lucina.  Oh,  villain  ! 

VaL  So  bred  for  man's  amazement,  that  my  reafoo. 
And  every  help  to  hold  me  right,  has  loft  me ! 
The  god  of  love  himfelf  had  been  before  me, 
Had  he  but  power  to  fee  you ;  tell  me  juftly, 
How  can  I  chnfe  but  err  then  ?  If  you  dare, 
Be  mine,  and  only  mine,  (for  you're  fo  precious, 
I  envy  any  other  fhould  enjoy  you, 
Almoft  look  on  you  •,  and  your  daring  hufband 
Shall  know  h'  has  kept  an  offering  from  the  empire, 
Too  holy  for  his  altars)  be  the  mightieft  \ 
More  than  myfelf  I'll  make  it.     If  you  will  not, 
Sit  down  with  this,  and  filence  (for  which  wifdom, 
You  fhall  have  ufeof  me,  and  much  honour  ever. 
And  be  the  fame  you  were) :  If  you  diyulge  it. 
Know  I  am  far  above  the  faults  I  do, 
And  thofe  I  do  I'm  able  to  forgive  too  ; 
And  where  your  credit,  in  the  knowledge  of  it, 
May  be  with  glofs  enough  fufpefted,  mine 
Is  as  mine  own  command  fhall  make  it.    Princes, 
Tho'  they  be  fometimes  fubjecl  to  loofe  whifpers, 
Yet  wear  they  two-edg'd  fwords  for  open  cenfures. 
Your  hufband  cannot  help  youp  nor  the  foldier  ^ 
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Your  hufband  is  my  creature,  they  my  weapons, 
And  only  where  I  bid  'em,  ftrike  ;  I  iced  'em. 
Nor  can  the  gods  be  angry  at  this  action  j 
For,  as  they  make  me  moil,  they  mean  me  happieft, 
Which  I  had  never  been  without  this  pleafure. 
Confider,  and  farewell  !   You'll  find  your  women 
At  home  before  you  ;  they  have  had  fome  fport  too, 
But  are  more  thankful  for  it.  [Exit. 

Lucina.  Deftruction  find  thee  ! 
Now  which  way  mull  I  go  ?  my  honeft  houfe 
Will  fhake  to  Ihelter  me  j  my  hufband  fly  me  ; 
My  family, 

Becaufe  they're  honeft,  and  defire  to  be  fo, 
Muft  not  endure  me  ;  not  a  neighbour  know  me  ! 
What  woman  now  dare  fee  me  without  blufties, 
And,  pointing  as  I  pafs,  *  There,  there,  behold  her$ 

*  Look  on  her,  little  children  ;  that  is  (he, 

*  That  hanufome  lady,  mark  ?'  Oh,  my  fad  fortunes  ! 
Is  this  the  end  of  goodnefs  ?  this  the  price 

Of  all  my  early  prayers  to  protect  me  ? 
Why  then,  I  lee  there  is  no  god  but  power, 
Nor  virtue  now  alive  that  cares  for  us, 
But  what  is  either  lame  or  fentual  ! 
How  had  I  been  thus  wretched  elfe  ! 


Enter  Maximus  and 

JEcius.  Let  Titius 

Command  the  company  that  Pontius  loft, 
And  fee  the  fofles  deeper. 

Max.  How  now,  fweetheart  ? 
What  make  you  here,  and  thus  ? 

ALcius.  Lucina  weeping  ? 
This  muft  be  much  offence. 

Max.  Look  up,  and  tell  me, 

Why  are  you  thus  ?  —  My  ring  ?  oh,  friend,IVe  found  it  I 
You  are  at  court,  fweet  ! 

Lucina.  Yes  ;  this  brought  me  hither. 

Max.  Rife,  and  go  home.  —  I  have  my  fears,  Aecius  : 
Ph,  my  beft  friend,  I'm  ruin'd  1  —  Go,  Lucina  ; 

Already 
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Already  in  thy  tears  I've  read  thy  wrongs, 
Already  found  a  Caefar.     Go,  thou  lily, 
Thou  fweetly-drooping  flow'r !   Go,  filver  fwan, 
And  fing  thine  own  fad  requiem  !  Go,  Lucina, 
And,  if  thou  dar'ft,  out-live  this  wrong ! 

Luclna.  I  dare  not. 

jEdus.  Is  that  the  ring  you  loft  ? 

Max.  That,  that,  Aecius, 
That  curfed  ring,  rnyfelf,  and  all  my  fortunes. 
*T  has  pleas'd  the  emperor,  my  noble  matter, 
For  all  my  fervices,  and  dangers  for  him, 
To  make  me  mine  own  pandar.  «  Was  this  juftice, 
Oh,  my  Aecius  ?  have  I  liv'd  to  bear  this  ? 

Lucina.  Farewell  for  ever,  Sir  ! 

Max.  That's  a  fad  faying  •, 
But  fuch  a  one  becomes  you  well,  Lucina  : 
And  yet,  methinks,  we  fhould  not  part  fo  lightly  ; 
Our  loves  have  been  of  longer  growth,  more  rooted, 
Than  the  ftiarp  word  of  one  farewell  can  fcatter. 
Kifs  me.     I  find  no  Casfar  here  *4 ;  thefe  lips 
Tafte  not  of  ravifher,  in  my  opinion. 
Was  it  not  fo  ? 

Lucina.  Oh,  yes ! 

Max.  I  dare  believe  thee ; 
For  thou  wert  ever  truth  itfelf,  and  fweetnefs. 
Indeed  me  was,  Aecius. 

Mcius.  So  {he  is  ftill. 

.M&v.Once  more ! — Oh,  my  Lucina,  oh,  my  comfort, 
The  bleffing  of  my  youth,  the  life  of  my  life  ! 

Mcius.  I've  feen  enough  to  ftagger  my  obedience ; 
Hold  me, -ye  equal  gods  !  this  is  too  fmful. 

Max.  Why  wert  thou  chofen  out  to  make  a  whore  of? 
To  me  thou  wert  too  chafte.  Fall,  chriftal  fountains, 
And  ever  feed  your  ftreams,  you  rifing  forrows, 
'Till  you  have  dropt  your  miftrefs  into  marble. 
Now,  go  forever  from  me.  --J 

z*  I  find  no  C&far  here  \  thefe  lips 
••   Tafie  not  ofravifier.'] 

*  I  found  not  CaiTio's  kiffes  on  her  lips.'          Shakefpeare, 

Lucina. 
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Lucina.  Long  farewell,  Sir  ! 
And  as  I  have  been  loyal,  gods,  think  on  me ! 

Max.  Stay-,  let  me  once  more  bid  farewell,  Lucina, 
Farewell ls,  thou  excellent  example  of  us ! 
Thou  (tarry  virtue,  fare  thee  well !  feek  Heav'n, 
And  there  by  Cafiiopeia  (bine  in  glory  ! 
We  are  too  bafe  and  dirty  to  preferve  thee. 

&cius.  Nay,  I  muft  kifs  too.     Such  a  kifs  again, 
And  from  a  woman  of  fo  ripe  a  virtue, 
Aecius  muft  not  fake.     Farewell,  thou  Phenix, 
If  thou  wilt  die,  Lucina !  which,  well  weigh'd, 
If  you  can  ceafe  a  while  from  thcfe  ftrange  thoughts, 
I  wi(h  were  rather  alter'd. 

Lucina.  No. 

jEcius.  Miftake  not. 

I  would  not  ftain  your  honour,  for  the  empire, 
Nor  any  way  decline  you  to  difcredit : 
'Tis  not  my  fair  profeflion,  but  a  villain's. 
I  find  and  feel  your  lois  as  deep  as  you  do, 
And  am  the  fame  Aecius,  dill  as  honed, 
The  fame  life  I  have  ftill  for  Maximus, 
The  fame  fword  wear  for  you,  where  juftice  wills  me, 
And  'tis  no  dull  one  :  Therefore,  mifconceive  not; 
Only  I'd  have  you  live  a  little  longer, 
But  a  fhort  year. 

Max.  She  muft  not. 

Lucina.  Why  fo  long,  Sir  ? 
Am  I  not  grey  enough  with  grief  already  ? 

jEcius.  To  draw  from  that  wild  man  a  fweet  re 
pentance, 
And  goodnefs  in  his  days  to  come. 

Max.  They  are  fo, 
And  will  be  ever  coming,  my  Aecius. 

jEcius.  For  who  knows,  but  the  fight  of  you,  prc- 

fencing 
His  fwol'n  fins  at  the  full,  and  your  fair  virtues, 

1J  Farewell,  ihou  excellent  example  of  us  !]  The  two  laft  wrordi 
of  this  line  are  verj  flat,  and  perhaps  corrupt.  The  turn  of  the  fpcech 
Would  warrant  our  reading, 

tbou  excelUnt  example  /  Leave  us. 

May 
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May  like  a  fearful  vifion  fright  his  follies, 

And  once  more  bend  him  right  again  ?  which  blefTing 

(If  your  dark  wrongs  would  give  you  leave  to  read) 

Is  more  than  death,  and  the  reward  more  glorious  : 

Death  only  eafes  you  •,  this,  the  whole  empire. 

Befides,  compelled,  and  forc'd  with  violence, 

To  what  you've  done,  the  deed  is  none  of  yours, 

No,  nor  the  juftice  neither  :  You  may  live, 

And  flill  a  worthier  woman,  ftill  more  honour'd ; 

For  are  thofe  trees  the  worfe  we  tear  the  fruits  from  f 

Or,  mould  th'  eternal  gods  defire  to  perifh, 

Becaufe  we  daily  violate  their  truths, 

Which  is  the  chaftity  of  Heav'n  ?  No,  lady  ; 

If  you  dare  live,  you  may  :  And  as  our  fins 

Make  them  more  full  of  equity  and  juftice, 

So  this  compulfive  wrong  makes  you  more  perfect : 

The  empire  too  will  blefs  you. 

Max.  Noble  Sir, 

If  me  were  any  thing  to  me  but  honour, 
And  that  that's  wedded  to  me  too,  laid  in, 
Not  to  be  worn  away  without  my  being ; 
Or  could  the  wrongs  be  hers  alone,  or  mine, 
Or  both  our  wrongs,  not  tied  to  after- ifTues, 
Not  born  anew  in  all  our  names  and  kindreds, 
I  woulcKiefire  her  live  ^  nay  more,  compel  her  : 
But  fince  it  was  not  youth,  but  malice  did  it, 
And  not  her  own,  nor  mine,  but  both  our  lofles, 
Nor  flays  it  there,  but  that  our  names  muft  find  it, 
Ev'n  thole  to  come,  and  when  they  read  (he  liv'd, 
Muft  they  not  afk  how  often  me  was  ravifh'd,  , 
And  make  a  doubt  fhe  lov'd  that  more  than  wedlock  ? 
Therefore  me  muft  not  live. 

JEcius*  Therefore  me  muft  live, 
To  teach  the  world  fuch  deaths  are  fuperftitious. 

Lucina.  The  tongues  of  angels  cannot  alter  me ; 
For  could  the  world  again  reftore  my  credit, 
As  fair  and  abfolute  as  firft  I  bred  it, 
That  world  I  fhould  not  truft  again.     The  empire 
By  my  life  can  get  nothing  but  my  ftory. 
Which  whilft  I  breathe  muft  b,e  but  his  abufes. 

And 
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And  where  you  counfel  me  to  live,  that  Csefar 

May  fee  his  errors,  and  repent,  I'll  tell  you, 

His  penitence  is  but  encreafe  of  pleafures, 

His  prayers  never  faid  but  to  deceive  us  ; 

And  when  he  weeps,  as  you  think  for  his  vices, 

'Tis  but  as  killing  drops  from  baleful  yew-trees, 

That  rot  their  honed  neighbour.     If  he  can  grieve, 

As  one  that  yetdefires  his  free  converfion, 

And  almoft  glories  in  his  penitence, 

I'll  leave  him  robes  to  mourn  in,  my  fad  afhes. 

JEciU3.  The  farewells  then  of  happy  fouls  be  with 

thee, 

And  to  thy  memory  be  ever  fung 
The  praifes  of  a  juft  and  conftant  lady ! 
This  fad  day,  whilft  I  live,  a  foldier's  tears 
I'll  offer  on  thy  monument,  and  bring, 
Full  of  thy  noble  felf,  with  tears  untold  yet, 
Many  a  worthy  wife,  to  weep  thy  ruin  ! 

Max.  All  that  is  chafte  upon  thy  tomb  fhall  flourim, 
All  living  epitaphs  be  thine  :  Time's  ilory :6, 
And  what  is  left  behind  to  piece  our  lives, 
Shall  be  no  more  abus'd  with  tales  and  trifles, 
But,  full  of  thee,  (land  to  eternity  ! 

JEciiu.  Once  more,  farewell !  Go,  find  Elyfium, 
There  where  the  happy  fouls  are  crown'dwith  blefiings* 
There  where  'tis  ever  fpring,  and  ever  fummer  ! 

Max.  There  where  no  bed-rid  juftice  comes  !  truth, 

honour, 

Are  keepers  of  that  blefied  place  :  Go  thither ; 
For  here  thou  liv'ft  chafte  fire  in  rotten  timber. 

Mcius.  And  fo,  our  laft  farewells  ! 

Max.  Gods  give  thee  juftice  !  {Exit  Lucina. 

^Ecius.  His  thoughts  begin  to  work;  I  fear  him :  Yet 
He  ever  was  a  noble  Roman  ;  but, 
I  know  not  what  to  think  on't ;  he  hath  fufFer'd 
Beyond  a  man,  if  he  ftand  this. 

Max.  Aecius  ! 
Am  I  alive,  or  has  a  dead  fleep  feiz'd  me  ? 

6  Time,  fory.  ]  We  apprehend  we  (houid  read  Ttmit /lory,  an  ex- 
preffion  often  ufed  by  our  Authors,  and  more  agreeable  to  the  context. 

it 
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It  was  my  wife  the  emperor  abus'd  thus ! 
And  I  muft  fay,  c  Pm  glad  \  had  her  for  him  j* 
Muft  I  not;  my  Aecius  ? 

jEcius.  I  am  ftricken    -4, 
With  fuch  a  ftiff  amazement,  that  no  anfwer 
Can  readily  come  from  me,  nor  no  comfort. 
Will  you  go  home,  or  go  to  my  houfe  ? 

Max.  Neither  : 

I  have  no  home  ^  and  you  are  mad,  Aecius, 
To  keep  me  company  !   I  am  a  fellow 
My  own  fword  would  forfake,  not  tied  unto  me. 
A  pandar  is  a  prince,  to  what  I'm  fallen ! 
By  Heav'n,  I  dare  do  nothing. 

jEcius.  You  do  better. 

Max.  I'm  made  a  branded  Have,  Aecius, 
And  yet  I  bleis  the  maker. 
Death  o'  my  foul !  muft  I  endure  this  tamely  ? 
Muft  Maximus  be  mention'd  for  his  tales  ? 
I  am  a  child  too  ;  what  fhould  I  do  railing  ? 
I  cannot  mend  myfelf ;  'tis  Casfar  did  it, 
And  what  am  I  to  him  ? 

jEcius.  'Tis  well  confider'd ; 
However  you  are  tainted,  be  no  traitor : 
Time  may  out-wear  the  firft,  the  laft  lives  ever. 

Max.  Oh,  that  thou  wert  not  living,  and  my  friend  ! 

JEcius  [afidi\.  I'll  bear  a  wary  eye  upon  your  actions : 
I  fear  you,  Maximus  -,  nor  can  I  blame  thee 
If  thou  break'ft  out ;  for,  by  the  gods,  thy  wrong 
Deierves  a  general  ruin  ! — Do  you  love  me  ? 

Max.  That's  all  I  have  to  live  on. 

JEcius.  Then  go  with  me  •, 
You  (hall  not  to  your  own  houfe. 

Max.  Nor  to  any  ; 

My  griefs  are  greater  far  than  walls  can  compafs  ! 
And  yet  I  wonder  how  it  happens  with  me, 
I  am  not  dangerous ;  and,  o'  my  confcience, 
Should  I  now  fee  the  emperor  i'th*  heat  on'ta7,  ^ 

*7  Should  I  now  fee  the  Emperor,  £sV.J  The  doftrine  of  paflitfe 
obedience,  fo  often  inculcated  in  the  Works  of  our  Authors,  (but 
particularly  in  this  play  and  the  Maid's  Tragedy)  are  a  ftrong  and 

unpleafing 
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I  {hould  not  chide  him  for't:  An  awe  runs  thro'  me, 
I  feel  it  fcnfibly,  that  binds  me  to  it  •, 
JTis  at  my  heart  now,  there  it  fits  and  rules, 
And  methinks  'tis  a  pleafurc  to  obey  it. 

/Gcius  [afide].  This  is  a  ma(k  to  cozen  me :  I  know 

you, 

And  how  far  you  dare  do ;  no  Roman  further, 
Nor  with  m9re  fearlefs  valour ;  and  I'll  watch  you.— • 
Keep  that  obedience  ftill. 

Max.  Is  a  wife's  lofs 

(For  her  abufe,  much  good  may  do  his  Grace; 
I'll  make  as  bold  with  his  wife,  if  I  can) 
More  than  the  fading  of  a  few  frefh  colours  ? 
More  than  a  luily  fpring  loft  ? 

jEcius.  No  more,  Maximus, 
To  one  that  truly  lives. 

Max.  Why  then,  I  care  not ; 
I  can  live  well  enough,  Aecius  : 
For  look  you,  friend,  for  virtue,  and  thofe  trifles, 
They  may  be  bought,  they  fay. 

jEcius.  He's  craz'd  a  little-, 
His  grief  has  made  him  talk  things  from  his  nature. 

Max.  But  chaftity  is  not  a  thing,  I  take  it, 
To  get  in  Rome,  unlefs  it  be  befpoken 
A  hundred  years  before,  (is  it,  Aecius  ?) 
By'rlady,  and  well  handled  too  i'th'  breeding. 

j£ciu$.  Will  you  go  any  way  ? 

Max.  riltcllthee,  friend;  ' 
If  my  wife,  for  all  this,  (hould  be  a  whore  now, 
A  kind  of  kicker-out  of  fheets,  'twould  vex  me; 
For  I'm  not  angry  yet.     The  emperor 
Is  young  and  handfome,  and  the  woman  flefh, 
And  may  not  thefe  two  couple  without  fcratching  ? 

Mcius.  Alas,  my  noble  friend  ! 

Max.  Alas  not  me  ! 

I  am  not  wretched  •,  for  there's  no  man  miferablc 
But  he  that  makes  himfelf  fo. 

unpleafing  mark  of  the  completion  of  the  times  in  which  they  wrote. 
Such  fentiments  would  not  be  endured  on  the  prefent  Ibge.  In  this 
place,  however,  it  is  not  the  real  fcntiment  of  the  fpeaker. 

JEc'ws. 
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jEcius.  Will  you  walk  yet  ? 

Max.  Come,  come,  me  dare  not  die,  friend ;  that's 

the  truth  on't ; 

She  knows  th'  enticing  fweets  and  delicacies 
Of  a  young  prince's  pleafures,  and,  I  thank  her, 
Sh'  has  made  a  way  for  Maximus  to  rife  by : 
Will't  not  become  me  bravely?  Why  do  you  think 
She  wept,  and  faid  me  was  ravifh'd  ?  Keep  it  here, 
And  I'll  difcover  to  you. 

JEcius.  Well? 

Max.  She  knows 

I  love  no  bitten  flefh,  and  out  of  that  hope 
She  might  be  from  me,  me  contriv'd  this  knavery. 
Was  it  not  monftrous,  friend  ? 

jEcius.  Does  he  but  feem  fo, 
Or  is  he  mad  indeed  ? 

Max.  Oh,  gods,  my  heart ! 

jEcius.  'Would  it  would  fairly  break ! 

Max.  Methinks  I'm  fomewhat  wilder  than  I -was; 
And  yet,  I  thank  the  gods,  I  know  my  duty ! 

Enter  Claudia. 

Clau.  Nay,  you  may  fpare  your  tears ;  fhe's  dead, 
fne  is  fo. 

Max.  Why,  fo  it  mould  be.     How  ? 

Clau.  When  firft  me  enter'd 
Into  her  houfe,  after  a  world  of  weeping, 
And  blufning  like  the  fun-fet,  as  we  faw  her*8, 
<  Dare  I,  faid  me,  defile  this  houfe  with  whore, 
*•  In  which  his  noble  family  has  flourifli'd  ?' 

*8  And  blujbing  like  the  fun-Jet,  as  ive  fee  her.  J  The  latter  part  of 
this  line  feems  a  meer  fill-up  ;  but,  I  believe,  was  a  noble  fentiment 
in  the  original,  which  I  hope  is  now  reitored.  Lucina  bluihed  to  be 
look'd  upon  by  us,  as  fhame  would  hide  its  head  from  ail  its  acquain 
tance.  If  the  old  reading  may  be  thought  to  give  this  idea,  and  the 
reader  thinks  he  could  have  collected  it  from  it  without  the  change,  1 
am  willing  to  fubmit ;  fo  rhat  th,e  true  fenfe  be  retain'd,  it  is  of  fmall 
confequence  whether  we  read  us  or  that.  Seward. 

Mr.  Seward  reads,  THAT  we  faw  her ;  but  we  cannot  think  hia 
reading  conveys  the  fenfe  he  means  to  give.  The  only  error  in  the 
old  lection  feems  to  have  been  fee  for/aw. 

At 
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At  which  Ihe  fell,  and  ftirr'd  no  more.     We  rubb'd 
her 

Max.  No  more  of  that ;  be  gone.  Now,  my  Aecius, 

[Exit  Clau. 

If  thou  wilt  do  me  pleafure,  weep  a  little ; 
I  am  fo  parch'd  I  cannot.     Your  example 
Has  brought  the  rain  down  now :  Now  lead  me,  friend ; 
And  as  we  walk  together,  Jet's  pray  truly  *9, 
I  may  not  fall  from  faith. 

jEcius.  That's  nobly  fpoken. 

Max.  Was  I  not  wild,  Aecius  ? 

dEcius.  Somewhat  troubled. 

Max.  I  felt  no  forrow  then.  Now  I'll  go  with  you  ; 
But  do  not  name  the  woman  !  Fy,  what  tool 
Am  I  to  weep  thus  !  Gods,  Lucina,  take  thee, 
For  thou  wert  ev'n  the  beft  and  worthiefl  lady 

JEdus.  Good  Sir,  no  more  •,  I  mall  be  melted  with  it. 

Max.  I've  done;  and, good  Sir, comfort  me.   'Would 
there  were  wars  now  ! 

jEcius.  Settle  your  thoughts ;  come. 

Max.  So  I  have  now,  friend. 
Of  my  deep  lamentations  here's  an  end.         [Exeunt. 

Enter  Pontius,  Phidias^  and  Aretus. 

Pbid.  By  my  faith,  captain  Pontius,  bcfides  pity 
Of  your  falPn  fortunes,  what  to  fay  I  know  not  \ 
For  'tis  too  true  the  emperor  delires  not, 
But  my  beft  mafter,  any  ibldier  near  him. 

Are.  And   when    he    underftands,  he    caft   your 

fortunes 

For  difobedience,  how  can  we  incline  him 
(That  are  but  under-perfons  to  his  favours) 
To  any  fair  opinion  ?  Can  you  fing  ? 

Pont.  Not  to  pleafe  him,  Aretus  •,  for  my  fongs 
Go  not  to  th'  lute,  or  viol,  but  to  th*  trumpet ; 
My  tune  kept  on  a  target,  and  my  fubject 

*9  And  as  ive  'walk  together,  It  ft  pray  together  truly, ,]  The  fecond 
together  \ttms  fupcrfluous  and  erroneous,  and  probably  was  interpolated 
by  a  careleis  tranicribcr. 

VOL.  IV.  X  The 
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The  well-ftruck  wounds  of  men,  not  love,  or  women, 

Phid.  And  thofe  he  underftands  not. 

Pont.  Hefhould,  Phidias. 

Are.  Could  you  not  leave  this  killing  way  a  little, 
(You  muft,  if  here  you'd  plant  yourfelf )  an-d  rather 
Learn,  as  we  do,  to  like  what  thofe  affeft 
That  are  above  us  ?  Wear  their  adtions, 
And  think  they  keep  us  warm  too  ?  What  they  fayr 
Tho'  oftentimes  they  fpeak  a  little  foolifhly, 
Not  flay  to  conftrue,  but  prepare  to  execute  ? 
And  think,  however  the  end  falls>  the  bufinefs 
Cannot  run  empty-handed? 

Phid.  Can  you  flatter. 
And,  if  it  were  put  to  you,  lie  a  little  ? 

Pont.  Yes,  if  it  be  a  living. 

Are.  That's  well  faid  then. 

Pont.  But  muft  thefe  lies  and  flatteries  be  believ'd* 
then  ? 

Phid.  Oh,  yes,  by  any  means* 

Pont.  By  any  means  then, 
I  cannot  lie,  nor  flatter. 

Are.  You  muft  fwear  too, 
If  you  be  there. 

Pont.  I  can  fwear,  if  they  move  me. 

Phid.  Cannot  you  forfwear  too? 

Pont.  The  court  for  ever, 
If  it  be  grown  fo  wicked. 

Are.  You  mould  procure  a  little  too, 

Pont.  What's  that? 
Mens'  honeft  fayings  for  my  truth  ? 

Are.  Oh,  no,  Sir, 
But  womens'  honeft  a6lions  for  your  trial. 

Pont.  Do  you  do  all  thefe  things  ? 

Phid.  Do  you  not  like  'em  ? 

Pont.  D'  you  afk  me  ferioufly,  or  trifle  with  me? 
I  am  not  fo  low  yet,  to  be  your  mirth  ! 

Are.  You  do  miftake  us,  captain  •,  for  fincerely 
We  aflcyou  how  you  like  'em  ? 

Pont.  Then  fincerely 

Itelt 
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I  tell  you  I  abhor  'em  :  They're  ill  ways, 
And  I  will  ftarve  before  I  fall  into  'em ; 
The  doers  of  'em  wretches,  their  bafe  hungers 
Care  not  whofe  bread  they  eat,  nor  how  they  get  it. 

Are.  What  then,  Sir  ? 

Pont.  If  you  profcfs  this  wickednefs, 
Becaufe  ye  have  been  foldiers,  and  borne  arms, 
The  fervants  of  the  brave  Aecius, 
And  by  him  put  to  th' emperor,  give  me  leave, 
(Or  I  mud  take  it  elfe)  to  fay  ye're  villains  ! 
For  all  your  golden  coats,  debaufh'd,  bafe  villains  I 
Yet  I  do  wear  a  fword  to  tell  ye  fo. 
Is  this  the  way  ye  mark  out  for  a  foldier, 
A  man  that  has  commanded  for  the  empire, 
And  borne  the  reputation  of  a  man  ? 
Are  there  not  lazy  things  enough,  call'd  fools  and 

cowards, 

And  poor  enough  to  be  preferr'd  for  pandars, 
But  wanting  foldiers  muft  be  knaves  too  ?  ha  ? 
This  the  trim  courfe  of  life  ?  Were  not  ye  born  bawds, 
And  fo  inherit  but  your  rights  ?  I  am  poor, 
And  may  expect  a  worfe  \  yet  digging,  pruning, 
Mending  of  broken  ways,  carrying  of  water, 
Planting  of  worts  and  onions,  any  thing 
That's  honed,  and  a  man's,  I'll  rather  chufe, 
Ay,  and  live  better  on  it,  which  is  jufter ; 
Drink  my  well-gotten  water  with  more  pkafure, 
When  my  endeavour's  done,  and  wages  paid  me, 
Than  you  do  wine  ;  eat  my  coarie  bre^d  not  curs'd, 
And  mend  upon't  (your  diets  are  difeafes) ; 
And  deep  as  foundly,  when  my  labour  bids  me, 
As  any  forward  pandar  of  ye  all, 
And  rife  a  great  deal  honefter  !  My  garments, 
Tho'  not  as  yours,  the  foft  fins  of  the  empire, 
Yet  may  be  warm,  and  keep  the  biting  wind  out, 
When  every  fingle  breath  of  poor  opinion 
Finds  you  thro'  all  your  velvets ! 

Are.  You  have  hit  it  •, 
Nor  are  we  thofe  we  feem.    The  lord  Aecius 

X2  ?ut 
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Put  us  good  men  to  th'  emperor,  fo  we  have  ferv'd  him> 
Tho'  much  negledted  for  it ;  fo  dare  be  ill  11 : 
Your  curfes  are  not  ours.     We've  feen  your  fortune, 
But  yet  know  no  way  to  redeem  it  :  Means, 
Such  as  we  have,  you  mall  not  want,  brave  Pontius  -9 
But  pray  be  temperate.    If  we  can  wipe  out 
The  ilain  of  your  offences  3%  we  are  yours,  Sir; 
And  you  (hall  live  at  court  an  honeft  man  too. 

Phid.  That  little  meat  and  means  we  have,  we'll 

fhare  it. 

Fear  not  to  be  as  we  are  •,  what  we  told  you, 
Were  but  mere  trials  of  your  truth :  You're  worthy, 
And  fo  we'll  ever  hold  you  ;  fuffer  better, 
And  then  you  are  a  right  man,  Pontius. 
If  my  good  mafter  be  not  ever  angry, 
You  mall  command  again. 

Pont.  I  have  found  two  good  men  :  Ufe  my  life, 
For  it  is  yours,  and  all  I  have  to  thank  ye  !   [Exeunt. 

'.     SCENE      IIL 

Enter  Maximus. 

Max.  There's  no  way  elfe  to  do  it ;  he  muft  die  ; 
This  friend  muft  die,  this  foul  of  Maximus, 
Without  whom  I  am  nothing  but  my  mame ; 
This  perfectnefs  that  keeps  me  from  opinion, 
Muft  die,  or  I  muft  live  thus  branded  ever  : 
A  hard  choice,  and  a  fatal !  Gods,  ye  have  given  me 
A  way  to  credit,  but  the  ground  to  go  on 
Ye  have  levell'd  with  that  precious  life  I  love  moft  •>• 
Yet  I  muft  on,  and  thro' :  For,  if  I  offer 
To  take  my  way  without  him,  like  a  fca 
He  bears  his  high  command,  'twixt  me  and  vengeance, 
And  in  mine  own  road  finks  me.     He  is  honeft, 

30  If  nve  can  nvipe  out  \ 

The  way  of  your  offences.]  To  wipe  out  the  way  feems  a  ftrange 
phrafe  ;  fain,  we  apprehend,  will  be  allowed  a  better  word  :  Yet  we 
ihould  not  have  fubilituted  it,  had  we  not  been  perfuaded  that  the  old 
text  was  corrupt. 

Of 
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Of  a  mod  conftant  loyalty  to  Csefar, 

And  when  he  (hall  but  doubt  I  dare  attempt  him, 

But  make  a  queftion  of  his  ill,  but  fay 

What  is  a  Csefar,  that  he  dare  do  this  ?' 
Dead  fure  he  cuts  me  off11  :  Aecius  dies, 
Or  I  have  loft  myfelf.     Why  fhould  I  kill  him  ? 
Why  fhould  I  kill  myfelf?  for  'tis  my  killing; 
Aecius  is  my  root,  and,  wither  him, 
Like  a  decaying  branch  I  fall  to  nothing. 
Is  he  not  more  to  me  than  wife  ?  than  Csefar, 
Tho*  I  had  now  my  fafe  revenge  upon  him  ? 
Is  he  not  more  than  honour  J%  and  his  friendfhip 
Sweeter  than  the  love  of  women  ?  What  is  honour, 
We  all  fo  ftrangely  are  bewitch'd  withal  ? 
Can  it  relieve  me  if  I  want  ?  he  has  •, 
Can  honour,  'twixt  the  incenfed  prince  and  envy, 
Bear  up  the  lives  of  worthy  men  ?  he  has  ; 
Can  honour  pull  the  wings  of  fearful  cowards, 
And  make  'em  turn  again  like  tigers  ?  he  has, 
And  I  have  liv'd  to  fee  this,  and  preferv'd  fo. 
Why  fhould  this  empty  word  incite  me  then 
To  what  is  ill  and  cruel  ?  Let  her  perilh  : 
A  friend  is  more  than  all  the  world,  than  honour  ! 
She  is  a  woman,  and  her  lofs  the  lefs, 
And  with  her  go  my  griefs  !  —  But,  hark  you,  Maximus  ; 
Was  me  not  yours  ?  Did  me  not  die  to  tell  you 
She  was  a  ravifh'd  woman  ?  Did  not  juflice 
Nobly  begin  with  her,  that  not  deferv'd  it  ? 
And  fhall  he  live  that  did  it  ?  Stay  a  little  ! 

this  abufe  die  here  ?  Shall  not  mens'  tongues 


Jl  Dead  fure  be  cutt  meojf.]  I  read  dead-fure  with  a  hyphen,  and 
underftand  by  it  tjie  common  expreffion,  at  fure  aj  death.  Seaward. 

We  chufe  to  read,  according  to  the  old  books,  without  a  hyphen  ; 
becaufe  that  may  either  convey  Mr.  Seward's  fenfe,  or  (as  the  words 
might  bear)  '  for  certain,  he  will  cut  me  off  by  death  :*  Dead,  fure, 
be  cuts  me  off.  Betides,  dead  Jure  is  a  modern  vulgarifm. 

**  It  be  not  more  than  rumour.]  Mr.  Theobald  and  Mr.  Sympfon 
both  fufpecl  the  word  tumour,  and  think  that  honour  was  probably  the 
original.  But  as  honour,  in  this  place,  mud  fignify  exactly  the  fame 
with  rumour,  the  Poets  ieem  to  have  judicioufly  ascertained  the  true 
.meaning  of  what  follows,  by  uting  rumour  here.  Seward. 

We  believe  honour  the  right  word,  and  the  whole  fpeech  confirms  it. 

X  3  Difpute 
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Difpute  it  afterward,  and  fay  I  gave 

(Affe&ing  dull  obedience,  and  tame  duty, 

And  led  away  with  fondnefs  of  a  friendfhip) 

The  only  virtue  of  the  world  to  (lander  ? 

Is  not  this  certain,  was  not  fhe  a  chafte  one, 

And  fuch  a  one,  that  no  compare  dwelt  with  her  ? 

One  of  fo  fweet  a  virtue,  that  Aecius, 

(Ev'n  he  himfelf,  this  friend  that  holds  me  from  it) 

Out  of  his  worchy  love  to  me,  andjuftice, 

Had  it  not  been  on  Caefar,  had  reveng'd  her  ? 

By  Heav'n,  he  told  me  fo !  What  mall  I  do  then  ? 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Can  other  men  affect  it,  and  I  cold  ? 
I  fear  he  muft  not  live. 

Serv.  My  lord,  the  general 
Is  come  to  feek  you. 

Max.  Go,  entreat  him  to  enter.  [£##  Sem< 

Oh,  brave  Aecius,  I  could  wifh  thee  now 
As  far  from  friendfhip  to  me  as  from  fears, 
That  I  might  cut  thee  off  like  that  I  weigh'd  not. 
Is  there  no  way,  without  him,  to  come  near  it  ? 
For  out  of  honefty  he  muft  deftroy  me, 
It  I  attempt  it.     He  muft  die,  as  others. 
And  I  muft  lofe  him  -9  'tis  neceffity  ; 
Only  the  time,  and  means,  is  all  the  difference. 
But  yet  I  would  not  make  a  murder  of  him, 
Take  him  directly  for  my  doubts ;  he  ihalj  die  $ 
I've  found  a  way  to  do  it,  and  a  fafe  one  ; 
It  mall  be  honour  to  him  too.     I  know  not 
What  to  determine  certain,  I'm  fo  troubled, 
And  fuch  a  deal  of  confcience  prefies  me : 
'Would  I  were  dead  myfelf ! 

Enter  jEcius. 

JEcius.  You  run  away  well ; 
How  got  you  from  me,  friend  ? 

Max.  That  that  leads  mad  men, 
A  ftrong  imagination,  made  me  wander. 

jEcius.  I  thought  you  had  been  more  fettled. 

Max.  I  am  well  -, 
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But  you  muft  give  me  leave  a  little  fometimes 
To  have  a  buzzing  in  my  brains. 

jEciu*.  You're  dangerous, 
But  I'll  prevent  it  if  I  can. — You  told  me 
You'd  go  to  th*  army. 

Max,  Why  ?  to  have  my  throat  cut  ? 
Muft  he  not  be  the  braveft  man,  Aecius, 
That  ftrikes  me  firft  ? 

ALaus.  You  promis'd  me  a  freedom 
From  all  thefe  thoughts.    And  why  mould  any  ftrikc 
you? 

Max.  I  am  an  enemy,  a  wicked  one, 
Worfe  than  the  foes  of  Rome  •,  I  am  a  coward, 
A  cuckold,  and  a  coward ;  that's  two  caufes 
Why  every  one  mould  beat  me  ? 

jEcius.  You  are  neither  •, 
And  durft  another  tell  me  fo,  he  died  for*t. 
For  thus  far  on  mine  honour,  I'll  aflure  you, 
No  man  more  lov'd  than  you  ;  and,  for  your  valour, 
And  what  elfe  may  be  fair  ",  no  man  more  follow'd. 

Max.  A  doughty  man,  indeed  !  But  that's  all  one; 
The  emperor,  nor  all  the  princes  living, 
Shall  find  a  flaw  in  my  coat :  I  have  fufter'd, 
And  can  yet ;  let  them  find  inflictions, 
I'll  find  a  body  for  'em,  or  I'll  break  it. 
'Tis  not  a  wife  can  thruft  me  out ;  fome  look'd  for't, 
But  let  'em  look  'till  they  are  blind  with  looking  •, 
They  are  but  fools !  Yet  there  is  anger  in  me, 
That  I  would  fain  difperfe ;  and,  now  I  think  on't, 
You  told  me,  friend,  the  provinces  are  ftirring; 
We  fhall  have  fport  I  hope  then,  and  what's  dangerous 
A  battle  fhall  beat  from  me. 

JEcius.  Why  d'you  eye  me 
With  fuch  a  fettled  look  ? 

3}  for  your  valour. 

And  what  ye  may  bet  fair  ;  no  man  more  follow '</.]  This  docs 
not  feem  intelligible,  but  the  change  of  a  monofyllable  will  give  a 
fenfe  agreeable  to  the  context.  For  your  valour,  and  whatever  elfe 
ff/air  or  fraifc-iuortly,  no  man  is  more  follow V.  Se<ward. 

3C  4  Ma*. 


328        THE    TRAGEDY    OF 

Max.  Pray  tell  me  this, 
Do  we  not  love  extremely  ?  I  love  you  fo. 

Mcius.  If  I  fhould  fay  I  lov'd  not  you  as  truly, 
I  fhould  do  that  I  never  durft  do,  lie. 

Max.  If  I  fhould  die,  would  it  not  grieve  you  much  ? 

JEcius.  Without  all  doubt. 

Max.  And  could  you  live  without  me  ? 

It  would  much  trouble  me  to  live  without 


you, 

Our  loves,  and  loving  fouls  have  been  fo  us'd 
But  to  one  houfhold  in  us  :  But  to  die 
Becaufe  I  could  not  make  you  live,  were  woman, 
Far  much  too  weak  -y  were  it  to  fave  your  worth, 
Or  to  redeem  your  name  from  rooting  out, 
To  quit  you  bravely  fighting  from  the  foe, 
Or  fetch  you  off,  where  honour  had  engag'd  you, 
I  ought,  a.nd  would  die  for  you. 

Max.  Truly  fpoken  !— 

What  beaft  but  I,  that  muft,  could  hurt  this  man  now  ? 
'Would  he  had  ravifh'd  me  !  I  would  have  paid  him, 
I  would  have  taught  him  fuch  a  trick,  his  eunuchs, 
Nor  all  his  black-ey'd  boys,  e'er  dream'd  of  yet  ! 
By  all  the  gods  I'm  mad  now  !   Now  were  Caefar 
Within  my  reach,  and  on  his  glorious  top 
The  pile  of  all  the  world,  he  went  to  nothing  ! 
The  deftinies,  nor  all  the  dames  of  hell, 
Were  I  once  grappled  with  him,  Ihould  relieve  him, 
No,  not  the  hope  of  mankind,  more  ^  all  perifh'd  ! 
But  this  is  words  and  weaknefs.  [Afid§< 

jEcius.  You  look  ftrangely. 

Max.  I  look  but  as  I  am  j  I  am  a  ftranger, 

jEcius.  To  me  ? 

Max.  To  every  one  ;  I  am  no  Roman, 
Nor  what  I  am  do  I  know. 

JEcius.  Then  I'll  leave  you. 

Max.  I  find  I'm  beft  fo.  If  you  meet  with  Maximus, 
Pray  bid  him  be  an  honeft  man,  for  my  fake  -, 
You  may  do  much  upon  him  :  For  his  Ihadow, 
JLet  me  alone. 
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Mcius.  You  were  not  wont  to  talk  thus, 
And  to  your  friend ;  you  have  fome  danger  in  you, 
That  willingly  would  run  to  a&ion  : 
Take  heed,  by  all  our  love,  take  heed ! 

Max.  I  danger  ? 

I  willing  to  do  any  thing?  I  dieu? 
Has  not  my  wife  been  dead  two  days  already  ? 
Are  not  my  mournings  by  this  time  moth-eaten  ? 
Are  not  her  fins  difpers'd  to  other  women, 
And  many  a  one  e'en  "  ravifh'd  to  relieve  her  ? 
Have  I  (bed  tears  thefe  twelve  hours  ? 

ALCIUS.  Now  you  weep. 

Max.  Some  lazy  drops  that  ftay'd  behind. 

jEcius.  I'll  tell  you, 

(And  I  mud  tell  you  truth)  were  it  not  hazard, 
And  almoft  certain  lofs  of  all  the  empire, 
I  would  whine  with  you J<s :  Were  it  any  man's 
But  his  life,  that  is  life  of  us,  he  loft  it, 
For  doing  of  this  mifchief ;  I  would  take  it ; 
And  to  your  reft  give  you  a  brave  revenge ; 
But  as  the  rule  now  (lands,  and  as  he  rules, 
And  as  the  nations  hold,  in  difobedience, 
One  pillar  failing17,  all  muft  fall,  I  dare  not: 
Nor  is  it  juft  you  fhould  be  luffcr'd  in  it ; 
Therefore  again  take  heed!  On  foreign  foes 

3*  /  -willing  to  do  any  thing  ?  /dig  ?]  What  the  word  dig  has  to  do 
jn  this  paflage  I  cannot  conceive.  Perhaps  the  Author  wrote  die. 
Maximum  immediately  adds, 

Has  not  my  ivi/f  keen  dead  tivo  day:  already  ? 
why  then  mould  I  die?  '  J  die?"  G. 

*J  And  many  one  rawflyd.]  Former  editions.  Serward>. 

36  J<wou/Jw\nivitbjf.']  The  firtt  folio  reads  <wynt,  and  the  fecond 
changes  it  to  join,  and  the  octavo  into  win.  'Join  is  good  fenfe,  but 
•whine  being  nearer  the  trace  of  the  old  reading,  and  equally  fenfe, 
Teems  the  true  word.  For  to  whine,  or  participate  with  him  in  the 
fame  paflion  of  grief,  implies  a  defign  of  joining  with  him  in  the  fame 
revenge.  Serward>. 

The  firft  folio  gives,  in  old  fpelling,  whine  ;  which  alludes  to  the 
weeping  of  Maximus,  of  which  they  were  talking. 

*7  One  pillar  failing,  all  mufl  fall.]  The  Poet  feems  to  have  in 
tended  a  repetition  here, 

Ont  pillar  falling,  all  muft  fall. 

We 
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We  arc  our  own  revengers ;  but  at  home, 

On  princes  that  are  eminent,  and  ours, 

'Tis  fit  the  gods  fhould  judge  us  3*e     Be  not  ram, 

Nor  let  your  angry  fteel  cut  thofe  you  know  not ; 

For,  by  this  fatal  blow,  if  you  dare  ftrike  it, 

(As  I  fee  great  aims  in  you)  thofe  unborn  yet, 

And  thofe' to  come,  of  them  and  thefe  fucceeding, 

Shall  bleed  the  wrath  of  Maximus.     For  me, 

As  you  now  bear  yourfelf,  I  am  your  friend  flill  j 

If  you  fall  off,  I  will  not  flatter  you, 

And  in  my  hands,  were  you  my  foul,  you  perifti'd. 

Once  more  be  careful,  ftand,  and  flill  be  worthy ! 

I'll  leave  you  for  this  hour.  \Exit. 

Max.  Pray  do.     'Tis  done  : 

And,  friendfhip,  fince  thou  canft  not  hold  in  dangers, 
Give  me  a  certain  ruin,  I  mud  thro'  it ! 


A  G  T     IV.       S  C  E  N  E     I, 


Enter  Volentiman^  Licinius,  Chilax^  and  Balbus. 

D 


Vol.  T\EAD? 

Cbi.  So  'tis  thought,  Sir. 

Val  How  ? 

Licin.  Grief,  and  difgrace, 
As  people  fay. 

VaL  No  more  ^  I  have  too  much  on't, 
Too  much  by  you,  you  whetters  of  my  follies, 
Ye  angel-formers  of  my  fins,  but  devils  ! 

38  On  princes  that  are  eminent  and  ours, 

*Tisft  the  gods  Jhould judge  us.]  The  do&rine  of  pafiive  obedience 
to  princes,  fo  much  encourag'd  by  King  James  the  Firft,  and  which 
is  uEcius's  chief  heroifm  in  this  play,  evidently  requires  the  flight 
change  \us  to  'm]  I  have  here  made.  Seiuard.  . 

The  word  us  is  clearly  right :    •  Abroad  we  may  revenge,    but  at 

*  borne,  and  on  our  kings,  'tis  fit  the  gods  ftiould  prevent  or  punifti  »j? 

*  for  taking  vengeance.' 

Where 
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Where  is  your  cunning  now  ?  You  would  work  won 
ders, 

There  was  no  chaftity  above  your  pra&ice, 
You'd  undertake  to  make  her  love  her  wrongs, 
And  dote  upon  her  rape  !  Mark  what  I  tell  ye, 
If  fhe  be  dead 

Cbi.  Alas,  Sir! 

Val.  Hang  ye,  rafcals, 
Ye  blafters  of  my  youth,  if  fhe  be  gone, 
'Twere  better  ye  had  been  your  fathers'  camels, 
Groan'd  under  daily  weights  of  wood  and  water — 
Am  I  not  Caefar  ? 

Liti*.  Mighty,  and  our  maker. 

fal.  Than  thus  have  given  my  pleaiures  to  deftruc- 

tion  ! 
Look  (he  be  living,  (laves  ! 

Licin.  We  are  no  gods,  Sir, 
If  fhe  be  dead,  to  make  her  new  again. 

VaL  She  cannot  die  !  fhe  muft  not  die !  Are  thofc 
I  plant  my  love  upon  but  common  livers  ? 
Their  hours,  as  others,  told  'em  ?  can  they  be  afhes  ? 
Why  do  yc  flatter  a  belief  into  me, 
That  I  am  all  that  is,  c  The  world's  my  creature ; 

*  The  trees  bring  forth  their  fruits  when  I  fay  '  fum- 

mer  *,' 

*  The  wind,  that  knows  no  limit  but  his  wildnefs, 

*  At  my  command  moves  not  a  leaf;  the  fea, 

*  With  his  proud  mountain  waters  envying  Heav'n, 

*  When  I  fay,  *  ftill,'  runs  into  chriftal  mirrors  '9  ?' 
Can  I  do  this,  and  fhe  die  ?  Why,  ye  bubbles, 
That  with  my  lead  breath  break,  no  more  remember'd, 
Ye  moths  that  fly  about  my  flame  and  perifh, 

Ye  golden  canker-worms,  that  eat  my  honours, 
Living  no  longer  than  my  fpring  of  favour, 
Why  do  ye  make  me  god,  that  can  do  nothing  ? 
Is  fhe  not  dead  ? 

Cbi.  All  women  are  not  with  her. 

}9  When  lfayt  fill,  run  into  cbriji at  mirror.]  former  editions. 
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Vol.  A  common  whore  ferves  ye,  and  far  above  ye, 
The  pleafures  of  a  body  lam'd  with  lewdnefs ; 
A  mere  perpetual  motion  makes  ye  happy  : 
Am  I  a  man  to  traffick  with  difeafes  ? 
Can  any  but  a  chaftity  ferve  Casfar  ? 
And  fuch  a  one  that  gods  would  kneel  to  purchafe  ? 
You  think,  becaufe  you've  bred  me  up  to  pleafures, 
And  almoft  run  me  over  all  the  rare  ones, 
Your  wives  will  ferve  the  turn :  I  care  not  for  'em, 
Your  wives  are  fencers'  whores,and  mall  be  footmens' ! 
Tho'  fometimes  my  nice  will,  or  rather  anger, 
Have  made  ye  cuckolds  for  variety, 
I  would  not  have  ye  hope,  nor  dream,  ye  poor  ones, 
Always  fo  great  a  blefiing  from  me.     Go, 
Get  your  own  infamy  hereafter,  rafcals  ! 
I've  done  too  nobly  for  ye ;  ye  enjoy 
Each  one  an  heir,  the  royal  feed  of  Caefar, 
And  I  may  curfeye  for't :  Your  wanton  gennets, 
That  are  fo  proud  the  wind  gets  'em  with  fillies, 
Taught  me  this  foul  intemperance.    Thou,  Licinius, 
Haft  fuch  a  MelTalina,  fuch  a  Lais, 
The  backs  of  bulls  cannot  content,  nor  ftallions  -, 
The  fvveat  of  fifty  men  a-night  does  nothing. 

Ltcin.  Your  grace  but  jells,  I  hope, 

Vol.  'Tis  oracle. 

The  fins  of  other  women,  put  by  hers, 
Shew  off  like  fanclities.     Thine's  a  fool,  Chilax, 
Yet  me  can  tell  to  twenty,  and  all  lovers, 
And  all  lien  with  her  too,  and  all  as  Ihe  is, 
Rotten  and  ready  for  an  hofpital. 
Yours  is  a  holy  whore,  friend  Balbus, 

Eal  Well,  Sir. 

VaL  One  that  can  pray  away  the  fins  me  fuffers, 
But  not  the  punifhments :  She  has  had  ten  baftards, 
Five  of  'em  now  are  liclors,  yet  Ihe  prays  ; 
Sh'has  been  the  fong  of  Rome,  and  common  Pafquil  j 
Since  I  durft  fee  a  wench,  me  was  camp-miftrefs, 
And  mufler'd  all  the  cohorts,  paid  'em  too, 
They  have  it  yet  to  Ihew,  and  yet  me  prays  \ 

She's 
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She's  now  to  enter  old  men  that  are  children, 
And  have  forgot  their  rudiments :  Am  I 
Left  for  thefe  wither'd  vices  ?  And  but  one, 
But  one  of  all  the  world,  that  could  conient  me, 
And  fnatch'd  away  in  mewing  ?  If  your  wives 
Be  not  yet  witches,  or  yourielves,  now  be  fo, 
And  fave  your  lives  •,  raife  me  this  noble  beauty, 
As  when  I  forc'd  her,  full  of  conllancy, 
Or,  by  the  gods 

tecin.  Moft  facred  Caefar 

Vol.  Slaves 

Enter  Proculus  and  Lycias. 

Lycias.  Good  Proculus ! 

Proc.  By  Heav'n,  you  (hall  not  fee  it ; 
It  may  concern  the  empire. 

Val.  Ha!  what  faidft  thou  ? 
Is  me  not  dead  ? 

Proc.  Not  any  one  I  know,  Sir  : 
I  come  to  bring  your  Grace  a  letter,  here 
Scatter'd  belike  i'th'  court :  'Tis  fent  to  Maximus, 
And  bearing  danger  in  it. 

Val.  Danger  ?  \vhere  ? 
Double  our  guard ! 

Proc.  Nay,  no  where,  but  i'  th'  letter. 

Val.  What  an  afR idled  confcience  do  I  live  with, 
And  what  a  bead  Tin  grown  !   I  had  forgotten 
To  a(k  Heav'n  mercy  for  my  fault,  and  was  now 
Ev'n  ravifhing  again  her  memory. 
I  find  there  mud  be  danger  in  this  deed  : 
Why  do  I  (land  difputing  then,  and  whining, 
For  what  is  not  the  gods'  to  give  ?  they  cannot, 
Tho*  they  would  link  their  powers  in  one,  do  mifchief ! 
This  letter  may  betray  me.     Get  ye  gone,      [Exeunt. 
And  wait  me  in  the  garden  •,  guard  the  houfe  well, 
And  keep  this  from  the  emprefs.  The  name  Maximus 
Runs  thro*  me  like  a  fever  !  This  may  be 
Some  private  letter,  upon  private  bufmefs, 
Nothing  concerning  me :  Why  fhould  I  open't  ? 

I've 
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I've  done  him  wrong  enough  already.     Yet, 
It  may  concern  me  too ;  the  time  fo  tells  me ; 
The  wicked  deed  I've  done,  affures  me  'tis  fo. 
Be  what  it  will,  I'll  fee  it ;  if  that  be  not 
Part  of  my  fears,  among  my  other  fins, 
I'll  purge  it  out  in  prayers.     How  !  what's  this  ? 

*  Lord  Maximus,  you  love  Aecius, 

*  And  are  his  noble  friend  too :  Bid  him  be  lefs, 

*  I  mean  lefs  with  the  people ;  times  are  dangerous. 
4  The  army's  his,  the  emperor  in  doubts, 

4  And,  as  fome  will  not  ftick  to  fay,  declining : 

4  You  ftand  a  conftant  man  in  either  fortune : 

4  Perfuade  him ;  he  is  loft  elfe.     Tho'  ambition 

4  Be  the  laft  fin  he  touches  at,  or  never  4°, 

4  Yet  what  the  people,  mad  with  loving  him, 

4  And  as  they  willingly  defire  another, 

4  May  tempt  him  to,  or  rather  force  his  goodnefs* 

4  Is  to  be  doubted  mainly.     He  is  all 

4  (As  he  Hands  now)  but  the  mere  name  of  Caefar^ 

c  And  mould  the  emperor  enforce  him  lefler, 

4  Not  coming  from  himfelf,  it  were  more  dangerous  i 

4  He's  honeft,  and  will  hear  you.  Doubts  are  fcatter'dj 

4  And  almoft  come  to  growth  in  c^very  houfhold  -, 

4  Yet,  in  my  foolifh  judgment,  were  this  mafter'd, 

4  The  people  that  are  now  but  rage,  and  his, 

4  Might  be  again  obedience.     You  mall  know  me 

4  When  Rome  is  fair  again  ;  'till  when,  I  love  you/ 

No  name  ?  This  may  be  cunning;  yet  it  feems  not^ 

For  there  is  nothing  in  it  but  is  certain  4I, 

Befides  my  fafety.     Had  not  good  Germanicns, 

That  was  as  loyal  and  as  ftraight  as  he  is, 

If  not  prevented  by  Tiberius, 

Been  by  the  foldiers  forc'd  their  emperor  ? 

4°  Be  tie  lajl  fn  he  touches  af,  or  never.']    The  meaning  may  be 
made  out  here,  '  that  it  is  the  iin  he  would  laft  of  all,  or  perhaps 

*  never,  be  guilty  of;1  yet  it  is  not  improbable  that  the  fentiment 
was  more  fully  opened,  and  that  a  line  is  loft. 

4-1  Mr.  Seward  prints, 

For  there  Js  nothing  in  if  hut  is  certain* 
«    Be/ides  my  fafety-- Had not ,  &C. 

He 
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He  had,  and  'tis  my  wifdom  to  remember  it. 

And  was  not  Corbulo,  (even  that  Corbulo, 

That  ever-fortunate  and  living  Roman, 

That  broke  the  heart-ftrings  of  the  Parthians, 

And  brought  Arfaces'  line  upon  their  knees, 

Chain'd  to  the  awe  of  Rome)  'caufe  he  was  thought 

(And  but  in  wine  once)  fit  to  make  a  Casfar, 

Cut  off  by  Nero  ?  I  muft  feek  my  fafety ; 

For  'tis  the  fame  again,  if  not  beyond  it. 

I  know  the  foldier  loves  him  more  than  Heav'n, 

And  will  adventure  all  his  gods  to  raife  him  ; 

Me  he  hates  more  than  peace :  What  this  may  breed, 

If  dull  fecurity  and  confidence 

Let  him  grow  up,  a  fool  may  find,  and  laugh  at. 

But  why  lord  Maximus,  I  injur'd  ib, 

Should  be  the  man  to  counfel  him,  I  know  not, 

More  than  he  has  been  friend,  and  lov'd  allegiance : 

What  now  he  is,  I  fear;  for  his  abufes, 

Without  the  people,  dare  draw  blood.  Who  waits  there  ? 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  Your  Grace. 

Val.  Call  Phidias  and  Aretus  hither.       [Exit  Serv. 
Til  find  a  day  for  him  too.     '  Times  are  dangerous, 
'  The  anny  his,  the  emperor  in  doubts  :' 
I  find  it  is  too  true.     Did  he  not  tell  me, 
As  if  he  had  intent  to  make  me  odious  4% 
And  to  my  face  and  by  a  way  of  terror, 
What  vices  I  was  grounded  in,  and  almoft 
Proclaimed  the  foldiers'  hate  againft  me  ?  Is  not 
The  facred  name  and  dignity  of  Csefar 
(Were  this  Aecius  more  than  man)  fufficient 
To  make  off  all  his  honefty  ?  He's  dangerous, 
Tho'  he  be  good;  and,  tho'  a  friend,  a  fear'd  one; 
And  fuch  I  muft  not  fleep  by. — Are  they  come  yet? — 

**   I.   As  if  he  had  intent  to  make  me  odious y 

2.  And  to  my  face  ;  and  by  a  way  of  terror.]  Here  a  marginal 
direction  how  to  place  ihe  lines  has  been  taken  into  the  text,  and  con 
tinued  through  ali  the  three  editions.  Mr.  Theobald  and  Mr.  Symplon 
concurred  with  rue  iu  obfciving  this.  Srward. 

I  do 
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I  do  believe  this  fellow,  and  I  thank  him. 
'Twas  time  to  look  about :  If  I  muft  perifh, 
Yet  fhall  my  fears  43  go  foremoft. 

Enter  Phidias  and  Aretus. 

Phid.  Life  to  Casfar  ! 

Vol.  Is  lord  Aecius  waiting  ? 

Phid.  Not  this  morning  -, 
I  rather  think  he's  with  the  army. 

Vol.  Army? 

I  do  not  like  that  army.     Go  unto  him, 
And  bid  him  ftraight  attend  me,  and  (d'you  hear?) 
Come  private  without  any ;  I  have  bufinefs 
Only  for  him. 

Pbid.  Your  Grace's  pleafure.  [Exit. 

Val.  Go. 

What  foldier  is  the  fame  (I  have  feen  him  often) 
That  keeps  you  company,  Aretus  ? 

Are.  Me,  Sir? 

Val.  Ay,  you,  Sir. 

Are.  One  they  call  Pontius, 
An't  pleafe  your  Grace. 

Val.  A  captain  ? 

Are.  Yes,  he  was  fo ; 

But  fpeakirig  fomething  roughly  in  his  want, 
Efpecialiy  of  wars,  the  noble  general, 
Out  of  a  ftrift  allegiance,  caft  his  fortunes. 

Val.  H'  has  been  a  valiant  fellow  ? 

Are.  So  he's  ftill. 

Val.  Alas,  the  general  might  have  pardon'd  follies: 
Soldiers  will  talk  fometimes. 

Are.  I'm  glad  of  this. 

Val.  He  wants  preferment,  as  I  take  it  ? 

Are.  Yes,  Sir; 
And  for  that  -noble  grace  his  life  (hall  ferve. 

Val.  I  have  a  fervice  for  him. 
I  fhame  a  foldier  fhould  become  a  beggar ! 
I  like  the  man,  Aretus. 

43  My  fears.]  i.  e.  Tbafe  whom  If  ear  ftiall  penlh  firft. 

Are. 
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Art.  Gods  protect  you  ! 

Vol.  Bid  him  repair  to  Proculus,  and  there 
He  fhall  receive  the  bufmefs,  and  reward  for't : 
I'll  fee  him  fettled  too,  and  as  a  foldier ; 
We  (hall  want  fuch. 

Are.  The  fweets  of  Heav'n  flill  crown  you  !  [Ex/Y. 

Vol.  I  have  a  fearful  darknefs  in  my  foul, 
And,  'till  I  be  deliver'd,  ftill  am  dying !  [Exit. 

SCENE      II. 

Enter  Maximus. 

Max.  My  way  has  taken  :  All  the  court's  in  guard, 
And  bufmefs  eyery  where ;  and  every  corner 
Full  of  ftrange  whifpers.    I  .am  leail  in  rumour, 

Enter  JEcius  and  Pbidias. 
And  fo  I'll  keep  myfelf.     Here  comes  Aecius  ; 
I  fee  the  bait  is  fwallow'd  :  If  he  be  loft 
He  is  my  martyr,  and  my  way  (lands  open  ; 
And,  Honour,  on  thy  head  his  blood  is  reckoned44. 

jEcius.  Why,  how  now,  friend  ?  what  makes  you 

here  unarm'd  ? 
Are  you  turn'd  merchant? 

Max.  By  your  fair  perfuafions, 
And  fuch  a  merchant  traffic ks  without  danger. 
I  have  forgotten  all,  Aecius, 
And,  which  is  more,  forgiven. 

sEctus.  Now  I  love  you, 
Truly  I  do  j  you  are  a  worthy  Roman. 

Max.  The  fair  repentance  of  my  prince,  to  me 
Is  more  than  facrifice  of  blood  and  vengeance : 
jNo  eyes  (hall  weep  her  ruins,  but  mine  own. 

jEcius.  Still  you  take  more  love  from  me.  Virtuous 

friend, 
The  gods  make  poor  Aecius  worthy  of  thee  ! 

4*  And  honour  on  thy  bead  his  blood  ts  reckon  d.  j  This  line  feems 
fjuite  inexplicable,  unlefs  we  perfonify  Honour.  It  was  to  Honour  he 
£rfl  propofed  to  facrificc  his  friend;  lee  p.  325. 

VOL  IV.  Y  Max, 
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Max.  Only  in  me  you're  poor,  Sir,  and  I  worthy 
Only  in  being  yours.     But,  why  your  arm  thus  ? 
Have  you  been  hurt,  Aecius  ? 

Mcius.  Bruis'd  a  little  ; 

My  hoi  fe  feU  with  me,  friend,  which  'till  this  morning 
I  never  knew  him  do. 

Max.  Pray  gods  it  bode  well  I 
And,  now  I  think  on't  better,  you  Ihall  back  \ 
Let  my  perfuafions  rule  you. 

JEcius.  Back  !  why,  Maximus  ? 
The  emperor  commands  -me  come. 

Max.  I  like  not 
At  this  time  his  command. 

JEcius.  I  do  at  all  times. 
And  all  times  will  obey  it ;  why  not  now  then  ? 

Max.  I'll  tell  you  why,  and,  as  I  have  beengovern'd, 
Be  you  ib,  noble  friend  :  The  court's  in  guard, 
Arm'd  ftrongly  ;  for  what  purpofe  let  me  fear  ; 
I  do  not  like  your  going. 

jEcius.  Were  it  fire, 

And  that  fire  certain  to  confume  this  body. 
If  Caefar  fent,  I  would  go.     Never  fear,  man  | 
If  he  take  me,  he  takes  his  arms  away. 
I  am  too  plain  and  true  to  be  fufpefted. 

Max.  Then  I  have  dealt  unwilely. 

Mem.  If  the  emperor, 
Becaufe  he  merely  may,  will  have  my  life. 
That's  all  he  has  to  work  on,  and  all  Ihall  havp  ^ 
Let  him,  he  loves  me  better.     Here  I  wither, 
And  happily  may  live,  'till  ignorantly 
I  run  into  a  fault  worth  death  -,  nay  more,  difhonour. 
Now  all  my  fins,  I  dare  fay  thofe  of  duty, 
Are  printed  here;  and  if  I  fall  fo  happy, 
I  bleis  the  grave  I  lie  in,  and  the  gods, 
Equal  as  dying  on  the  enemy, 
Muft  take  me  up  a  facrifice. 

Max.  Go  on  then ; 
And  I'll  go  with  you. 

Mcius.  No,  you  may  not,  friend. 
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Max.  He  cannot  be  a  friend  bars  me,  Aecius  : 
Shall  I  forfake  you  in  my  doubts  ? 

Azcius.  You  muft. 

Max.  I  muft  not,  nor  I  will  not.     Have  I  liv'd 
Only  to  be  a  carpet-friend,  for  pleafurc  ? 
I  can  endure  a  death  as  well  as  Cato. 

jEcius.  There  is  no  death  nor  danger  in  my  going, 
Nor  none  muft  go  along. 

Max.  I  have  a  fword  too, 
And  once  I  could  have  us'd  it  for  my  friend. 

JEcius.  I  need  no  fword,  nor  friend,  in  this.  Pray 

leave  me ; 

And,  as  you\love  me,  do  not  over-love  me.  !w\n 
I  am  commanded  none  fhall  come.     At  fupper 
I'll  meet  you,  and  we'll  drink  a  cup  or  two ; 
You  need  good  wine,  you  have  been  fad.     Farewell ! 

Max.  Farewell,  my  noble  friend !  Let  me  embrace  you 
Ere  you  depart !  It  may  be  one  of  us 
Shall  never  do  the  like  again. 

ALcius.  Yes,  often. 

Max.  Farewell,  good  dear  Aecius ! 

Mciut*  Farewell,  Maximus> 
'Till  night !  Indeed  you  doubt  too  much. 

[Exit  with  Phidias. 

Max.  I  do  not. 

Go,  worthy  innocent,  and  make  the  number 
Of  Caefar's  fins  fo  great,  Heav'n  may  want  mercy ! 
I'll  hover  hereabout,  to  know  what  pafies; 
And,  if  he  be  fo  dev'lifh  to  deftroy  thee, 
Jin  thy  blood  (hall  begin  his  tragedy.  [£#/'/. 

SCENE     III. 

Enter  Proculus  and  Pontius. 
Proc.  Befides  this,  if  you  do  it,  you  enjoy 
The  noble  name  Patrician  ;  more  than  that  too, 
The  friend  of  Casfar  you  are  (lil'd.    There's  nothing 
Within  the  hopes  of  Rome,  or  prefent  being, 
But  you  may  lafely  fay  is  yours. 

Y  2  font. 
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Pont.  Pray  flay,  Sir  •, 
What  has  Aecins  done,  to  be  deftroy'd  ? 
At  leaft,  Pd  have  a  colour. 

Proc.  You  have  more, 
.Nay,  all  that  may  be  given  ;  he's  a  traitor, 
One  any  man  would  ftrike  that  were  a  fubjed. 

Pont.  Is  he  fo  foul  ? 

Proc.  Yes,  a  mod  fearful  traitor. 

Pont,  \afide, .]  A  fearful  plague  upon  thee,  for  thou 
Jieft  I — . — 

J  ever  thought  the  foldier  would  undo  him 
With  his  too-much  affection. 

Proc.  You  have  hit  it  -, 
They've  brought  him  to  -ambition.  ; 

Pont.^Then  he's  gone? 

Proc.  The  emperor,  out  of  a  foolim  pity, 
Would  fave  him  yet. 

Pont.  Is  he  ib  mad  ? 

Proc.  He's  madder- 
Would  go  to  th'  army  to  him.- 

Pont.  Would  he  fo? 

Proc.  Yes,  Pontius  ;  but  we  confider 

Pont.  Wifely? 

Proc.  How  elfe,  man  ? — that  the  ftate  lies  in  it, 

Pont.  And  you  r  lives  too  ? 

jProc.  And  every  man's. 

Pont.  He  did  me 
All  the  difgrace  he  could. 

Proc.  And  fcurvily. 

Pont.  Out  of  a  mifchief  merely  :  Did  you  mark  it  ? 

Proc.  Yes,  well  enough :   Now  you  have  means  tQ 

quit  it. 
The  deed  done,  take  his  place. 

Pont    Pray  let  me  th;n    on't  j 
*Tis  ten  to  one  I  do  it. 

Proc.  Do,  and  be  happy.  [Exit, 

Pont.  This  emperor  is  made  of  nought  but  mifchief: 
Sure,  Murder  was  his  mother.     None  to  lop, 
Btjf  the  main  link  he  had  ?  Upon  my  confcience, 

The 
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The  man  is  truly  honed,  and  that  kills  him  ; 
For  to  live  here,  and  ftudy  to  be  true, 
Is  all  one  to  be"  traitors.     Why  fhould  he  die  ? 
Have  they  not  (laves  and  rafcals  for  their  ofPrings, 
In  full   abundance?    Bawds   more   than  beaits   for 

(laughter  ? 

Have  they  not  finging-whores  enough,  and  knaves  too, 
And  millions  of  hich  martyrs,  to  fink  Charon, 
But  the  beft  fons  of  Rome  muft  fail  too  ?  I  will  fhew 

him 

(Since  he  muft  die)  a  way  to  do  it  truly  t   \j±  i 
And,  tho'  he  bears  me  hard,  yet  (hall  he  know, 
I'm  born  to  make  him  blefs  me  for  a  blow.       [Exit. 

SCENE      IV. 


'ius^  Phidias  ',  andArctus. 

Pbid.  Yet  you  may  'fcape  to  th'  camp  *  we'll  hazard 
with  you. 

Are.  Lofc  not  your  life  fo  bafely,  Sir  !  You're  arm'd  ; 
And  many,when  they  fee  your  fword  out,  and  know  why^ 
Muft  follow  your  adventure. 

AZcius.  Get  ye  from  me  ! 
Is  not  the  doom  of  Casfar  on  this  body  ? 
Do  not  I  bear  my  laft  hour  here,  now  lent  me  ? 
Am  I  not  old  Aecius,  ever  dying  ? 
You  think  this  tendernefs  and  love  you  bring  me  j 
'Tis  treafon,  and  the  ftrength  of  dilbbedience, 
And,  if  ye  tempt  me  further,  ye  (hall  feel  it. 
I  feck  the  camp  for  fafety,  when  my  death 
(Ten  times  more  glorious  than  my  life,  and  lading) 
Bids  me  be  happy  ?  Let  the  fool  fear  dying, 
Or  he  that  weds  a  woman  for  his  honour, 
Dreaming  no  other  life  to  come  but  kifles: 
Aecius  is  not  now  to  learn  to  fuffer. 
If  ye  dare  fhew  a  juft  affection,  kill  me  ; 
I  (lay  but  thofe  that  muft.     Why  do  ye  weep  ? 
Am  1  fo  wretched  to  deferve  mens'  pities? 

Y  3  Go, 
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Go,  give  your  tears  to  thofe  that  lofe  their  worths, 
Bewail  their  miferies ;  forme,  wear  garlands, 
Drink  wine,  and  much:  Sing  paeans  to  my  praife  j 
I  am  to  triumph,  friends  •,  and  more  than  Csefar  ; 
For  Casfar  fears  to  die,  I  love  to  die ! 

Pbid.  Oh,  my  dear  lord! 

Mcius.  No  more  !  Go,  go,  I  fay ! 
Shew  me  not  figns  offorrow;  I  defervenonej 
Dare  any  man  lament  I  fhould  die  nobly  ? 
Am  I  grown  old,  to  have  fuch  enemies  ? 
When  I  am  dead,  fpeak  honourably  of  me, 
That  is,  prefer ve  my  memory  from  dying; 
There,  if  you  needs  mu ft  weep  your  ruin'd  mailer, 
A  tear  or  two  will  feem  well.     This  I  charge  ye, 
(Becaufe  ye  fay  ye  yet  love  old  Aecius) 
See  my  poor  body  burnt,  and  fome  to  fing 
About  my  pile,  and  what  I've  done  and  fuffer'd, 
Jf  Csefar  kill  not  that  too:  At  your  banquets, 
When  I  am  gone,  if  any  chance  to  number 
The  times  that  have  been  fad  and  dangerous, 
Say  how  I  fell,  and  'tis  furficient. 
No  more,  I  fay;  he  that  laments  my  end, 
By  all  the  gods,  difHonours  me !  Be  gone, 
Andfuddenly,  and  wifely,  from  my  dangers ; 
My  death  is  catching  elfe. 

Pbid.  We  fear  not  dying. 

jEcius.  Yet  fear  a  wilful  death  ;  the  juft  gods  hate  it: 
I  need  no  company  to  that  that  children 
Dare  do  alone,  and  Haves  are  proud  to  purchafe. 
Live  'till  your  honefties,  as  mine  has  done, 
Make  this  corrupted  age  fick  of  your  virtues; 
Then  die  a  facrifice,  and  then  ye  know   •  '^? 
The  noble  ufe  of  dying  well,  and  Romaa. 

Are.  And  muft  we  leave  ye,  Sir  ? 

jEcius.  We  muft  all  die, 

All  leave  ourfelves;  it  matters  not  where,  when, 
Nor  how,  fowe  die  well :  And  can  that  man  that  doesfe 
Need  lamentation  for  him?  Children  weep 
Becaufe  they  have  offendeux  or  for  fear; 

Women 
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Women  for  want  of  will,  and  anger  :  Is  there 
In  noble  Man,  that  truly  feels  both  poifcs 
Of  life  and  death,  fo  much  of  this  wet  weaknefs, 
To  drown  a  glorious  death  in  child  and  woman? 
I  am  afham'd  to  fee  ye !  Yet  ye  move  me, 
And,  were  it  not  my  manhood  would  accufe  me 
For  covetous  to  live,  I  fhould  weep  with  ye. 

Pbid.  Oh,  we  (hall  never  fee  you  more ! 

jEciu3.  'Tis  true; 

Nor  I  the  miferies  that  Rome  (hall  fuffer, 
Which  is  a  benefit  life  cannot  reckon. 
But  what  I  have  been,  which  isjuflarid  fiuthful, 
One  that  grew  old  for  Rome,  when  Rorrte  forgot  him, 
And,  for  he  was  an  honeft  man,  durft  die, 
Ye  (hall  have  daily  with  ye:  Could  that  die'  too, 
And  I  return  no  traffick  of  my  travels, 
No  pay  to  have  been  foldier,  but  this  filver, 
No  annals  of  Aecius,  but  *  he  liv'd,' 
My  friends,  ye  had  caufe  to  weep,  and  bitterly : 
The  common  overflows  of  tender  womerL 
And  children  new-born  crying,  were  too  little 
To  (hew  me  then  moft  wretched.     If  tears  muft  be, 
I  (hould  in  juftice  weep  'em,  and  for  you ; 
You  are  to  live,  and  yet  behold  thofe  (laughters 
The  dry  and  wither'd  bones  of  death  would  bleed  at: 
But,  fooner  than  I've  time  to  think  what  muft  be, 
1  fear  you'll  find  what  (hall  be.     If  ye  love  me, 
(Let  that  word  ferve  for  all)  be  gone  and  leave  me : 
I  have  fome  little  practice  with  my  foul, 
And  then  the  (harped  fword  is  welcom'ft.     Go, 
Pray  be  gone  •,  ye  have  obey'd  me  living, 
Be  not  for  (hame  now  ftubborn.     So ;  I  thank  ye, 
And  fare  ye  well !   a  better  fortune  guide  ye ! 
I  am  a  little  thirfty  *,  not  for  fear, 

[Exeunt  Phidias  and  Aretus. 
And  yet  it  is  a  kind  of  fear  I  lay  fo. 
Is  it  to  be  a  jull  man  now  again, 
And  leave  my  flem  unthought-of  ?  'Tis  departed  ! 
I  hear  'em  come.     Who  (b  ikes  firft  ?  I  ftay  for  ye ! 

Y  4 
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Enter  Balbus,  Cbilaxy  and  Licinius. 

Yet  I  will  die  a  foldier,  my  fword  drawn, 

But  againft  none.     Why  do  ye  fear  ?  come  forward, 

Bal  You-were  a  foldier,  Chilax. 

Chi.  Yes,  I  mufter'd, 
But  never  faw  the  enemy. 

Licin.  He's  drawn  ^ 
By  Heav'n,  I  dare  not  do't ! 

JEcius.  Why  do  ye  tremble  ? 
I  am  to  die :  Come  ye  not  now  from  Caefar, 
To  that  end?,  fpeak! 

Bal.  We  do,  and  we  mufl  kill  you ; 
*Tis  Catfar's  will. 

Chi.  I  charge  ye  put  your  fword  up, 
That  we  may  do  it  handfomely. 

Mcius.  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

My  fword  up  ?  handibmely  ?  Where  were  ye  bred? 
Ye  are  the  merrieil  murderers,  my  mailers, 
I  ever  met  withal.     Come  forward,  fools ! 
Why  do  ye  flare  ?  Upon  mine  honour,  bawds> 
1  will  not  flnke  ye. 

Licin.  I'll  not  be  firft. 

Bal.  Nor  I. 

Cbi.  You'd  bed  die  quietly :  The  emperor 
Sees  how  you  bear  yourielf. 

Mcius.  I  would  die,  raicals, 
If  you  would  kill  me,  quietly.  ;': 

Bal.  Pox  o'  Proculus, 
He  promis'd  us  to  bring  a  captain  hither, 
That  has  been  us'd  to  kill. 

Mcius.  I'll  call  the  guard, 
Unleis  you'll  kill  me  quickly,  and  proclaim 
What  beailly,  bafe,  and  cowardly  companions. 
The  emperor  has  trufled  with  his  fafety  : 
Nay,  I'll  give  out,  ye  fell  of  my  fide,  villains. 
Strike  home,  ye  bawdy  (laves  ! 

Cbi.  By  Heav'n,  he'll  kill  us ! 
I  mark'd  his  hand  ^  he  waits  but  time  to  reach  us. 

Now 
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Now  do  you  offer. 

JEtius.  If  ye  do  mangle  me, 
And  kill  me  not  at  two  blows,  or  at  three, 
Or  not  fo  ftagger  me  my  fenfes  fail  me, 
Look  to  yourfelves ! 

Chi.  I  told  ye. 

JEcius.  Strike  me  manly, 
And  take  a  thoufand  ftrokes. 

Enter  Pontius. 

Bat.  Here's  Pontius. 

Pont.  Not  kill'd  him  yet  ? 
Is  this  the  love  ye  bear  the  emperor  ? 
Nay  then,  I  fee  ye're  traitors  all :  Have  at  ye ! 

Cbi.  Oh,  I  am  hurt !  \Licin.  runs  away. 

Bal.  And  I  am  kill'd.  [Exeunt  Cbi.  and  Bal. 

Pont.  Die  bawds, 
As  ye  have  liv'd  and  flourifh'd ! 

JEcius.  Wretched  fellow, 
What  haft  thou  done? 

Pont.  Kill'd  them  that  durft  not  kill ; 
And  you  are  next. 

tfcius.  Art  thou  not  Pontius  ? 

Pont.  I  am  the  fame  you  caft,  Aecius, 
And  in  the  face  of  all  the  camp  difgrac'd. 

Mcius.  Then  fo  much  nobler,  as  thou  wert  a  foldier, 
Shall  my  death  be.     Is  it  revenge  provok'd  thee, 
Or  art  thou  hir'd  to  kill  me  ? 

Pont.  Both. 

Mcius.  Then  do  it. 

Pont.  Is  that  all  ? 

rfcius.  Yes. 

Pont.  Would  you  not  live  ? 

Acius.  Whyfhouldl? 
To  thank  thee  for  my  life  ? 

Pont.  Yes,  if  I  fpare  it. 

JEcius.  Be  not  deceiv'd  ;  I  was  not  made  to  thank, 
For  any  courteiy  but  killing  me, 
A  fellow  of  thy  fortune.     Do  thy  duty! 

Pont. 


34<5        THE    TRAGEDY    O  P 

Pont.  Do  not  you  fear  me  ? 

Mcius.  No. 

Pont.  Nor  love  me  for  it  ? 

Mem.  ThatV  as  thou  doft  thy  bufmefs. 

Pont.  When  you're  dead, 
Your  place  is  mine,  Aecius. 

Mcius.  Now  I  fear  thee; 
And  not  alone  thee,  Pontius,  but  the 

Pont,  Why,  I  can  govern,  Sir. 

Mcius.  I  would  thou  couldft, 
And  firft  thyfelf.    Thou  canft  fight  well,  and  bravely, 
Thou  canft  endure  all  dangers,  heats,  colds,  hungers  j 
Heav'n's  angry  ftafhes  are  not  fuddener 
Than  I  have  feen  thee  execute,  n6r  more  mortal  5 
The  winged;  feet  of  flying  enemies 
Pve  (food  arid  viewed  thee  moWaWay  likerulries, 
And  ftill  kill  the  killer  :  Were  thy  mind 
But  half  fo  fweet  in  peace  as  rough  in  dangers, 
I  died  to  leave  a  happy  heir  behind  me. 
Come,  flrike,  and  be  a  general ! 

Pont.  Prepare  then  :  **" 
And,  for  I  fee  your  honour  cannot  leiTeh, 
And  'twere  a  mame  for'  me  to  ftrike  a  dead  man, 
Fight  your  fhort  fpan  out: 

Mcius.  No,  thou  know'ft  I  m lift  not ; 
1  dare  not  give  thee  fo  much  'vantage  of  me, 
As  difdbedience.  ' 

Pont.  Dare  you  not  defend  you 
Againft  your  enemy  ? 

Mcius.  Not  fent  from  Csefar ; 
I  have  no  power  to  make  fuch  enemies  : 
For,  as  I  am  condemn'd,  my  naked  fword 
Stands  but  a  hatchment  by  me ';  only  held 
To  fhew  1  was  a  foldier.    Had  not  Cadar 
'Chain'd  all  defence  in  this  doom,  c  Let  him  die,* 
Old  as  I  am,  and  quench'd  with  fears,  and  ibrrows, 
Yet  would  I  make  this  wither'd  arm  do  wonders, 
And  open  in  an  enenly  fuch  wounds 
Mercy  would  weep  to*  look  on", 

Pont. 
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Pont.  Then  have  at  you  ; 
And  look  upon  me,  and  be  fure  you  fear  not : 
Remember  who  you  are,  and  why  you  live, 
And  what  I  have  been  to  you  ^  cry  not  '  hold/ 
Nor  think  it  bafe  injuftice  I  Ihould  kill  you. 

jEcius.  I  am  prepared  for  all. 

Pont.  For  now,  Aecius, 
Thou  (halt  behold  and  find  Iwas  no  traitor, 
And,  as  I  do  it,  blefs  me !  Die  as  I  do !  [Pen:  killsbimfelf. 

jEcius.  Thou  haft  deceiv'd  me,  Pontius,  and  I  thank 

thee: 
By  all  my  hopes  in  Heaven,  thou'rt  a  Roman  ! 

Pont.  To  (hew  you  whatyou  ought  to  do,  this  is  not; 
For  Slander's  iclf  would  mame  to  find  you  coward, 
Or  willing  to  out- live  your  honefty  : 
But,  noble  Sir,  you  have  been  jealous  of  me, 
And  held  me  in  the  rank  of  dangerous  perlbns  ; 
And  I  muft  dying  fay,  it  was  but  juftice, 
Ye  caft  me  from  my  credit :  Yet,  believe  me1, 
(For  there  is  nothing  now  but  truth  to  fave  me, 
And  your  forgivenefs)  tho'  you  held  me  heinous, 
And  of  a  troubled  fpirit,  that  like  fire 
Turns  all  to  flames  it  meets  with,  you  miftook  me: 
If  I  were  foe  to  any  thing,  'twas  cafe, 
Want  of  the  foldiers'  due,  the  enemy; 
The  nakednefs  we  found  at  home,  and  fcorn, 
Children  of  peace  and  pleafures  •,  no  regard 
Nor  comfort  for  our  fears,  but  how  we  got  'em ; 
To  rufty  time,  that  eat  our  bodies  up, 
And  e'en  began  to  prey  upon  our  honours ; 
To  wants  at  home,  and  more  than  wants,  abufesj, 
To  them  that,  when  the  enemy  invaded, 
Made  us  their  faints,  but  now  the  fores  of  Rome; 
To  filken  flattery,  and  pride  plum'd  over45, 

4J  Tofiken  flattery,  and  pride  plain'd  over, 

Fat  getting  -faith  whit  wind tbtlr  feathers  /s/'/.J  Though  prld» 
plain  d  over  is  a  jult  metaphor,  taken  fingly,  yet  plumd  being  near 
the  trace  of  the  letters,  left  vulgar,  and  perfectly  confiftent  with  the 
context,  which  the  other  is  not,  I  hope  the  reader  will  permit  the  in 
fer  tion  of  it  in  the  tejtt,  as  mofl  probably  the  true  reading.  Sward. 

Forgetting 
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Forgetting  with  what  wind  their  feathers  fail, 
And  under  whofe  protection  their  foft  pleafures 
Grow  full  and  numberlefs:  To  this  I'm  foe, 
Not  to  the  flate,  or  any  point  of  duty. 
And,  let  me  fpeak  but  what  a  fbldier  may, 
(Truly  I  ought  to  be  fo)  yet  I  err'd, 
Becaufe  a  far  more  noble  fufferer 
Shew'd  me  the  way  to  patience,  and  I  loft  it : 
This  is  the  end  I  die,  Sir !  To  live  bafely, 
And  not  the  follower  of  him  that  bred  me 
In  full  account  and  virtue,  Pontius  dare  not, 
Much  iefs  to  out-live  what  is  good,  and  flatter. 

jEcius.  I  want  a  name  to  give  thy  virtue,  foldier, 
For  only  good  is  far  below  thee,  Pontius ; 
The  gods  (hall  find  thee  one !   Th'haft  famion'd  death 
In  fuch  an  excellent  and  beauteous  manner, 
I  wonder  men  can  live!  Canft  thou  fpeak  once  more? 
For  thy  words  are  fuch  harmony,  afoul 
Would  chufe  to  fly  to  Heaven  in. 

Pont.  A  farewell46. 

Good  noble  general,  your  hand  !  Forgive  me, 
And  think  whatever  was  difpleafmg  you, 
Was  none  of  mine.     You  cannot  live. 

JEcius.  I  will  not ! 
Yet  one  word  more. 

Pont.  Die  nobly!  Rome,  farewell! 
And,  Valentinian,  fall!  th'haft  broke  thy  bafis. 
In  joy  you've  given  me  a  quiet  death : 
I  would  ftrike  more  wounds,  if  I  had  more  breath. 

[Dies. 

jEcius.  Is  there  an  hour  of  goodnefs  beyond  this? 
Or  any  man  would  out-live  fuch  a  dying? 
Would  Caefar  double  all  my  honours  on  me, 
And  flick  me  o'er  with  favours,  like  a  miftrefs, 

*6  Afarcwel.']  The  change  of  this  fubitantive  into  a  verb,  feems 
not  only  to  make  it  more  natural,  but  would  give-  infinitely  more 
dignity  in  the  action.  Seward. 

Mr.  Sevvard  therefore  omits  the  article  a  ;  but  furely  the  old  reading 
is  full  as  natural,  and  perhaps  more  pathetic  :  *  Can  you  fpeak  once 
«  more  ?'  '  Yes  j  a  farewell.  Your  hand  !  forgive  me  \  £c.' 

Yet 
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Yet  would  I  grow  to  this  man !  I  have  lov'd, 

But  never  doted  on  a  face  'till  now. 

Oh,  death,  thou'rt  more  than  beauty,  and  thy  pleafurc 

Beyond  pofterity! — Come,  friends,  and  kill  me. 

Caefar,  be  kind,  and  fend  a  thoufand  fwords-, 

The  more,  the  greater  is  my  fall.     Why  flay  ye  ? 

Come,  and  I'll  kifs  your  weapons.     Fear  me  not : 

By  all  the  gods,  I'll  honour  ye  for  killing! 

Appear,  or  thro'  the  court,  and  world,  I'll  fearch  ye ! 

My  fword  is  gone  *7.     [Throws  it  from  him.]    Ye're 

traitors  if  ye  fpare  me, 

And  Csefar  mud  confume  ye !  All  bafe  cowards  ? 
I'll  follow  ye,  and,  ere  I  die,  proclaim  ye 
The  weeds  of  Italy,  the  drofs  of  Nature  ! 
Where  are  ye,  villains,  traitors,  (laves?  [Exit. 

Enter  Proculus  and  three  others,  running  over  theftage. 

Proc.  I  knew 
H*  had  kill'd  the  captain. 

j.  Here's  his  fword. 

Proc.  Let  it  alone  >  'twill  fight  itfelf  elfe,  friends. 
An  hundred  men  are  not  enough  to  do  it : 
I'll  to  the  emperor,  and  get  more  aid. 

jEcius  [within].    None  ftrike  a  poor  condemn'd 
man  ? 

Proc.  He  is  mad  : 
Shift  for  yourfelvcs,  my  mafters  !  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Mcius. 

jEcius.  Then,  Aecius,  [Takes  up  his  fword. 

See  what  thou  dar'ft  thyfelf.    Hold,  my  good  Iword ; 
Thou  haft  been  kept  from  blood  too  long.   I'll  kifs 

thee, 
For  thou  art  more  than  friend  now,  my  preferver ! 

*7  My  fword  is  gone  ~\  Fne  directions  'Ihranus  it  from  him,  and 
Takes  up  bisfrvord,  are  now  firft  introduced :  One  of  the  fugitives 
faying,  Heris  bis  fword,  we  think,  fufficiently  warrants  them,  as 
well  as,  Myfaordis  GONE,  which  appeared  to  us  corrupt,  till  the 
directions  were  infericd. 

Shew 
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Shew  me  the  way  to  happinefs  ;  I  feek  it. 

And,  all  you  great  ones,  that  have  fall'n  as  I 

To  keep  your  memories  and  honours  living, 

Be  prefent  in  your  virtues,  and  affift  me, 

That,  like  ftrong  Cato,  I  may  put  away 

All  promifes,  but  what  fhall  crown  my  afnes. 

Rome,  fare  thee  well  !  Stand  long,  and  kaow  to  con 

quer, 

Whilft  there  is  people,  and  ambition. 
Now  for  aftroke  mall  turn  me  to  a  ftar  ! 
I  come,  ye  blefTed  fpirits  !  make  me  room 
To  live  for  ever  in  Ely  fi  urn  !  [Kills  bimfelf. 

Do  men  fear  this  ?  Oh,  that  pofterity 
Could  learn  from  him  but  this,  that  loves  his  wound, 
There  is  no  pain  at  all  in  dying  well, 
Nor  none  are  loft,  but  thofe  that  make  their  hell  !  [Dies. 

Enter  Proculus  and  twp  olbers. 

i  \wtMn\.  He's  dead  ;  draw  in  the  guard  again, 

J?roc.  He's  dead  indeed, 
And  I  am  glad  he's  gone  :  He  was  a  devil! 
flis  body,  if  his  eunuchs  come,  is  theirs; 
The  emperor,  out  of  his  love  to  virtue, 
J-Ias  given  'em  that  :  Let  no  man  flop  their  entrance, 


Enter  Phidias  and  Aretu$. 

Phid.  Oh,  my  moft  noble  lord  !  Look  here,  Aretus 
Here's  a  fad  fight  ! 

Are.  Oh,  cruelty  !  oh,  Csefar  ! 
Oh,  times  that  bring  forth  nothing  but  deftruftion, 
And  overflows  of  blood  !  Why  waft  thou  kill'd  ? 
Js  it  to  be  a  juft  man  now  again, 
(As  when  Tiberius  and  wild  Nero  reign'd) 
Only  afTurance  of  his  overthrow  ? 

Phid.  It  is,  Aretus  :  He  that  would  live  now, 
Muft,  like  the  toad,  feed  only  on  corruptions, 
And  grow  with  thofe  to  greatnefs.     Honeft  virtue, 
And  the  true  Roman  honour,  faith  and  valour, 
That,  have  been  all  the  riches  of  the  empire, 

Now? 


VALENTINIAN. 
]Now,  like  the  /earful  tokens  of  the  plague, 
Are  mere  fore-runners  of  their  ends  that  owe  'em. 
Are.  Never-enough-lamented  lord  !  dear,  matter  ! 

Enter  Maximus. 

Of  whom  now  mall  we  learn  to  live  like  men  ? 
From  whom  draw  out  our  adbions  juft  and  worthy  ? 
Oh,  thou  art  gone,  and  gone  with  thce  all  goodnefs, 
The  great  example  of  all  equity, 
Oh,  thou  alone  a  Roman,  thoa  art  periih'd, 
Faith,  fortitude,  and  conftant  noblcneis  ! 
Weep,  Rome !  weep,  Italy  !  weep,  all  that  knew  him ! 
And  you  that  fear'd  him  as  a  noble  foe, 
(If  enemies  have  honourable  tears) 
Weep  this  decay'd  Aecius,  fall'n  and  fcatter'd, 
By  foul  and  bafe  fuggeftion  ! 

Pbid.  Oh,  lord  Maximus  ! 
This  was  your  worthy  friend. 

Max.  The  gods  forgive  me !— -r 
Think  not  the  worfe,  my  friends,  I  (hed  not  tears  j 
Great  griefs  lament  within.   Yet,  now  I've  found  'em. 
'Would  I  had  never  known  the  world,  nor  women, 
Nor  yvhat  that  curfed  name  of  honour  was, 
So  this  were  once  again  Aecius  ! 
But  I  am  deftin'd  to  a  mighty  action, 
And  beg  my  pardon  **,  friend  ;  my  vengeance  taken, 
I  will  not  be  long  from  thec. — Ye've  a  great  lofs, 
But  bear  it  patiently ;  yet,  to  fay  truth, 
In  juftice  'tis  not  fufferable.     I  am  next, 
And  were  it  npw,  I  would  be  glad  on't.     Friends, 
Who  (hall  prelerve  ye  now  ? 

Are.  Nay,  we  are  loft  too. 

Max.  I  fear  ye  are  •,  for  likely  fuch  as  love 
The  man  that's  fall'n,  and  have  b^en  nourilh'd  by  him, 
Do  not  flay  long  behind :  'Tis  held  no  wifdom. 
I  know  what  I  muft  do.     Oh,  my  Aecius, 

*8  And  beg  my  pardon.]  Mr.  Seward,  without  authority  or  remark, 
reads,  THY  pardon.  It  is  fcarcely  neceifary  to  add,  the  old  text 
jneans,  '  I  beg  you,  friend,  to  grant  me  MY  pardon .' 

Canft 
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Canft  thou  thus  perifh,  pluck'd  up  the  roots, 
And  no  man  feel  thy  worthinefs  ?  From  boys 
He  bred  you  both,  I  think. 

Pbid.  And  from  the  pooreft. 

Max.  And  lov'd  ye  as  his  pwn  ? 

Are.  We  found  it,  Sir. 

Max.  Is  not  this  a  lofs  then? 

Pbid.  Oh,  a  lofs  of  lofles  ! 
Our  lives,  and  ruins  of  our  families, 
The  utter  being  nothing  of  our  names? 
Were  nothing  near  it. 

flfax,  As  I  take  it  too, 
He  put  ye  to  the  emperor  ? 

Are.  He  did  fo. 

Max.  And  kept  ye  dill  in  credit  ? 

Pbid.  'Tis  moft  true,  Sir. 

Max.  He  fed  your  fathers  too,  and  made  them  means  ^ 
Your  fitters  he  preferr'd  to  noble  wedlocks  ^ 
Did  he  not,  friends  ? 

Are.  Oh,  yes,  Sir. 

Max.  As  1  take  it, 

This  worthy  man  would  not  be  now  forgotten. 
I  tell  ye,  to  my  grief,  he  was  bafely  murder'd  •, 
And  fomething  would  be  done,  by  thofe  that  lov'd  him ; 
And  fomething  may  be.     Pray  ftand  off  a  little  ^ 
Let  me  bewail  him  private. — Oh,  my  deareft 

Pbid.  Aretus,  if  we  be  not  fudden,  he  out-does  us  j 
I  know  he  points  at  vengeance  -9  we  are  cold 
And  bale  ungrateful  wretches,  if  we  iriun  it. 
Are  we  to  hope  for  more  rewards  or  greatnefs, 
Or  any  thing  but  death,  now  he  is  dead  ? 
Dar'fl  thou  refolve  ? 

Are.  Pm  perfect. 

Phid.  Then  like  flowers 
That  grew  together  all,  we'll  fall  together49, 

And 

49   Phi.   Then  like  flowers 

^hat  grew  together  all  will  fall  together, 
And  with  us  that  that  bore  us.']   As  Phidias  and  Aretus  mean 
orjly  their  own  deaths,  without  a  junction  with  Maximus,  inilead  of 
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And  with  us  that  that  bore  us  :  When  'tis  done, 
The  world  (hall  ftile  us  two  deferving  fervants. 
I  fear  he'll  be  before  us. 

Are.  This  night,  Phidias 

Pbid.  No  more. 

Max.  Now,  worthy  friends,  Pvedone  my  mournings. 
Let's  burn  this  noble  body  :  Sweets  as  many 
As  fun-burnt  Meroe  breeds,  I'll  make  a  flame  of, 
Shall  reach  his  foul  in  Heav'n.     He  that  (hall  live 
Ten  ages  hence,  but  to  rehearfe  this  ftory, 
Shall  with  the  fad  difcourfe  on't  darken  Heaven, 
And  force  the  painful  burdens  from  the  wombs, 
Conceiv'd  a-new,  with  forrow :  Ev'n  the  grave 
Where  mighty  Sylla  fleeps  mall  rend  afunder, 
And  give  her  fhadow  up,  to  come  and  groan 
About  our  piles  ;  which  will  be  more,  and  greater, 
Than  green  Olympus,  Ida,  or  old  Latmus 
Can  feed  with  cedar,  or  the  Eaft  with  gums, 
.Greece  with  her  wines,  or  Thefialy  with  flowers, 
Or  willing  Heav'n  can  weep  for  in  her  fhowers.  [Exe, 

all  I  read  ftill.  1  he  lal!  line  kirn*  co  be  much  more  corrupt.  They 
fay,  that  that  bore  them  mould  fall  with  them  ;  but  jEnus  wrs  al 
ready  fall'n,  and  they  would  not  call  VaUntinian  the  root  or  ftalk  that 
bore  them.  This  character  only  belong?  to  &ciuj.  I  fuppoie  a  mono« 
fy liable  loll  in  the  manufciipt,  and  that  the  line  there  ftood  thus ; 

And  'with  that  that  bore  us. 

In  correcting  this,  I  fuppofe,  the  editors  to  have  repeated  the  us  when 
they  mould  have  repeated  the  fait  from  the  former  line.    SewarJ. 
Mr.  Seward's  reading  is, 

Iben  like  flow trs 

That  grew  togttlxr  ftill,  w*'//  fall  together •, 

And  fall  iy///&  that  that  bore  us. 

Mr.  Seward's  alteration  is  too  violent :  From  the  tvrn  of  the  expreflion 
one  might  conclude  that  they  meant  to  declare  their  refolution  of  fall 
ing  with  jEcius,  whofe  followers  they  were :  In  which  fpirit  they 
immediately  fubjoin, 

When*  tit  done, 

The  world Jhall  ftile  ut  two  deferring  fervants. 
Yet  at  the  opening  of  the  next  aft,  they  re  appear,  having  given  the 
means  of  death  both  to  themfelves  and  to  the  Emperor,  and  exhorting 
each  other  to 

Remember  WHO  DIES  WITH  THEE,  anddefpib  death. 
From  this  circumftance  it  fcems  probable,  that  by  falling  with  that 
bore  ut  they  mean  the  Emperor. 

.  z  ACT 
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A  C  T     V.        S  GENE      I. 

Enter  Phidias  with  bis  dagger  in  him,  and  Aretus 

poifoned. 
Arc.  T  T  E  has  his  laft. 

JfX     Phid.  Then,  come  the  worft  of  danger ! 
Aecius,  to  thy  foul  we  give  a  Casfar. 
How  long  is't  fince  you  gave  it  him  ? 

Are.  An  hour ; 
Mine  own  two  hours  before  him.     How  it  boils  me  1 

Phid.  It  was  not  to  be  cur'd,  I  hope. 

Are.  No,  Phidias-, 

I  dealt  above  his  antidotes  :  Phyficians 
May  find  the  caufe,  but  where  the  cure  ? 

Phid.  Done  bravely  j 
^We're  got  before  his  tyranny,  Aretus. 

Are.  We'd  loft  our  worthieft  end  elfe,  Phidias, 

Phid.  Canft  thou  hold  out  a  while  ? 

Are.  To  torture  him, 

Anger  would  give  me  leave  to  live  an  age  yet : 
That  man  is  poorly  fpirited,  whofe  life 
Runs  in  his  blood  alone,  and  not  in's  wifhes. 
And  yet  I  fwell  and  burn  like  flaming  Etna  •, 
A  thoufand  new-found  fires  are  kindled  in  me, 
But  yet  I  muft  not  die  thefe  four  hours,  Phidias. 

Phid.  Remember  who  dies  wi  th  thee,  and  defpife  death. 

Are.  I  need  no  exhortation:  The  joy  in  me, 
Of  what  IVe  done,  and  why,  makes  poifon  pleafure^ 
And  my  mod  killing  torments,  miftreffes. 
For  how  can  he  have  time  to  die,  or  pleafure, 
That  falls  as  fools  unfatisfied,  and  fimple  ? 

Phid.  This  that  confumes  my  life,  yet  keeps  it  in  me? 
Nor  do  1  feel  the  danger  of  a  dying  -, 
And  if  I  but  endure  to  hear  the  curfes 
Of  this  fell  tyrant  dead,  I've  half  my  Heav'n. 

An* 
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Are.  Hold  thy  foul  fad  but  four  hours,  Phidias, 
And  thou  (halt  fee  to  wifhes  beyond  ours, 
Nay  more,  beyond  our  meanings. 

Pbid.  Thou  haft  fteel'd  me. 
Farewell,  Aretus  j  and  the  fouls  of  good  men, 
That,  as  ours  do,  have  left  their  Roman  bodies 
In  brave  revenge  for  virtue,  guide  our  fliadows ! 
J  would  not  faint  yet. 

Are.  Farewell,  Phidias; 
And,  as  we  have  done  nobly,  gods  look  on  us ! 

[Exeunt  federally. 

SCENE      II. 

Enter  Lycias  and  Procufas. 

Lycias.  Sicker  and  ficker,  Proculus  ? 

Proc.  Oh,  Lycias, 

What  mall  become  of  us  ?  'Would  we  had  died 
With  happy  Chilax,  or  with  Balbus  bed-ridt 
And  made  too  lame  for  jufticQ)! 

Enter  Ucinius. 

Ucin.  The  foft  mufick ; 
And  let  one  fing  to  faften  fleep  upon  him. 
Oh,  friends,  the  emperor  ! 

Proc.  What  fay  the  doctors  ? 

Licin.  For  us  a  moil  fad  faying  •,  he  is  poiibn'd, 
Beyond  all  cure  too. 

Lycias.  Who? 

Licin.  The  wretch  Aretus, 
That  moft  unhappy  villain. 

Lycias.  How  do  you  know  it  ? 

Licin,  He  gave  him  drink  laft.   Let's  difperfe,  and 

find  him ; 

And  fince  h*  has  open'd  mifery  to  all, 
JLet  it  begin  with  him  firft.     Softly  •,  he  (lumbers. 

[Exeunt, 
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Enter  Vakntinian,  ftck  in  a  chair,  with  Eudoxia^ 
Phyjicians  and  Attendants. 


andfong. 

(Care-charming  Sleep,  thou  eafer  of  all  woe$ 
Brother  to  death,  fweetly  thyfelf  difpofe 
On  this  airlifted  prince  -,  fall  like  a  cloud, 
In  gentle  (howers  ;  give  nothing  that  is  loud, 
Or  painful  to  his  {lumbers  ;  eafy,  fweet, 
And  as  a  purling  ilream,  thou  ion  of  night, 
Pafs  by  his  troubled  fenfes  ;  fing  his  pain50, 
Like  hollow  murmuring  wind,  or  filver  rain. 
Into  this  prince  gently,  oh,  gently  flide, 
And  kifs  him  into  (lumbers  like  a  bride  ! 

Vol.  Oh,  gods  5I,  gods  !    Drink,  drink  !    colder, 

colder 
ThanfnoworiScythian  mountains  I  Oh,my  heart-ftrings  ! 

Eud.  How  does  your  Grace  ? 

Phyf.  The  emprefs  fpeaks,  Sir. 

VaL  Dying, 
Dying,  Eudoxia,  dying. 

Phyf.  Good  Sir,  patience. 

Eud.  What  have  you  given  him  £ 

Phyf.  Precious  things,  dear  lady, 
We  hope  mall  comfort  him. 

Val  Oh,  flatter'd  fool, 
See  what  thy  god-head's  come  to  !  Oh,  Eudoxia  I 

Eud.  Oh,  patience,  patience,  Sir. 

Val.  Danubius 
I'll  have  brought  thro'  my  body  - 

$°  Sings  his  pain.  ~\  Firft  folio.  Other  copies  fag.  We  apprehend 
the  true  reading  to  be  either  footke  or  ^fuage. 

sl  Qh,  Gods,  &c.]  This  deferves  to  be  compared  with  the  celebrated 
poifoning  fcene  in  King  John,  to  which  however  it  will  hardly  be 
deemed  equal.  In  another  play,  A  Wife  for  a  Month,  the  reader  will 
find  our  Authors  again  emulating  Shakefpeare  on  the  fame  fubjecl, 
and  we  think  with  greater  fuccefs.  R." 

The  fimilarity  of  thefe  feveral  paffages  are  mentioned  by  Mr. 
Scward  in  his  Preface. 

Eud, 
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Eud.  Gods  give  comfort ! 

Val.  And  Volga,  on  whofe  face  the  North  wind 

freezes. 

I  am  an  hundred  hells 5* !  an  hundred  piles 
Already  to  my  funeral  are  flaming  ! 
Shall  I  not  drink  ? 

Pbyf.  You  mud  not,  Sir. 

Val.  By  Heaven, 

I'll  let  my  breath  out,  that  (hall  burn  ye  all, 
If  ye  deny  me  longer !  Tempeits  blow  me, 
And  inundations  that  have  drunk  up  kingdoms^ 
Flow  6ver  me,  and  quench  me !  Where's  the  villain  ? 
Am  I  immortal  now,  ye  (laves  ?  By  Numa, 
If  he  do  'fcape— Oh  !  oh  ! 

Eud.  Dear  Sir ! 

Val.  Like  Nero, 

But  far  more  terrible,  and  full  of  (laughter, 
Pth'  midft  of  all  my  flames,  I'll  fire  the  empire ! 
A  thoufand  fans,  a  thoufand  fans  to  cool  me! 
Invite  the  gentle  winds,  Eudoxia. 

Eud.  Sir! 

Vol.  Oh,  do  not  flatter  me  *,  I  am  but  flefli, 
A  man,  a  mortal  man.      Drink,  drink,  ye  dunces ! 
What  can  your  dofes  now  do,  and  your  fcrapings, 
Your  oils,  and  Mithridatcs  ?  If  I  do  die, 
You  only  words  of  health,  and  names  of  ficknefs, 
Finding  no  true  difcale  in  man  but  money, 
That  talk  yourfelves  into  revenues — oh  ! — 
And,  ere  you  kill  your  patients,  beggar  'em, 
I'll  have  ye  flea'd  and  dried ! 

Enter  Proculus  and  Licinius^  with  Aretus. 

Proc.  The  villain,  Sir ; 
The  mod  accurfed  wretch. 


s1  /find  an  hundred  bells.]  The  old  folio  reads, 

/and  an  hundred  belli  ; 

The  late  editions  chang'd  this  into  good  fenfe  ;  but  feem  to  have  fallen 
tnuch  fliort  of  the  fpirit  and  energy  of  the  true  reading. 

Izman  hundred  btlh.  Stwrnrd. 

z3 
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VaL  Be  gone,  my  queen ; 
This  is  no  light  for  thee :  Go  to  the  veftals, 
Caft  holy  incenfe  in  the  fire,  and  offer 
One  powerful  facrifke  to  free  thy  Caefar. 

Proc.  Go,  go,  and  be  happy.  [Exit  Eudoxi&. 

Are.  Go  ;  but  give  no  eafe. 
The  gods  have  fet  thy  laft  hour,  Valentinian  ; 
Thou  art  but  man,  a  bad  man  too,  a  beaft, 
And  like  a  fenfual  bloody  thing  thou  dieft  ! 

Proc.  Oh,  curfed  traitor  ! 

Are.  Curfe  yourfelves,  ye  flatterers, 
And  howl  your  miferies  to  come,  ye  wretches ! 
You  taught  him  to  be  poifon'd. 

Vol.  Yet  no  comfort  ? 

Are.  Be  not  abus'd  with  priefts,  nor  'pothecaries ; 
They  cannot  help  thee :  Thou  haft  now  to  live 
A  Ihort  half-hour,  no  more,  and  I  ten  minutes. 
I  gave  thee  poifon  for  Aecius*  fake, 
Such  a  deftroying  poifon  would  kill  Nature ; 
And,  for  thou  fhalt  not  die  alone,  I  took  it. 
If  mankind  had  been  in  thee«at  this  murder, 
No  more  to  people  earth  again,  the  wings 
Of  old  Time  clip'd  for  ever,  Reafon  loft, 
In  what  I  had  attempted,  yet,  oh>  Csefar, 
To  purchafe  fair  revenge,  I'd  poifon'd  them  too. 

Vol.  Ohr  villain ! — I  grow  hotter,  hotter. 

Are.  Yes; 

But  not  near  my  heat  yet.    What  thou  feel'ft  now 
(Mark  me  with  horror,  Caefar)  'are  but  embers 
Of  luft  and  lechery  thou  haft  committed  j 
But  there  be  flames  of  murder ! 

Vol.  Fetch  out  tortures. 

Are.  Do,  and  I'll  flatter  thee ;  nay  more,  I'll  love  thee. 
Thy  tortures,  to  what  now  I  fuffer,  Cseiar, 
At  which  thou  muft  arrive  too,  ere  thou  dieft, 
^re  lighter,  and  more  full  of  mirth,  than  laughter. 

VaL  Let  'em  alone.     I  muft  drink. 

Are.  Now  be  mad  \ 
But  not  near  me  yet. 

Vol. 
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Vol.  Hold  me,  hold  me,  hold  me ! 
Hold  me,  or  1  mail  burft  elfe ! 

Are.  See  me,  Caefar, 

And  fee  to  what  thou  muft  come  for  thy  murder. 
Millions  of  womens'  labours,  all  difeafes 

Val.  Oh,  my  afflided  foul  too ! 

Are.  W omens'  fears,  horrors, 
Defpairs,  and  all  the  plagues  the  hot  fun  breeds—- 

Val.  Aecius,  oh,  Aecius  !  Oh,  Lucina  I 

Are.  Are  but  my  torments'  fhadows  ! 

Val.  Hide  me,  mountains  ! 
The  gods  have  found  my  fins.     Now  break ! 

Are.  Not  yet,  Sir  •, 
Thou  haft  a  pull  beyond  all  thefe. 

Val  Oh,  hell ! 
Oh,  villain,  curfed  villain! 

Are.  Oh,  brave  villain  ! 
My  poifon  dances  in  me  at  this  deed ! 
Now,  Caefar,  now  behold  me ;  this  is  torment, 
And  this  is  thine  before  thou  dieft :  I'm  wildfire  t 
The  brazen  bull  of  Phalaris  was  feign'd, 
The  miferies  of  fouls  defpifing  Heav'n, 
But  emblems  of  my  torment 

Val.  Oh,  quench  me,  quench  me,  quench  me! 

Are.  Fire  a  flattery, 

And  all  the  poets'  tales  of  fad  Avernus, 
To  my  pains,  lefs  than  fictions.     Yet,  to  mew  thec 
What  conftunt  love  I  bore  my  murder'd  mafter, 
Like  a  South  wind  I've  fung  thro'  all  thcfe  tempefts. 
My  heart,  mywither'd  heart!  Fear,  fear,  thoumonfter! 
Fear  the  juft  gods  !  I  have  my  peace !  {Dies. 

Val.  More  drink  I 

A  thoufand  April  fhowers  fall  in  my  bofom ! 
How  dare  ye  let  me  be  tormented  thus  ? 
Away  with  that  prodigious  body 5J.     Gods, 


»  Away  with  that  prodigious  body.']  1  tms  read  all  the  editions; 
but  as  there  feems  no  caufe  for  applying  the  epithet  prodigious  to  the 
body  of  .Aretus,  it  is  probable  that  this  reading  is  corrupt,  and  that 
the  original  was  perfidious. 

Z  4  Gods, 
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Gods,  let  me  afk  ye  what  I  am,  ye  lay 

All  your  infliftions  on  me  ?  Hear  me,  hear  me  f 

I  do  confefs  I  am  a  ravifher, 

A  murderer,  a  hated  Csefar :  Oh  ! 

Are  there  not  vows  enough,  and  flaming  altars, 

The  fat  of  all  the  world  for  facrifice, 

And,  where  that  fails,  the  blood  of  thoufand  captives^ 

To  purge  thofe  fins,  but  I  muft  make  the  incenfe  ? 

I  do  defpife  ye  all !  ye  have  no  mercy, 

And  wanting  that,  ye  are  no  gods !  Your  parole 

Is  only  preach'd  abroad  to  make  fools  fearful, 

And  women  made  of  awe,  believe  your  Heav'n! 

Oh,  torments,  torments,  torments  !  Pains  above  pains ! 

If  ye  be  any  thing  but  dreams,  and  ghofts, 

And  truly  hold  the  guidance  of  things  mortal; 

Have  in  yourfelves  times  paft,  to  come,  and  prefent; 

Fafhion  the  fouls  of  men,  and  make  flefh  for  'em, 

Weighing  our  fates  and  fortunes  beyond  reafon ; 

Be  more  than  all,  ye  gods  54>,  great  in  forgivenefs  ! 

Break  not  the  goodly  frame  ye  build  in  anger, 

For  you  are  things,  men  teach  us,  without  pafiions. 

Give  me  an  hour  to  know  ye  in  !  Oh,  fave  me  ! 

But  fomuch  perfect  time  ye  make  a  foul  in, 

Take  this  deftruftion  from  me!  —No,  ye  cannot ; 

The  more  I  would  believe  ye,  more  I  fuffer. 

My  brains  are  alhes !  now  my  heart,  my  eyes  !  Friends3 

I  go,  I  go  !  More  air,  more  air  ! — I'm  mortal !  [Diet. 

Proc.  Take  in  the  body.     Oh,  Licinius, 
The  mifery  that  we  are  left  to  fuffer! 
No  pity  mall  find  us. 

Licin.  Our  lives  deferve  none. 
'Would  I  were  chain'd  again  to  flavery, 
With  any  hope  of  life ! 

5*  Be  more  than  all  the  gods,  great  inforgivenefs.']  If  this  be  the 
true  reading  the  fenfe  feems  very  obfcure ;  but  the  flight  change  I 
have  made  will  clear  it. 

Be  more  than  all,  ye  gods,    -  ^ 

/*.  e .  If  you  are  great  in  creating  and  governing  us,  be  greater  {till  in 
forgiving  us.  Scward. 

Pru. 
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Proc.  A  quiet  grave, 
Or  a  confumption  now,  Licinius, 
That  we  might  be  too  poor  to  kill,  were  fomething. 

Licin.  Let's  make  our  bcfl  ufe ;  we  have  money, 

Proculus. 
And  if  that  cannot  fave  us,  we  have  fwords. 

Proc.  Yes,  but  we  dare  not  die.          A 

Licin.  I  had  forgot  that. 
There's  other  countries  then. 

Proc.  But  the  fame  hate  ftilJ, 
Of  what  we  are. 

Licin.  Think  any  thing  •,  I'll  follow. 

Enter  a  Mcffcnger. 

Proc.  How  now  ?  what  news  ? 

Meff.  Shift  for  yourfelves  ;  ye're  loft  elfe. 
The  loldier  is  in  arms,  for  great  Aecius, 
And  their  lieutenant-general,  that  ftopp'd  'em, 
Cut  in  a  thoufand  pieces  :  They  march  hither. 
Befide,  the  women  of  the  town  have  murder'd 
Phorba,  and  loofe  Ardelia,  Casfar's  (he-bawds. 

Licin.  Then  here's  no  flaying,  Proculus  ! 

Proc.  Oh,  Caefar, 

That  we  had  never  known  thy  lufts  !  Let's  fly, 
And  where  we  find  no  woman's  man  let's  die.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE    III. 

{.*£*>  -i-\.^ 

Enter  Maximus. 

Max.  Gods,  what  a  fluice  of  blood  have  I  let  open  ! 
My  happy  ends  are  come  to  birth  •,  he's  dead, 
And  I  reveng'd;  the  empire's  all  a-fire, 
And  defolation  every  where  inhabits. 
And  fhall  I  live,  that  am  the  author  of  it, 
To  know  Rome,  from  the  aweo'th*  world,  the  pity? 
My  friends  are  gone  before  too,  of  my  fending  j 
And  mail  I  flay  ?  is  aught  elfe  to  be  liv'd  for? 
Is  there  another  friend,  another  wife, 
Or  any  third,  holds  half  their  worthinefs, 

To 
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To  linger  here  alive  for  ?  Is  not  Virtue, 

In  their  two  everlafting  fouls,  departed  ? 

And  in  their  bodies'  firft  flame  fled  to  Heav'n  ? 

Can  any  man  difcover  this,  and  love  me  ? 

For,  tho'  my  jiiftice  were  as  white  as  Truth, 

My  way  was  crooked  to  it ;  that  condemns  m& 

And  now,  Aecius,  and  my  honour'd  lady. 

That  weie  preparers  to  my  reft  and  quiet, 

The  lines  to  lead  me  to  Elyfium  5 

You  that  but  ftept  before  me,  on  afTurance 

I  would  not  leave  your  friendfhip  unrewarded ; 

Firft  fmile  upon  the  facrifice  I've  fent  ye, 

Then  fee  me  coming  boldly  ! — Stay,  I'mfoolifh, 

Somewhat  too  fudden  to  mine  own  deftruction ; 

This  great  end  of  rny  vengeance  may  grow  greater : 

Why  may  not  I  be  Caefar?  Yet  no  dying  : 

Why  fhould  not  I  catch  at  it  ?  Fools  and  children 

Have  had  that  ftrength  before  me,  and  obtain'd  it, 

And,  as  the  danger  ftands,  my  reafon  bids  me ; 

I  will,  I  dare.     My  dear  friends,'  pardon  me  j 

I  am  not  fit  to  die  yet,  if  not  Casfar. 

I'm  fure  the  foldier  loves  me,  and  the  people, 

And  I  will  forward ;  and,  as  goodly  cedars, 

Rent  from  Oeta  by  a  fweeping  tempeft, 

Jointed  again,  and  made  tall  mafts,  defy 

Thofe  angry  winds  that  fplit  'em,  fo  will  I 

New-piece  again,  above  the  fate  of  women, 

And  made  more  perfect  far,  than  growing  private, 

Stand  and  defy  bad  fortunes.     If  I  rife, 

My  wife  was  raviih'd  well :  If  then  I  fall, 

My  great  attempt  honours  my  funeral.  [Exit* 

SCENE    IV. 

Enter  three  Senators  and  Afranius. 

I  Sen.  Guard  all  the  pofterns  to  the  camp,  AfrankiSy 
And  fee  'em  faft-,  we  (hall  be  rifled  elfe. 
Thou  art  an  honeft  and  a  worthy  captain. 

z  Sen.  Promife  the  foldier  any  thing. 
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3  Sen.  Speak  gently, 

And^tell  'em  we  are  now  in  council  for  'em, 
Labouring  to  chufe  a  Caefar  fit  for  them, 
A  foldier,  and  a  giver. 

1  Sen.  Tell  'em  further, 

Their  free  and  liberal  voices  (hall  go  with  us. 

2  Sen.  Nay  more,  a  negative  (fay)  we  allow  'em. 

3  Sen.  And  if  our  choice  difpleafe  'em,  they  mail 

name  him. 

1  Sen.  Promife  three  donatives,  and  large,  Afranius. 

2  Sen.  And,  Caefar  once  elected,  prefent  foes, 
With  diftribution  of  all  neceflaries, 

Corn,  wine  and  oil. 

3  Sen.  New  garments,  and  new  arms, 
And  equal  portions  of  the  provinces 
To  them,  and  to  their  families  for  ever. 

1  Sen.  And  fee  the  city  ftrengthen'd. 

Afr.  I  mall  do  it.  {Exit. 

2  Sen.  Sempronius,  thefe  are  woful  times. 

3  Sen.  Oh,  Brutus, 

We  want  thy  honefty  again:  Thefe Csefars, 
What  noble  confuls  got  with  blood,  in  blood 
Confume  again  and  fcatter. 
j  Sen.  Which  way  (hall  we  ? 

2  Sen.  Not  any  way  of  fafety  I  can  think  on. 

3  Sen.  Now  go  our  wives  to  ruin,  and  our  daughters, 
And  we  beholders,  Fulvius. 

1  Sen.  Every  thing 

Is  every  man's  that  will. 

2  Sen.  The  veftals  now 

Muft  only  feed  the  foldier's  fire  of  luft, 

And  fenfual  gods  be  glutted  with  thofe  offerings ; 

Age,  like  the  hidden  bowels  of  die  earth, 

Open'd  with  fwords  for  treafure.     Gods  defend  us ! 

We're  chaff  before  tfieir  fury  elfe. 

1  Sen.  Away, 
Let's  to  the  temples. 

2  Sen.  To  the  capitol  * 

'Tis  not  a  time  to  pray  now ;  let's  be  ftrengthen'd. 

Enter 
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Enter  Afranius. 

3  Sen.  How  now,  Afranius  ?  What  good  news  ? 
Afr.  A  Cjefar  ! 

1  Sen.  Oh,  who  ? 

Afr.  Lord  Maximus  is  with  the  foldier, 
And  all  the  camp  rings,  c  Caefar,  Csefar,  Casfar  !* 
He  forc'd  the  emprefs  with  him,  for  more  honour. 

2  Sen.  A  happy  choice  :  Let's  meet  him. 

3  Sen.  BlefTed  fortune  ! 

i  Sen.  Away,  away  !  Make  room  there,  room  there,- 
room  !  [Exeunt  Senators.  Flouri/b. 

Within.  Lord  Maximus  is  Caefar,  Caefar,  Csefar  ! 
Hail,  Csefar  Maximus  ! 

Afr.  Oh,  turning  people  ! 
Oh,  people  excellent  in  war,  and  govern'd  ! 
In  peace  more  raging  than  the  furious  North  5% 

55   -  than  the  furious  North, 

When  he  ploughs  up  the  fea,  and  makes  him  brine.  ]  Mr.  Sympfon 
tells  me,  that  this  paflage  puzzled  him  even  to  vexation,  and  fome- 
thing  like  it  happened  to  me.  In  conclufion,  we  both  retain  the  old 
reading,  but  differ  toto  c&lo  in  the  explanation.  He  fays,  brine  in  the 
Saxon  fignifies  />•<?,  and  allowing,  therefore,  its  genuine  fignification, 
that  the  fentiment  is  noble.  I  think  his  folution  extremely  ingenious, 
but  that  our  Authors  would  not  ufe  a  common  woid  and  apply  it  to 
its  common  fubje£t  ;  (as  brine  was  as  much  ufed  in  their  age  for  (ea- 
water,  as  it  is  at  prefent)  and  defign  it  to  be  underflood  in  its  old  and 
totally-obfolete  fignification.  I  therefore,  though  perhaps  from  felf- 
partiality,  prefer  the  folution  which  occur'd  to  me  before  I  receiv'd  this* 
Every  one  knows  that  the  fpray  of  the  fea  in  flormy  weather  tinges 
the  whole  incumbent  atmofpere,  and  makes  it  tafte  fait  and  briny.  I 
fuppofe,  therefore,  the  Poets  by  a  i'mall  grammatical  inaccuracy  to 
have  made  the  relative  him  in  the  laft  line  relate  to  the  North-wind, 
and  not  to  its  immediate  antecedent  \.\itfea  ;  fo  that  the  fenfe  will  thert 
be  full  as  nervous  and  poetical.  More  raging  than  the  Worth  wind, 
nvhen  hs  ploughs  up  the  fea  t  and  turns  himfelf  and  the  *wh0le  air  into 
brine.  Senvard. 

Thefe  gentlemen  have  gone  '  about  it,  and  about  it,*  for  uncouth 
allufions,  when  it  required  a  deal  of  ingenuity  to  overlook  the  Poet's 
meaning.  Tliefea  is  the  antecedent  to  him.  Every  one  knows  that 
ftrong  winds  (alfiited  by  the  fun)  produce  brine:  Afranius,  therefore, 
by  a  fine  rhetorical  figure,  fays,  '  The  people  are  more  raging  than 
'  the  North  wind,  even  when  he  is  fo  furious  as  to  render  the  whole 
'  fea  brine.  * 

Who* 
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When  he  ploughs  up  the  fea,  and  makes  him  brine, 
.Or  the  loud  falls  of  Nile.     I  muft  give  way, 
Altho'  I  neither  love  nor  hoped  this  j6 ; 
Or,  like  a  rotten  bridge  that  dares  a  current 
When  he  is  fwcll'd  and  high,  crack  and  farewell S7. 

Enter  Maximus,  Eudoxia,  Senator^  and  Soldiers. 

Sen.  Room  for  the  emperor ! 

Sold.  Long  life  to  Caefar  ! 

Afr.  Hail,  Caefar  Maxirnus  ! 

Max.  Your  hand,  Afranius. 
Lead  to  the  palace ;  there  my  thanks,  in  general, 
I'll  mower  among  ye  all.     Gods,  give  me  life, 
Firft  to  defend  the  empire,  then  you,  fathers. 
And,  valiant  friends,  the  heirs  of  ftrength  and  virtue. 
The  rampiers  of  old  Rome,  of  us  the  refuge, 
To  you  I  open  this  day  all  I  have, 
Even  all  the  hazard  that  my  youth  hath  purchas'd ; 
Yc  are  my  children,  family,  and  friends, 
And  ever  fo  refpedted  mall  be. — Forward. 
There's  a  profcription  s%  grave  Sempronius, 
'Gainft  ajl  the  flatterers,  and  lazy  bawds, 
Led  loofe-liv'd  Valentinian  to  his  vices. 
See  it  effected.  [Flourijb. 

Sen.  Honour  wait  on  Csefar ! 

*6  Hope  this.]   Former  editions.  SewarJ. 

57   •     •      -that  daret  a  current, 

Wbt*  &'  it  fwelt  d  and  high  crackt,    and  farcwel.]    Corrected 
in  1750. 

5*  Tberii  a  prefcription.]  Former  editions,  corrected  by  all  the 
three.  Se<ward. 

Were  it  faft,    l\\tt  prefer  ipt  ion  was  the  reading  of  the  *  former  edi- 

*  tions,'    it  would  noc  have  required  any  great  ingenuity  in  '   all  the 
«  three,*   to  have  teen  that  it  (hould  be  profcription ;   which  word, 
however,  appears  in  the  fecond  folio.    In  the  fame  ftyle,  we  are  told, 
that  the  former  editions  read  (p.  280,  line  33)  here  inftead  of  beard  \ 
(p.  281,  lalt  line  bat  one)  r/Winftead  ofr*//V;  (p.  286,  line  $$)vain 
cfjijinginfteadof'vfinofjit//ingi  (p  331,  line  1 1)  ground \ni\ead  of 
groan" d\    (p.  356,  line  5)    thy  life  inite.id  of  tbyfelfi    and  that  the 
proper  words  have  been  inferted  or  propofed  by  one  or  other  of '  the 

*  three,'  though  the  fecond  folio  ha$  the  true  reading  in  rverj  one  of 
tbeft  inflancetf  and  both  folios  in/ome  of  them  !  !  / 

Sold. 
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Sold.  Make  room  for  Caefar  there !  [Ext.  all  but  Afr. 

Afr.  Thou  haft  my  fears, 
But  Valentinian  keeps  my  vows.     Oh,  gods  ! 
Why  do  we  like  to  feed  the  greedy  ravin 
Of  thefe  blown  men,  that  muft,  before  they  ftand, 
And  fix  in  eminence,  caft  life  on  life, 
And  trench  their  fafeties  in  with  wounds,  and  bodies? 
Well,  froward   Rome,  thpu   wilt  grow  weak  with 

changing, 

And  die  without  an  heir,  that  lov'ft  to  breed 
Sons  for  the  killing  hate  of  fons,     For  me, 
J  only  live  to  find  an  enemy. 

SCENE     V. 

Enter  Paulus  and  Licippus, 

Pau.  When  is  the  inauguration  ? 

Licippus.  Why,  to-morrow. 

Pau.  Twill  he  fhort  time. 

Licippus.  Any  device  that's  handfome, 
A  Cupid,  or  the  god  o'  th'  place,  will  do  it, 
Where  he  muft  take  the  fafces. 

Pau.  Or  a  Grace. 

Licippu$.  A  good  Grace  has  no  fellow. 

Pau.  Let  me  fee  j 

Will  not  his  name  yield  fomething  ?  Maximus, 
By  th'  way  of  anagram  ?  Pve  found  out  axi$*9 
You  know  he  bears  the  empire. 

Licippus.  Get  him  wheels  top ; 
'Twill  be  a  cruel  carriage  elfe. 

Pau.  Some  fongs  too  ? 

Licippus.  By  any  means,  fome  fongs ;  but  very  fhort 

ones, 

And  honeft  language,  Paulus,  without  burfting, 
The  air  will  fall  the  fweeter. 

Pau.  A  Grace  muft  do  it. 

Licippus.  Why,  let  a  Grace  then. 

Pau.  Yes,  it  muft  be  fo  j 
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And  in  a  robe  of  blue  too,  as  I  take  it. 

Licifpus.  This  poet  is  a  little  kin  to  th'  painter 
That  could  paint  nothing  but  a  ramping  lion ; 
So  all  his  learned  fancies  are  Blue  Graces.         [Afide. 

Pau.  What  think  you  of  a  fea-nymph?  and   a 
Heaven  ? 

Licippus.  Why,  what  fhould  fhe  do  there,  man  ? 
There's  no  water. 

Pau.  By  th'mafs,  that's  truej  it  muft  be  a  Grace; 

and  yet, 
Methinks,  a  rainbow— — 

Licippus.  And  in  blue  ? 

Pau.  Oh,  yes  I 
Hanging  in  arch  above  him,  and  i'  th'  middle 

Licippuj.  A  fhowcr  of  rain  ? 

Pau    No,  no  v  it  muft  be  a  Grace. 

Ltcippuj.  Why  prithee  grace  him  then. 

Pau.  Or  Orpheus, 
Coming  from  hell 

Licippus.  In  blue  too  ? 

'    Pau.  '  Tis  the  better.- 

And,  as  he  riles,  full  of  fires 

Licippus.  Now  blcls  us  ! 
Will  not  that  i'poil  his  lute-ftrings,  Paulus? 

Pau.  Singing, 
And  eroding  of  his  arms 

Licippus.  How  can  he  play  then  ? 

Pau.  It  (hall  be  a  Grace ;  Til  do  it. 

Licippuf.  Prithee  do, 

And  with  as  good  a  grace  as  thou  canft  pofllble, 
Good  Fury  Paulus  !  Be  i'  th'  morning  with  me  ; 
And  pray  take  meafure  of  his  mouth  that  fpeaks  it. 

[Exeunt. 

S  C-E  N  E     VI. 

Enter  Maximus  and  Eudoxia. 

Mi*.Come,  my  beft-lov'd  Eudoxia. — Let  the  foldier 
^Yant  neither  wine,  nor  any  thing  he  calls  for  5 

And 
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And  when  the  fenate's  ready,  give  us  notice. 

Jn  the  mean  time,  leave  us. 

Oh,  my  dear  fweet ! 

Eud.  Is't  poffible  your  Grace 
Should  undertake  fuch  dangers  for  my  beauty, 
If  it  were  excellent  ? 

Max.   By  Heav'n,  'tis  all 
The  world  has  left  to  brag  of! 

Eud.  Can  a  face 

Long  fmce  bequeath5  d  to.  wrinkles  with  my  forrows, 
Long  fince  raz'd  out  o*  thj  book  of  youth  and  pleafure, 
Have  power  to  make  the  ftrongeft  man  Q'  th'  empire, 
Nay,  the  moft  ftay'd,  and  knowing  what  is  woman, 
The  greateft  aim  of  perfe&nefs  men  liv'd  by, 
1  he  moft  true,  conftant  lover  of  his  wedlock, 
Such  a  ftill-blowing  beauty  earth  was  proud  of, 
Lofe  fuch  a  noble  wife,  and  wilfully? 
Himlelf  prepare  the  way  ?  nay,  make  the  rape  ? 
Did  you  not  tell  me  fo  ? 

Max.  'Tis  true,  Eudoxia. 

Eud.  Lay  deiblate  his  deareft  piece  of  friendfliip, 
Break  his  ftrong  helm  he  fteer'd  by,  fink  that  virtue, 
That  valour,  that  even  all  the  gods  can  give  us, 
Without  whom  he  was  nothing,  with  whom  .worthieft  j 
Nay  more,  arrive  at  Casfar,  and  kill  him  too, 
And  for  my  lake  ?  Either  you  love  too  dearly, 
Or  deeply  you  difTembie,  Sir. 

May.   I  do  io-; 

And,  'till  I  am  more  ftrengthen'd,  fo  I  muft  do : 
Yet  'would  my  ]oy  and  wine  had  faihion'd  out 
Some fafer  lie!  fyjide.] — Can  thefe  things  be, Eudoxia, 
And  I  diffennble  ?  Can  there  be  but  goodnefs, 
And  only  thine,  dear  lady  ;  any  end, 
Any  imagination  but  a  loft  one, 
"Why  I  fhould  run  this  hazard  ?  Oh,  thou  virtue ! 
Were  it  to  do  again,  ana1  Valentinian 
Once  more  to  hold  thce,  finful  Valentinian, 
In  whom  thou  wert  fet,  as  pearls  are  in  fait  oyflers, 
As  rof^s  are  in  rank  weeds,  I  would  find 

Yet 
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Vet  to  thy  facred  felf  a  dearer  danger : 
The  gods  know  how  I  honour  thee ! 

Eud.  What  love,  Sir, 
Can  I  return  for  this,  but  my  obedience  ? 
My  life,  if  fo  you  pleaie,  and  'tis  too  little; 

Max.  'Tis  too  much  to  redeem  the  world. 

Eud.  From  this  hour, 

*The  for  rows  for  my  dead  lord,  fare  ye  well ! 
My  living  lord  has  dried  ye.    And,  in  token 
As  emperor  this  day  I  honour  you, 
And  the  great  cafter-new  of  all  my  wifhes, 
The  wreath  of  living  laurel,  that  mud  compafs 
That  facred  head,  Eudoxia  makes  for  Csefar. 
I  am,  methinks,  too  much  in  love  with  fortune; 
But  with  you,  ever  royal  Sir,  my  maker, 
The  once-more-fummer  of  me,  mere  in  love 
Is  poor  cxpreflion  of  my  doting. 

Max.  Swecteft! 

Eud.  Now,  of  my  troth,  you  have  bought  me  dear. 
Sir. 

Max.  No, 
Had  I  at  lofs  of  mankind. 

Enter  a  Me/engef. 

Eud.  Now  you  flatter. 

Me/.  The  fenate  waits  your  Grace. 

Max.  Let  'em  come  on, 
And  in  a  full  form  bring  the  ceremony. 
This  day  I  am  your  fervant,  dear,  and  prouclly 
I'll  wear  your  honour'd  favour. 

Eud.  May  it  prove  fo !  [Exeunt. 

SCENE     VII. 

Enter  Paulus  and  Licippus. 

Licippus.  Is  your  Grace  done  ? 
Pan.  'Tis  done. 
Licippus.  Who  fpeaks  ? 
VOL.  IV.  A  a 
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Pan.  A  boy. 

Licipfus.  A  dainty  blue  boy,  Paulus  ? 

Pau.  Yes. 

Licippus.  Have  you  view'd 
The  work  above  ? 

Pau.  Yes;  and  all  up,  and  ready. 

Licippus.  The  emprefs  does  you  fimple  honour, 

Paulus ; 

The  wreath  your  Blue  Grace  muft  prefent,  me  made. 
But,  hark  you,  for  the  foldiers  ? 

Pau.  That's  done  too : 
I'll  bring  'em  in,  I  warrant  you. 

Licippus.  A  Grace  too  ? 

Pau.  The  fame  Grace  ferves  for  both. 

Licippus.  About  it  then.. 

I  muit  to  th*  cup-board  j  and S9  be  fure,  good  Paulus, 
Your  Grace  be  fading,  that  he  may  hang  cleanly. 
If  there  fhould  need  another  voice,  what  then  P 

Pau.  Pll  hang  another  Grace  in. 

Ltcippus.  Grace  be  with  you  !  {Exeunt. 

SCENE    VIII. 

A  fynxet,   with  trumpets :    A  larquet  prepared,  witk 

muftck. 

Enter,  in  ftate,  Maximus,  Eudoxia,  Senators,  Gentle 
men,  and  Soldiers,  rods  and  axes  borne  before  them. 
3  Sen.  Hail  to  thy  imperial  honour,  facred  Cjefar  ! 
And  from  the  old  Rome  take  theie  wi flies. 
You  holy  gods,  that  hitherto  have  held, 
As  juftice  holds  her  ballance,  equal  pois'dy 
This  glory  of  our  nation,  this  full  Roman, 
And  made  him  fit  for  what  he  is,  confirm  him  ! 
Look  on  this  fon,  oh,  Jupiter,  our  helper, 

59  be  fure, 

Tour  grace  be  fafting*  that  he  may  hang  cleanly.]  This  probably 
refers  to  a  cuftom  of  fufpending  their  gods,  goddcffes,  graces,  &c.  in 
ropes,  which  might  make  the  caution  of  being  falling  in  order  to 
hang  cleanly,  perfectly  neceflfary  and  very  humourous.  Seward. 

And, 
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And,  Romulus,  thou  father  of  our  honour, 
Preferve  him  like  thy felf,  juft,  valiant,  noble, 
A  lover  and  encrcafer  of  his  people  ! 
Let  him  begin  with  Numa,  (land  with  Cato, 
The  firft  five  years  of  Nero  be  his  wifhes, 
Give  him  the  age  and  fortune  of  Emilius, 
And  his  whole  reign,  renew  a  great  Auguftus ! 

SONG. 

Honour,  that  is  ever  living, 
Honour,  that  is  ever  giving, 
Honour,  that  lees  ail,  and  knows 
Both  the  ebbs  of  man,  and  flows  j 
Honour,  that  rewards  the  beft, 
Sends  thee  thy  rich  labour's  reft ; 
Thou  haft  ftudied  ftill  to  pleaie  her. 
Therefore  now  fhe  calls  thee  Casfar. 

Chorus.  Hail,  hail,  Cxfar,  hail,  and  (land, 
And  thy  name  out-live  the  land  ! 
Noble  fathers,  to  his  brows 
Bind  this  wreath,  with  thoufand  vows  ! 

All.  Stand  to  eternity  ! 

Max.  I  thank  ye,  fathers ; 
And  as  I  rule,  may  it  itill  grow  or  wither  ! 
Now,  to  the  banquet;  ye  are  all  my  guefts* 
This  day  be  liberal,  friends;  to  wine  we  give  it, 
And  fmiling  pleafures.     Sit,  my  cjueen  of  beauty. 
Fathers,  your  places.     T he ie  are  fair  wars,  foldiers, 
And  thus  I  give  the  firft  charge  to  ye  all. 
You  are  my  fecond,  fweet.     To  every  cup, 
I  add  unto  the  fcnate  a  new  honour, 
And  to  the  fons  of  Mars  a  donative. 


SONG. 

God  Lyseus,  ever  young60, 

« 


_         — /  J D 

Ever  honoured,  ever  fung  ; 


0  God  Lizus  ever  young."]   Firft  folio.     Second  folio,   and  o£bvo 
\~\  i,  Ay/vi ;  and  Mr.  Scward,  Lycus. 


A  a  2  Stain'd 
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Stain'd  with  blood  of  lufty  grapes, 
In  a  thoufand  lufty  {hapes, 
Dance  upon  the  mazer's  brim  6\ 
In  the  crimfon  liquor  fwim  ; 
From  thy  plenteous  hand  divine, 
Let  a  river  run  with  wine. 

God  of  youth,  let  this  day  here 

Enter  neither  care  nor  fear ! 

Boy.  Bellona's  feed,  the  glory  of  old  Rome, 
Envy  of  conquer' d  nations,,  nobly  come, 
And,  to  the  fulnefs  of  your  warlike  noife, 
Let  your  feet  move ;  make  up  this  hour  of  joys. 
Come,  come,  I  fay  ;  range  your  fair  troop  at  large. 
And  your  high  meafure  turn  into  a  charge. 

3  Sen.  The  emperor's  grown  heavy  with  his  wine* 
Afr.  The  fenate  flays,  Sir,  for  your  thanks. 
3  Sen.  Great  Csefar  ! 
End.  I  have  my  wim  ! 

Afr.  Will't  pleafe  your  grace  fpeak  to  him  ? 
Eud.  Yes  5  but  he  will  not  hear,  lords. 
3  Sen.  Stir  him,  Lucius ; 
The  fenate  muft  have  thanks. 

2  Sen.  Your  grace  !  Sir !  Caefar  ! 

Eud.  Did  I  not  tell  you  he  was  well :    He's  dead  \ 

3  Sen.   Dead?  Treafon  !  guard  the  cour*!  let  na 

man  pafs  ! 
Soldiers,  your  Csefar's  murder'd. 

Eud.  Make  no  tumult, 

Nor  arm  the  court;  ye  have  his  killer  with  ye, 
And  the  juft  caufe,  if  ye  can  ftay  the  hearing  : 
I  was  his  death  !  That  wreath  that  made  him  Csefary 
Has  made  him  earthu 

Sold.  Cut  her  in  thoufand  pieces ! 

Eud.  Wife  man  would  know  the  reafon  firft.   To  die 
Is  that  1  wilh  for,  Romans^,  and  your  fwords 

61  Mazer's  trim.].  Mazer  fignifies  the  old-faftiion  JfJat  diver  cup. 

Spward. 

The 
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The  readieft  way  of  death 6l :  Yet,  foldiers,  grant  me 
(That  was  your  Emprefs  once,  and  honour'd  by  ye) 
But  fo  much  time  to  tell  ye  why  I  kill'd  him, 
And  weigh  my  reafons  well,  if  man  be  in  you  ; 
Then,  if  ye  dare,  do  cruelly  condemn  me. 

Afr.  Hear  her,  ye  noble  Romans  !  'Tis  a  woman; 
A  fubjedl  not  for  fwords,  but  pity.     Heaven, 
If  (he  be  guilty  of  malicious  murder, 
Has  given  us  laws  to  make  example  of  her  ; 
If  only  of  revenge,  and  blood  hid  from  us, 
Let  us  confider  firft,  then  execute. 

3  Sen.  Speak,  bloody  woman  ! 

Eud.  Yes :  This  Maximus, 
That  was  your  Csefar,  lords  and  noble  foldiers, 
(And  if  I  wrong  the  dead,  Heav'n  perifh  me, 
.Or  fpeak,  to  win  your  favours,  but  the  truth  !) 
Was  to  his  country,  to  his  friends,  and  Csefar, 
A  mod  malicious  traitor. 

3  Sen.  Take  heed,  woman. 

Eud.  I  fpeak  not  for  companion.     Brave  Aecius, 
(Whofc  blefled  foul,  if  I  lie,  mall  afflicT:  me) 
The  man  that  all  the  world  lov'd,  you  ador'd, 
That  was  the  mafter-piece  of  arms,  and  bounty, 
(Mine  own  grief  (hall  come  laft)  this  friend  of  his, 
This  foldier,  this  your  right  arm,  noble  Romans, 
By  a  bafe  letter  to  the  emperor, 
StuffM  full  of  fears,  and  poor  fuggeftions, 
And  by  himfelf  upto  himfqlf  dire&ed, 
Was  cut  off  bafely,  bafely,  cruelly ! 
Oh,  lofs!  oh,  innocent!  Can  ye  now  kill  me  ? 
And  the  poor  (tale,  my  noble  lord,  that  knew  not 
More  of  this  villain,  than  his  forced  fears, 
jLike  one  forefeen  to  fatisfy,  died  for  it : 


and  your  f*wordt 


The  heavieft  way  of  death.  "\  Mr.  Theobald  and  Mr.  Symplon 
both  agree  with  me  in  difcarding  this  word,  the  context  plainly  re 
quiring  a  word  <  f  aimoft  oppofite  fignification ;  and  we  all  prefer 
rtaJieft  as  the  bett  amongft  feveral  words  that  have  occur'd  all  pretty 
near  the  trace  of  the  letters,  as  eajfr/?t  bappieft ;  and  Mr.  Theobald 
adds  btavtnliefl.  SrwarJ. 

A  a  3  There 
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There  was  a  murder  too,  Rome  would  have  blufh'd  at  \ 
Was  this  worth  being  Casfar  ?  or  my  patience  ?  Nay, 

his  wife, 

(By  Heav'n,  he  told  it  me  in  wine,  and  joy, 
And  fwore  it  deeply  !)  he  himfelf  preparM 
To  be  abus'd.     How  ?  Let  me  grieve,  not  tell  ye, 
And  weep  the  fins  that  did  it :  And  his  end 
Was  only  me,  and  C^far  :  But  me  he  lied  in. 
Thefe  are  my  reafons,  Romans,  and  my  foul 
Tells  me  fufficient ;  and  my  deed  is  juftice  ! 
Now,  as  I  have  done  well  or  ill,  look  on  me. 

Afr.    What  left  could  nature  do  ?    What  lefs  had 

we  done, 

Had  we  known  this  before  ?  Romans,  ftie's  righteous  5 
And  fuch  3  piece  of  juftice  Heav'n  muft  fmile  on  I 
Bend  all  your  fwords  on  me,  if  this  difpleafe  ye, 
For  I  muft  kneel,  and  on  this  virtuous  hand 
Seal  my  new  joy  and  thanks.     Thou  haft  done  truly, 
3  Sen.  Up  with  your  arms  •,   ye  ftrike  a  faint 

Romans. 

Mayft  thou  live  ever  fpoken  our  protestor : 
Rome  yet  has  many  noble  heirs.     Let's  in, 
And  pray  before  we  chufe ;  then  plant  a  Casfar 
Above  the  reach  of  envy,  blood,  and  murder! 

Afr.  Take  up  the  body,  nobly  to  his  urn, 
And  may  our  fins  and  his  together  burn. 

[Exeunt.     A 


on-  !i 

;^:!  1 


^EPILOGUE, 


EPILOGUE. 

WE  would  fain  pleafe  ye,  and  as  fain  be  pleas'd  j 
'Tis  but  a  little  liking,  both  are  eas'd  : 
We  have  your  money,  and  you  have  our  ware, 
And,  to  our  underftanding,  good  and  fair  : 
For  your  own  wifdom's  fake,  be  not  fo  mad 
T'  acknowledge  ye  have  bought  things  dear  and  bad: 
Let  not  a  brack  i'th*  fluff,  or  here  and  there 
The  fading  glofs,  a  general  lofs  appear  ! 
We  know  ye  take  up  worfe  commodities, 
And  dearer  pay,  yet  think  your  bargains  wife-, 
We  know,  in  meat  and  wine  ye  fling  away 
More  time  and  health  6j,  which  is  but  dearer  pay, 
And  with  the  reckoning  all  the  pleafure  loft. 
We  bid  ye  not  unto  repenting  coft  : 
The  price  is  eafy,  and  fo  light  the  play, 
That  ye  may  new-digeft  it  every  day. 
Then,  noble  friends,  as  ye  would  chufe  a  mifs*4, 
Only  to  pleafe  the  eye  a  while,  and  kifs, 
'Till  a  good  wife  be  got  •,  fo  let  this  play, 
JHold  ye  a  while,  until  a  better  may. 


ye  fling  away 


More  time  and  wealth,  which  it  bul  dearer  pay.  "\  The  change  of 
a  letter  Teems  here  to  have  turn'd  a  beautiful  fentiinent  into  the  groffeft 
tautology.  As  it  hns  hitherto  flood,  the  fenfc  mull  be,  *  You  take  up 

•  with  worfe  commodities.  and  pay  dearer  for  them  ;  for  you  fttnd  'more 

•  of  your  time  and  more  of  your  wealth  in  meet  and  drink,  and  conft- 

•  quentlyye  pay  dearer  for  them.'     How  fl  it  and  unnecetfary  ib  the  con- 
clufion  ?  But  if  we  read  health  inftead  of  wtaltb,  as  I  doubt  not  the 
Poets  did,  the  fenfe  will  be  pr  rfeftly  poetical  :  *  You  not  only  fing 
4  away  more  time,  hut  even  health  too  on  meats  and  wine  ;  and  this  is 

•  a  much  dearer  purcha/e  than  that  which  you  huy  of  'us  for  a  little 
f  money.     'The  pleafure  eatahles  give  it  loft  the  moment  y^u  are  filtd\ 

•  whereat  the  food  ice  treat  with  may  be  a  thoufand  times  digefted,  and 
'  will  never  load  or  difeafe  the  mind?  Seward. 

6*  Then  noble  friends,  as  ye  would  chufe  a  miflrefs, 

Onty  to  pleajf  the  eye  a  while,  and  kifs  ]  ;  n  is  is  the  reading  of 
the  firlt  folio  ;  but  is  it  not  furpnzing  that  after  the  fecond  folio  (by 
jnuch  the  belt  authority  for  this  play)  had  exhibited  the  obvious  word, 
fai/s,  the  fucceeding  Editors  (hould  again  introduce  mijlrefs,  as  was 
jdone  in  171  1,  and  by  Mr.  Seward. 

A  a  4 


MONSIEUR   THOMAS, 


COMEDY. 


to  1639  (tbtjirfl  tdition  of this  excellent  Comedy)  mention* 
Fletebers  name  only  in  tbf  title.     Motfeur  Thomas  bat  not  been  per 
formed  in  its  original  Jlatt  for  maty,  mtmyytan  ;  but  an  alteration 
9f  it  by  'Tom  Durfey  appeared  in  tbt  year  1678,  ttndtr  tbt  titlt  of 
trick  for  Trici,   tr  the  Dtbau&d  Hypxrite. 


DRAMATIS 


DRAMATIS      PERSON 


MEN. 

Valentine,  a  gentleman  lately  returned  from  travel. 
JVJonfieur  Thomas,  bis  fellow-traveller. 
Sebaftian,  his  father. 

Francis,  Valentine's  j "on ,  in  love  with  Cellide. 
Hylas,  a  general  lover. 
Sam,  a  gentleman^  his  friend. 
JLauncelot,  Monfieur  Thomas's  man. 
Michael,  a  gentleman,  Valentine's  neighbour, 
fflree  Phyjtciansy  and  an  Apothecary. 

WOMEN, 

Alice,  Valentine's  fifter. 

Cellide,  beloved  by  Valentine ',  in  love  with  Francis. 

Mary,  niece  to  Valentine  and  Alice^  in  love  with  Monjieur 

Thomas. 

Dorothea,  Monfieur  Thomas's  Jifter. 
^  Maids, 


§CENE,     ENGLAND. 


MONSIEUR 


MONSIEUR  THOMAS, 


ACT     I.      SCENE     I. 


H 


Enter  Alice  and  Valentine. 

Alice,  y   f"  O  W  dearly  welcome  you  are  ! 

Val.  I  know  it ; 
And,  my  beft  fitter,  you  as  dear  to  my 

fight, 

And  pray  let  this  comfirm  it :  How  you've  govern'd 
My  poor  (late  in  my  abfence,  how  my  fcrvants, 
I  dare,  and  mutt  believe  (elfe  I  fliould  wrong  ye) 
The  beft  and  worthieft. 

Alice.  As  my  woman's  wit,  Sir, 
Which  is  but  weak  and  crazy. 

Val.  But,  good  Alice, 
Tell  me  how  fares  the  gentle  Cellide, 
The  life  of  my  affection,  fince  my  travel, 
My  long  and  lazy  travel  ?  Is  her  love  (till 
Upon  the  growing  hand  ?  does  it  not  (lop 
And  wither  at  my  years  ?  has  (he  not  view'd 
And  entertain'd  fome  younger  fmooth  behaviour, 
Some  youth  but  in  his  bloflbm,  as  herfelf  is  ? 
There  lie  my  tears. 

Alice.  They  need  not ;  for,  believe  me, 
So  well  you've  manag'd  her,  and  won  her  mind, 
Ev'n  from  her  hours  of  childhood  to  this  ripenefs, 
(And,  in  your  abfence,  that  by  me  enforc'd  (till) 
So  well  diftilPd  your  gentlenefs  into  her, 
Qbferv'd  her,  fed  her  fancy,  liv'd  dill  in  her, 

And, 
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And,  tho'  Love  be  a  boy,  and  ever  youthful, 
And  young  and  beauteous  objects  ever  aim'd  at, 
Yet  here  you've  gone  beyond  Love,  better'd  Nature^ 
Made  him  appear  in  years,  in  grey  years  fiery, 
His  bow  at  full  bent  ever,     pear  not,  brother; 
For  tho'  your  body  has  been  far  off  from  her, 
Yet  every  hour  your  heart,  which  is  your  goodnefs, 
I  have  fore'd  into  her,  won  a  place  prepar'd  too? 
And  willingly  to  give  it  ever  harbour ; 
Believe  (he's  fo  much  your's,  and  won  by  miracle^ 
(Which  is  by  age)  fo  deep  a  ftamp  fet  on  her 
By  your  obfervances,  flie  cannot  alter. 
Were  the  child  living  now  you  loft  at  fea 
Among  the  Genoa  gallies,  what  a  happinefs  { 
What  a  main  blefTingi 

Vol.  Oh,  no  more,  good  lifter  ; 
Touch  no  more  that  firing,  'tis  too  harfli  and  jarringl 
With  that  child  all  my  hopes  went,  and,  you  know? 
The  root  of  all  thofe  hopes,  the  mother  too, 
Within  few  days. 

Allot.  'Tis  too  true,  and  too  fatal; 
But  peace  be -with  their  fouls  \ 

Vol.  For  her  lofs, 
I  hope  the  beauteous  Cellide 

Alice.  You  may,  Sir, 
For  all  fhe  is,  is  yours. 

Val.  For  the  poor  boy's  lofs, 
J've  brought  a  noble  friend  I  found  in  travel ; 
A  worthier  mind,  and  a  more  temperate  fpirit, 
If  I  have  lo  much  judgment  to  diicern  *em, 
JVIan  yet  was  never  mailer  of. 

Alice.  What  is  he  ? 

Val.  A  gentleman,  I  do  allure  rnyfelf, 
And  of  a  worthy  breeding,  tho*  he  hide  it. 
I  found  him  at  Valentia,  poor  and  needy. 
Only  his  mind  the  mailer  of  a  treafure : 
J  fought  his  friendfhip,  won  him  by  much  violence, 
Jiis  honefty  and  modeily  ftill  fearing 
7"o  thruft  a  charge  upon  me.     How  I  love  him, 

He 
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He  fhall  now  know,  where  want  and  he  hereafter 
Shall  be  no  more  companions.     Ufe  him  nobly  •, 
It  is  my  will,  good  fifter ;  all  I  have 
I  make  him  free  companion  in,  and  partner, 

But  only 

Alice.  I  oblerve  you-,  hold  your  right  there  * 
Love  and  high  rule  allow  no  rivals,  brother. 
He  fhall  have  fair  regard,  and  all  obfervance. 

Enter  Hylas. 

Hylas.  You're  welcome,  noble  Sir. 

Val.  What,  monfieur  Hylas ! 
I'm  glad  to  fee  your  merry  body  well  yet. 

Hylas.  I'taith  you're  welcome  home !  What  news  be 
yond  leas  ? 

VaL  None,  but  new  men  expe&ed,  fuch  as  you  are, 
To  breed  new  admirations.     'Tis  my  lifter  ; 
Tray  you  know  her,  Sir. 

Hylas.  With  all  my  heart.     Your  leave,  lady  ? 

Alice.  You  have  it,  Sir. 

Hylas.  A  fhrewd  (mart  touch  !  which  does  prog- 

nofticate 

A  body  keen  and  active  :  Somewhat  old. 
But  that's  all  one ;  age  brings  experience 
And  knowledge  to  difpatch.     I  rnuft  be  better, 
And  nearer  in  my  fervice,  with  your  leave,  Sir, 
To  this  fair  lady. 

Val  What ',  the  old  'Squire  of  Dames  ilill? 

Hylas.  Still  the  admirer  of  their  goodnefs.     With 

all  my  heart  now, 
I  love  a  woman  of  her  years,  a  pacer, 

That,  lay  the  bridle  on  her  neck,  will  travel 

Forty,  and  fomewhat  fulfome,  is  a  fine  dim ; 
Thele  young  coirs  are  too  ikictim. 

1  What,  the  */</l"]uire  of  dames  Jlill!\  Alluding  to  the  fquirt  of 
dama,  who,  in  the  Seventh  Canto  of  the  Legend  of'Ciiaitity,  in 
Spenfer's  Fairy  Queen,  tells  Satyr  anc,  that,  by  order  of  his  mi  lire  fa 
Columbel,  (afte;  having  ferved  the  ladies  for  a  year)  he  was  fent  ou? 
a  feconcl  time,  not  to  reiurn  till  he  could  find  three  hundred  women 
incapabie  of  yielding  to  auy  temptation.  R. 

Enter 
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Enter  Maty. 

Alice.  My  coufm  Mary* 
In  all  her  joy,  Sir,  to  congratulate' 
Your  fair  return. 

VaL  My  loving  and  kind  coufin, 
A  thoufand  welcomes  ! 

Mary.  A  thoufand  thanks  to  Heav'n,  Sir$ 
For  your  fafe  voyage,  and  return  ! 

VaL  I  thank  you. 

But  where's  my  blefied  Cellide  ?  Her  flacknefs 
In  vifitation 

Mary.  Think  not  fo>  dear  uncle ; 
I  left  her  on  her  knees,  thanking  the  gods 
With  tears  and  prayers. 

VaL  You  have  given  me  too  much  comfort. 

Mary.  She  will  not  be  long  from  you. 

hylas.  Your  fair  coufm  ? 

VaL  It  is  fo,  and  a  bait  you  cannot  balk*  Sir, 
If  your  old  rule  reign  in  you.     You  may  know  her. 

Hylas,  A  happy  ftock  you  have.  Right  worthy  lady, 
The  pooreft  of  your  fervants  vows  his  duty 
And  oblig'd  faith. 

Mary.  Oh,  'tis  a  kifs  you  would,  Sir  ; 
Take  it,  and  tie  your  tongue  up. 

Hylas.  I'm  an  afs, 

I  do  perceive  now,  a  blind  afs,  a  blockhead  5 
For  this  is  handfomeneis,  this  that  that  draws  us, 
Body  and  bones.     Oh,  what  a  mounted  forehead, 
What  eyes  and  lips,  what  every  thing  about  her  ! 
How  like  a  fwan  me  fwims  her  pace,  and  bears 
Her  filver  breads !  This  is  the  woman,  fhe, 
And  only  me,  that  I  will  fo  much  honour 
As  to  think  worthy  of  my  love-,  all  older  idols 
I  heartily  abhor,  and  give  to  gunpowder, 
And  all  complexions  befides  hers,  to  gypfies. 

%  Abappyjiockyebave.&.t.'\  This  is  made  a  continuation  of  Valen- 
tine's  fpeech,  by  an  omiiSon  of  Hylai*  name,  in  the  former  editions. 

arJ. 

Enter 
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Enter  Francis  at  one  door,  and  Cellide  at  another. 

VaL  Oh,  my  dear  life,  my  better  heart!  all  dangers, 
Diftrefles  in  my  travel,  all  misfortunes, 
Had  they  been  endlefs  like  the  hours  upon  me, 
In  this  kifs  had  been  buried  in  oblivion. 
How  happy  have  you  made  me,  truly  happy  ! 

Cel.  My  joy  has  fo  much  over-maiter'd  me, 
That,  in  my  tears  for  your  return 

Val  Oh,  deareft  ! 

My  noble  friend  too  ?  What  a  blefiednefs 
Have  I  about  me  now  !  how  full  my  wifhes 
Are  come  again  !  A  thouiand  hearty  welcomes 
I  once  more  lay  upon  you !  All  I  have, 
The  fair  and  liberal  ufc  of  all  my  fervants 
To  be  at  your  command,  and  all  the  ufes 
Of  all  within  my  power. 

Fran.  You're  too  munificent ; 
Nor  am  I  able  to  conceive  thofe  thanks,  Sir 

Val.  You  wrong  my  tender  love  now,  even   my 

fervice ; 

Nothing  exccpted  J,  nothing  ftuck  between  us 
And  our  entire  affections,  but  this  woman  •, 

5   Val.   Ye  ivrong  my  tender  love  noiv,  even  myfervicet 

Nothing  accepted,  nothing  Jiuck  between  ut 

Andour  intire  affeftioni  but  this  woman."]  The  firlt  line  is  very  ob- 
fcure:  Whoever  cor.iiders  the  turn  of  the  period  will  fee  that  it  is  not  to  be 
joined  with  the  ftcond,  as  if  his  modeity  would  not  accept  his  fervice. 
It  is  evident  that  the  word  accepted  is  a  corruption,  and  fhould  be  ex- 
€epted.  There  are  two  ways  of  folving  the  difficulty  of  the  firft  line ; 
either  by  making  it  no  more  than  faying,  Ye  wrong  my  tender  love  and 
fervice.  But  then  the  enhancing  particle  eien  is  fuperfluous.  I  there 
fore  turn  this  particle  into  a  verb,  and  rend, 

Ye  ivrong  my  tender  love  noiv.     Even  my  fervice, 
Nothing  exceptetl,  &c . 

i.e.  You  /ball  be  ferved equal  with  m\felf\  or  expe3  a  fervice  equal  tt 
that  which  is  pay 'd  to  me.  The  exprefuon  is,  J  allow,  obfcure,  but 
the  bell  poets  are  not  always  fire  from  obfcarity  ;  brev:ty  is  the  foul 
of  poetry,  but  it  often  begtts  difficulties  of  conftrudion.  Sevjard. 

The  change  of  accepted  IQ  excepted'r*  sdmiflible  :  But  the  converfion 
of  the  particie  into  a  verb,  together  with  the  new  puncluation,  is  im- 
couth  and  almolt  unintci.jgible. 

This 
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This  1  befeech  ye,  friend • 

Fran.  It  is  a  jewel, 

I  do  confefs,  would  make  a  thief,  but  never 
Of  him  that's  fo  much  yours,  and  bound  your  fervant  i 
That  were  a  bafe  ingratitude. 

Vol.  You're  noble ! 

Tray  be  acquainted  with  her.  Keep  your  way,  Sir; 
My  coufin,  and  my  fifter. 

Alice.  You're  moft  welcome. 

Mary.  If  any  thing  in  our  poor  pow'rs,  fair  Siry 
To  render  you  content,  and  liberal  welcome, 
May  but  appear,  command  it. 

Alice.  You  mall  find  us 
Happy  in  our  performance. 

Fran.  The  poor&rvant 
Of  both  your  goodnefles  prefents  his  fervicc. 

Val.  Come,  no  more  compliment;  cuftom  has  made  if 
Dull,  old,  and  tedious :  You  are  once  more  welcome 
As  your  own  thoughts  can  make  ye,  and  the  fame  ever : 
And  fo  we'll  in  to  ratify  it. 

Hylas.  Hark  ye,  Valentine : 
Is  Wild-Oats  yet  come  over  ? 

Val.  Yes,  with  me,  Sir. 

Mary.  How  does  he  bear  himfelf  ? 

Val.  A  great  deal  better. 
Why  do  you  blum  ?  The  gentleman  will  do  well. 

Mary.  I  fhould  be  glad  on't,  Sir, 

Val.  How  does  his  father  ? 

Hylas.  As  mad  a  worm  as  e'er  he  was. 

Val.  I  look'd  for't : 
Shall  we  enjoy  your  company  ? 

Hylas.  I'll  wait  on  ye : 
Only  a  thought  or  two. 

Val.  We  bar  all  prayers.         [Exeunt  all  lut  Hylas. 

Hylas.  This  laft  wench !  ay,  this  iaft  wench  was  a 

fair  one, 

A  dainty  wench,  a  right  one  !  A  devil  take  it, 
What  do  I  ail  ?  to  have  fifteen  now  in  liking  ! 
Enough,  a  man  would  think,  to  flay  my  ftomach : 

But 
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But  what's  fifteen,  or  fifteen  fcore,  to  my  thoughts  ? 
And  wherefore  are  mine  eyes  made,  and  have  lights, 
But  to  encreafe  my  objects  ?  This  laft  wench 
Sticks  plaguy  clofe  unto  me  •,  a  hundred  pound 
I  were  as  dole  to  her !   If  I  lov'd  now, 
As  many  foolilh  men  do,  I  fhould  run  mad.    [Exit. 

SCENE      II. 

Enter  Sebaftian  and  Launcclot. 

Seb.  Sirrah,  no  more  of  your  French  fhrugs,  I  advifc 

you ! 
If  you  be  loufy,  fhift  yourfelf. 

Laun.  May  it  pleafe  your  worfhip— — 

Seb.  Only  to  fee  my  fon  •,  my  fon,  good  Launcelot; 
Your  mafter  and  my  fon  !  Body  o*  me,  Sir, 
No  money,  no  more  money,  monfieur  Launcelot, 
Not  a  denier,  fweet  fignior !  Bring  the  perfon, 
The  perfon  of  my  boy,  my  boy  Tom,  Monfieur  Thomas, 
Or  get  you  gone  again  !  Du  g&ta  wbee4,  Sir ! 
Eaffa  mi  cu,  good  Launcclot !  valetote  * ! 
My  boy  or  nothing ! 

Laun.  Then,  to  anfwer  punctually. 

Seb.  I  fay,  to  th'  purpofe. 

Laun.  Then  I  fay  to  th'  purpofe ; 
Becaufe  your  worfhip's  vulgar  underftanding 
May  meet  me  at  the  neareft  :  Your  fon,  my  mafter, 
Or  Monfieur  Thomas,  (for  fo  his  travel  ftilcs  him) 
Thro*  many  foreign  plots  that  virtue  meets  with, 
And  dangers  (I  befecch  you  give  attention) 
Is  at  the  laft  arriv'd, 

To  afk  your  (as  the  Frenchman  calls  it  fweetly) 
Benediction  de  jour  en  jour. 

*  Dugata  lubec.]  The  cxpreffion  Du  cat  a  *wbtc  occurs  in  the 
Cuftont  of  the  Country;  upon  which  we  have  faki  (note  18)  that 
•  we  were  affured  it  was  not  Welch/  as  Theobald  had  aflerted,  though 
without  declaring  itt  fignification.  The  genuine  Welch,  of  which 
this  is  a  vitiation,  is,  Du<w  cad<w  ctnvi,  God  bicfe  or  preierve  you. 
DUVJ  cadw  ni  is,  God  blefs  or  preferve  us, 

<>  FaUtote.]  A  corruption  of  vcila  tout  f 

VOL.  IV.  B  b  Jrf. 
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Seb.  Sirrah,  don't  conjure  me  with  your  French 
furies6. 

Laun.  Che  ditfa  you,  monfieur  ? 

Self.  Che  doga  veu,  rafcal ! 

Leave  me  your  rotten  language,  and  tell  me  plainly, 
And  quickly,  firrah,  left  I  crack  your  French  crown, 
What  your  good  mafter  means.     I  have  maintain'd 
You  and  your  Monfieur,  as  I  take  it,  Launcelot, 
Thefe  two  years  at  your  ditty  vous,  your  jours  / 
Jour  me  no  more ;  for  not  another  penny 
Shall  pafs  my  purfe. 

Laun.  Your  worfhip  is  erroneous ; 
For,  as  I  told  you,  your  fon  Tom,  or  Thomas, 
My  mafter  and  your  fon,  is  now  arriv'd 
To  afk  you  (as  our  language  bears  it  neareft) 
Your  quotidian  blefllng  -,  and  here  he  is  in  perfon, 

Enter  Thomas. 

Stt.  What,  Tom,  boy  !  welcome  with  all  my  heart, 

boy! 

Welcome,  'faith  !   thou  haft  gladded  me  at  foul,  boy  \ 
Infinite  glad  I  am.     I  have  pray'd  too,  Thomas, 
For  you,  wild  Thomas,     Tom,  I  thank  thee  heartily 
For  coming  home. 

no.  Sir,  I  do  find  your  prayers- 
Have  much  prevaii'd  above  my  fins 

Seb.  How's  this  ? 

<Tho.  Elfe  certain  I  had  perifh'd  with  my  rudenefs, 
Ere  I  had  won  myfelf  to  that  difcretion 
I  hope  you  fhall  hereafter  find. 

Seb.  Humh,  humh ! 
Difcretion?  is  it  come  to  that  ?  the  boy's  fpoil'd. 

6  Don't  conjure  me  with  your  French  furies.}  The  old  man  rot 
underftanding  the  expreffion  dejour  en  jour  y  repeats  the  Englifh  words 
that  are  neareft  it  in  found  ;  and  in  the  old  quarto  of  this  playr  it  is 
hard  to  diftinguifh  whether  the  lalt  word  be  juries  or  furies  ;  I  prefer 
the  former,  and  think  the  fimilitude  of  founds  more  in  character  than 
any  allufion  between  the  furies  and  conjuration.  Stnvaref. 

Furies  is  the  vijible  le&ion  of  the  old  quarto,    and  every  edition 
prior  to  Mr.  Seward's  ;  it  is  alfo  good  feofe  and  natural ;  a 
me  is  play  enough  upon  Launcelot's  de  JOUR  en  JOUR. 
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.  Sirrah,  you  rogue,  look  for't  !  for  I  will  make 

thee 

Ten  times  more  miferable  than  thou  thought'ft  thyfelf 
Before  thou  travell'dft  :  Thou  haft  told  my  father 
(I  know  it,  and  I  find  it)  all  my  rogueries, 
By  mere  way  of  prevention,  to  undo  me. 

Laun.  Sir,  as  I  fpeak  eight  languages,  I  only 
Told  him  you  came  to  afk  his  benediction, 
Dejour  en  jour  ! 

Tbo.  But  that  I  muft  be  civil, 
I'd  beat  thee  like  a  dog.  —  Sir,  howfoever 
The  time  I  have  mifpent,  may  make  you  doubtful, 
Nay,  harden  your  belief  'gainft  my  converfion  - 

Seb.  A  pox  o'  travel,  I  fay  ! 

*Tbo.  Yet,  dear  father, 
Your  own  experience  in  my  after  courfes  - 

Enter  Dorothea. 

Seb.  Prithee  no  more;  'tisfcurvy!  There's  thy  fifter. 
Undone,  without  redemption  !   he  eats  with  picks; 
Utterly  fpoil'd,  his  fpirit  baffled  in  him  ! 
How  have  I  fm'd,  that  this  affliction 
Should  light  fo  heavy  on  me  ?  I've  no  more  fons, 
And  this  no  more  mine  own  ;  no  fpark  of  nature 
Allows  him  mine  now  ;  he's  grown  tame.    My  grand 

curie 

Hang  o'er  his  head  that  thus  transform'd  thee  !  Travel  ! 
I'll  lend  my  horfe  to  travel  next  !  —  We  Monfieur!  — 
Now  will  my  mod  canonical  dear  neighbours 
Say,  I  have  found  my  fon,  and  rejoice  with  me, 
Becaufe  he  has  mew'd  his  mad  tricks  off.   I  know  not, 
But  I  am  fure  this  Monfieur,  this  fine  gentleman, 
Will  never  be  in  my  books  like  mad  Thomas  7. 


7  Will  never  be  in  my  books,  like  mad  Thomas.]  In  Shakefpearc'  s 
Much  Ado  about  Nothing  this  expreflion  occurs  : 

'  I  fee,  lady,  the  gentleman  is  not  in  your  books  ;' 
upon  which  Dr.  Johnfon  and  Mr.  Steevens  have  thus  commented  : 

This  is  a  phrafe  ufed,  I  believe,  by  more  than  underltand  it.     To 

Bb2  It 
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I  muft  go  feek  an  heir  •,  for  my  inheritance 
Muft  not  turn  fecretary.     My  name  and  quality 
Have  kept  my  land  three  hundred  years  in  madnels  ° 
An  it  flip  now,  may't  fink !  [Exit. 

Tho.  Excellent  fitter, 
Pm  glad  to  fee  thee  well — But  where's  my  father  ? 

Dor.  Gone  difcontent,  it  feems* 

Fbo.  He  did  ill  in  it, 
As  he  does  all ;  for  I  was  uttering 
A  handfome  fpeech  or  two,  I  have  been  ftudying 
E'er  fince  I  came  from  Paris.   How  glad  to  fee  thee ! 

Dor.  I'm  gladder  to  fee  you  (with  more  love  too, 
I  dare  maintain  it)  than  my  father's  forry 
To  fee  (as  he  fuppofes)  your  conversion*, 
And  I  am  fure  he's  vex'd  ;  nay  more,  I  know  it;  ^ 
H'has  pray'd  againft  it  mainly  :  But  it  appears,  Sir7 
You'd  rather  blind  him  with  that  poor  opinion 
Than  in  yourfelf  correct  it.     Beared  brother, 
Since  there  is  in  our  uniform  refemblance 
No  more  to  make  us  two  but  our  bare  fexes, 
And  fince  one  happy  birth  produc'd  us  hither^ 
Let  one  more  happy  mind 

no.  It  (hall  be,  fitter* 
For  I  can  do  it  when  I  lift,  and  yet*  wench, 
Be  mad  too  when  I  pleafe  $  I  have  the  trick  on't : 
Beware  a  traveller. 

be  in  oni '/  books  is  to  be  in  onis  codicils  or  will,  to  be  among  friends  fet 
do<wn  for  legacies.  Johnfon. 

I  rather  think  that  the  books  alluded  to,  are  memorandum-books-, 
like  the  vifiting  books  of  the  prefentage. 

Such  another  cxpreffion  occurs  in  Middleton's  Comedy  of  Blurt 
Matter  Conltable,  1602. 

*  I'd  fcratch  her  eyes  out,  if  my  man  flood  in  her  tables.* 
Again,  io  Shirley's  School  of  Compliment,   1 637. 

'  There's  a  man  in  her  tables  more  than  I  lookrd  for.* 

Hamlet  fa ys, 

«   '. My  tables,  meet  it  is  I  fet  it  down * 

when  he  pulls  out  his  pocket-book. 

ProbabJy  the  phrafe  was  originally  adopted  from  the  tradefman'* 
language.  To  be  in  tradefmans  books,  might  formerly  have  been  an 
expreflion  in  common  converfation  for  a  trujt  of  any  other  kind. 

Steevens. 

Dor. 
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Dor.  Leave  that  trick  too. 

Tbo    Not  for  the  world.   But  w  here's  my  miftrefs 8  ? 
And  prithee  fay  how  docs  fhe  ?  I  melt  to  iee  her, 
And  prefently :  I  muft  away. 

Dor.  Then  do  fo, 
For  o*  my  faith  fhe  will  not  fee  you,  brother* 

Tbo.  Not  fee  me  ?  I'll 

Dor.  Now  you  play  your  true  ftrlf  •, 
How  would  my  father  love  this !  I'll  affure  you 
She  will  not  fee  you  •,  fhe  has  heard  (and  loudly) 
The  gambols  that  you  play'd  fmce  your  departure; 
In  every  town  you  came,  your  feveral  mifchiefs, 
Your  roufes  and  your  wenches ;  all  your  quarrels, 
And  the  no-caufes  of  'em ;  thefe,  1  take  it, 
Altho'  fhe  love  you  well,  to  modeft  ears, 
To  one  that  waited  for  your  rerbrmatioriy 
To  which  end  travel  was  propounded  by  her  uncle, 
Muft  needs,  and  reafon  for  it,  -be  examin'd, 
And  by  her  modefty ;  and  fear'd  too  light  too, 
To  file  with  her  affections :  You  have  loll  her, 
for  any  thing  I  fee,  exil'd  yourfelf. 

no.  No  more  of  that,  fwect  Doll  •,  I  will  be  civiL 

Dor.  But  how  long  ? 

no.  Wouldit  thou  have  me  lofe  my  birth-right  ? 
For  yond  old  thing  will  difmhcrit  me, 
If  I  grow  too  demure.  Good  iwcet  Doll,  prithee, 
Prithee,  dear  fifter,  let  me  fee  her ! 

Dor.  No. 

no.  Nay,  I  befeech  thee.     By  this  light 

Dor.  Ay,  fwagger. 

no.  Kifs  me,  and  be  my  friend ;  we  two  were  twins, 
And  mall  we  now  grow  ilrangers  ? 

Dor.  'Tis  not  my  fault. 

no.  Well,  there  be otherwomen  •,  and  remember  you, 
You  were  the  caufe  of  this ;  there  be  more  lands  too, 
And  better  people  in  'em  ;  fare  ye  well ! 

x  Koffor  the  world.     But  *wbcris  my  mijlreji  ]  This  line  halting 
a  little,  Mr.  Seward,  with  admirable  precision,  reads, 
Not  for  (be  world;  but  where s  my  miflerefs  ? 

B  b  3  And 
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And  other  loves.     "What  lhall  become  of  me, 
And  of  my  vanities,  becaufe  they  grieve  you  ? 

Dor.  Come  hither,  come  ;  d'you  fee  that  cloud  that 

flies  there  ? 

So  light  are  you,  and  blown  with  every  fancy. 
Will  you  but  make  me  hope  you  may  be  civil? 
I  know  your  nature's  fweet  enough,  and  tender, 
Not  grated  on,  nor  curb'd :  D'you  love  your  miftrefs  ? 

Tho.  He  lies  that  fays  I  do  not. 

Dor.  Would  you  fee  her? 

^Tho.  If  you  pleafe,  for  it  muft  be  fo. 

Dor.  And  appear  to  her 
A  tjiing  to  be  be! ov'd  ? 

^ho.  Yes. 

Dor.  Change  then 

A  little  of  your  wildnefs  into  wifdom, 
And  put  on  a  more  fmoothnefs. 
I'll  do  the  beft  I  can  to  help  you  ;  yet 
I  do  proteft  me  fwore,  and  fwore  it  deeply, 
She  would  ne'er  fee  you  more.  Where's  your  man's  heart 

now? 
What,  do  you  faint  at  this  ? 

<Tbo.  She  is  a  woman: 
But  he  me  entertains  next  for  a  fervant, 
I  mall  be  bold  to  quarter ! 

Dor.  No  thought  of  fighting. 
Go  in,  and  there  we'll  talk  more ;  be  but  rul'd, 
And  what  lies  in  my  power,  ye  (hall  be  fure  of.  [Exe. 

SCENE        III. 

Enter  Alice  and  Mary. 
Alice.  He  cannot  be  fo  wild  ftill ! 
Mary.  'Tis  moft  certain ; 
I've  now  heard  all,  and  all  the  truth. 

Alice.  Grant  all  that ; 

Is  he  the  firft  that  has  been  giv'n  a  loft  man, 
And  yet  come  fairly  home  ?  He's  young  and  tender, 
And  fit  for  that  impreffion  your  affections 

Shall 
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Shall  ftamp  upon  him.     Age  brings  on  difcretion ; 
A  year  hence,  thefe  mad  toys  that  now  pofiefs  him 
Will  mew  like  bugbears  to  him,  fhapes  to  fright  him  -, 
Marriage  difiblves  all  thefe  like  mifts. 

Mary.  They're  grounded 
Hereditary  in  him,  from  his  father, 
And  to  his  grave  they'll  haunt  him. 

Alice.  'Tis  your  fear, 

Which  is  a  wife  part  in  you ;  yet  your  love, 
However  you  may  feem  to  leflen  it 
With  thefe  diflikes,  and  choak  it  with  thefe  errors, 
Do  what  you  can,  will  break  out  to  excufe  him  : 
You  have  him  in  your  heart,  and  planted,  coulin, 
From  whence  the  power  of  reafon,  nor  difcretion, 
Can  ever  root  him. 

Mary.  Planted  in  my  heart,  aunt  ? 
Believe  it,  no-,  I  never  was  fo  liberal. 
What  tho'  he  (hew  a  fo-fo-comely  fellow, 
Which  we  call  pretty,  or  fay  it  may  be  handfome ; 
What  tho'  his  prbmifes  may  ftumble  at 
The  power  of  goodnefs  in  him,  fometimes  ufe  too — 

Alice.  How  willingly  thy  heart  betrays  thee !  Coufm, 
Cozen  thyfelf  no  more:  Th'haft  no  more  power 
To  leave  off  loving  him,  than  he  that's  thirfty 
Has  to  abftain  from  drink,  (landing  before  him. 
His  mind  is  not  fo  monftrous  •,  for  his  fhape, 
If  I  have  eyes,  I  have  not  feen  his  better ; 
A  handfome  brown  complexion 

Mary.  Reafon  able, 
Inclining  to  a  tawny. 

Alice.  Had  I  faid  fo 

You  would  have  wifh'd  my  tongue  out.     Then  his 
making 

Mary.  Which  may  be  mended  •,  I  have  feen  legs 

ftraighter, 
And  cleaner  made. 

Alice.  A  body  too 

Mary.  Far  neater, 
And  better  fet  together. 

B  b  4  Alice. 
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Alice.  God  forgive  thee  ! 
For'gairtftthy  conference  thou  lied  ftubbornly. 

Mary.  I  grant  'tis  neat  enough. 

Alice.  'Tis  excellent  -, 

And  where  the  outward  parts  are  fair  and  lovely, 
(Which  are  but  moulds  o'  th'  mind)  what  muft  the 

foul  be  ? 

Put  cafe  youth  has  his  fwing,  and  fiery  nature 
Flames  to  rriad  ufes  many  times 

Mary.  All  this 

You  only  ufe  to  make  me  fay  I  love  him  : 
I  do  confefs  I  do;  but  that  my  fondnefs 
Should  fling  itfelf  upon  his  eeiperate  foilies — 

Alice.  I  do  not  counfel  that  -,~:fee  him  reclaim'd  firft, 
Which  will  not  prove  a  miracle  :  Yet,  Mary,  ' 
I  am  afraid  'twill  vex  thee  horribly 
To  flay  fo  long. 

Mary.  No,  no,  aunt;  no,  believe  me;1 

Alice.  What  was  your  dream  to-night9?  for  I  ob~ 

ferv'd  you 
Hugging  of  me,  with,  *•  Good,  dear,  fweet  Tom!* 

Mary.  Fy,  aunt! 
Upon  my  confcience 

Alice.  On  my  word  'tis  true,  wench. 
And  then  you  kifs'd  trie,  Mary,  more  than  once  too, 
And  figh'd,  and  *  Oh,  fweet  Tom'  again.     Nay,  do 

not  blufh ; ' 
You  have  it  at  the  heart,  wench. 

Mary.  I'll  be  hang'd  firft ; 
But  you  muft  have  your  way. 

(  olbi^tnfi  .% 

Enter  Dorothea. 

Alice.  And  fo  will  you  too, 
Or  break  down  hedges  for  it.     Dorothea! 


9  What  ivasyour  dream,  &c.]  We  have  had  occafion  to  obferve 
before,  that  Congreve  was  much  obliged  to  our  Authors  upon  feveral 
occasions ;  and  we  cannot  but  think  he  had  been  reading  this  fcene 
before  he  wrote  the  third  fcene  in  the  fecond  aft  of  the  Old  Batchelor. 

R. 

The 
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The  welcom'ft  woman  living.  How  does  tliy  brother? 
I  hear  he's  turn'd  a  wondrous  civil  gentleman, 
Since  his  fhort  travel. 

Dor.  'Pray  Heav'n  he  make  it  good,  Alice. 

Mary.  How  do  you,  friend  r  I  h  ,vc  b  quarrel  toyou ; 
You  ftole  away  and  left  my  company. 

Dor.  Oh,  pardon  me,  clear  incnd ;  it  was  to  welcome 
A  brother,  that  I  have  iome  caufe  to  love  well. 

Mary.  Prithee  how  is  he?   thou  fpeak'ft  truth. 

Dor.  Not  perfect  •, 
I  hope  he  will  be. 

Mary.  Never.    H' has  forgot  me, 
I  hear,  wench,  and  his  hot  love  too — ^l> ' 

Alice.  Thou  wouldft  howl  then. 

Mary.  And  I  am  glad  it  fhould  be  fo :  His-travels 
Have  yielded  him  variety  of  miltredes, 
Fairer  in  his  eye  far. 

Alice.  Oh,  cogging  rafcal ! 

Mary.  I  was  a  fool,  but  better  thoughts,  I  thank 
Heav'n 

Dor.  Tray  do  not  think  fo,  for  he  loves  you  dearly, 
Upon  my  troth,  moft  firmly  -,  would  fain  fee  you. 

Mary.  See  me,  friend !  Do  you  think  it  tit  ? 

Dor.  It  may  be, 

Without  the  lofs  of  credit  too  :  He's  not 
Such  a  prodigious  thing,  fo  monftrous, 
To  fling  from  all  fociety. 

Mary.  He's  fo  much  contrary 
To  my  defires,  fuch  an  antipathy, 
That  I  muft  fooner  fee  my  grave. 

Dor.  Dear  friend, 
He  was  not  fo  before  he  went. 

Mary.  I  grant  it, 
For  then  I  daily  hop'd  his  fair  converfion. 

Alice.  Come,  do  not  mafk  yourfelf,  but  fee  him  freely; 
You  have  a  mind. 

Mary.  That  mind  I'll  mafter  then. 

Dor.  And  is  your  hate  fo  mortal  ? 
Not  to  his  perfon, 

But 
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But  to  his  qualities,  his  map-cap  follies, 
Which  ftill  like  Hydra's  heads  grow  thicker  on  him. 
I  have  a  credit,  friend ;  and  maids  of  my  fort 
Love  where  their  modeflies  may  live  untainted. 

Dor.  I  give  up  that  hope  then :  Pray,  for  your 

friend's  fake, 

If  I  have  any  intereft  within  you, 
Do  but  this  courtefy,  accept  this  letter. 

Mary.  From  him  ? 

Dor.  The  fame.     'Tis  but  a  minute's  reading; 
And,  as  we  look  on  fhapes  of  painted  devils, 
Which  for  the  prefent  may  difturb  our  fancy, 
But  with  the  next  new  objecl:  lofe  'em,  fo, 
If  this  be  foul,  you  may  forget  it.     'Pray  ! 

Mary.  Have  you  feen  it,  friend  ? 

Dor.  I  will  not  lie,  I  have  not ; 
But  I  prefume,  fo  much  he  'honours  you, 
The  worft  part  of  himfelf  was  caft  away 
When  to  his  beft  part  he  writ  this. 

Mary.  For  your  fake  ; 
Not  that  I  any  way  (hall  like  his  fcribbling r 

Alice.  A  Ihrewd  difTembling  quean  ! 

Dor.  I  thank  you,  dear  friend, 
I  know  me  loves  him.' 

Alice.  Yes,  and  will  not  lofe  him, 
Unlefs  he  leap  into  the  moon,  believe  that, 
And  then  fhe'll  fcramble  too.   Young  wenches'  loves 
Are  like  the  courfe  of  quartans  •,  they  may  fhift, 
And  feem  to  ceafe  fbmetimes,  and  yet  we  fee 
The  lead  diftemper  pulls  'em  back  again, 
And  feats  'em  in  their  old  courfe :  Fear  her  not, 
Unlefs  he  be  a  devil 

Mary.  Now  Heav'n  blefs  me ! 

Dor.  What  has  he  writ  ? 

Mary.  Out,  out  upon  him  ! 

Dor.  Ha !  what  has  the  madman  done  ? 

Mary.  Worfe,  worfe,  and  worfe  ftill! 

Alice.  Some  Northern  toy,  a  little  broad, 

Mary.  Still  fouler ! 

Hey, 
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Hey,  hey,  boys !  Goodnefs  keep  me !  Oh ! 

Dor.  What  ail  you  ? 

Mary.  Here,  take  your  fpell  again  j  it  burns  my 

fingers. 

Was  ever  lover  writ  fo  fweet  a  letter, 
So  elegant  a  ftile  ?  Pray  look  upon't  j 
The  rareft  inventory  of  rank  oaths 
That  ever  cut-purfe  caft. 

Alice.  What  a  mad  boy  is  this  ! 

Mary.  Only  i*  th'  bottom 
A  little  julep  gently  fprinkled  over 
To  cool  his  mouth,  left  it  break  out  in  blifters ; 

*  Indeed  law,  yours  for  ever.' 
Dor.  I  am  forry. 

Mary.  You  mall  be  welcome  to  me,  come  when 

you  pleafe, 

And  ever  may  command  me  virtuoufly ; 
But  for  your  brother,  you  muft  pardon  me : 
'Till  I  am  of  his  nature,  no  accefs,  friend, 
No  word  of  vifitation,  as  you  love  me. 
And  fo  for  now  I'll  leave  you.  [Exit. 

Alice.  What  a  letter 

Has  this  thing  written !  how  it  roars  like  thunder ! 
With  what  a  ftate  he  enters  into  ftile ! 

*  Dear  miftrefs !' 

Dor.  Out  upon  him,  bedlam  ! 

Alice.  Well,  there  be  ways  to  reach  her  yet :  Such 

likenefs 
As  you  two  carry,  methinks 

Dor.  I  am  mad  too, 

And  yet  can  apprehend  you.     Fare  you  well ! 
The  fool  fhall  now  fifli  for  himfelf. 

Alice.  Be  fure  then 

His  tewgh  be  tith  and  ftrong;  and  next,  no  fwearing ; 
He'll  catch  no  fifh  elfe.     Farewell,  Dol ! 

Dor.  Farewell,  Alice!  [Exeunt. 


AC    T 
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ACT     IL        S  C  E  N  E     I, 

- 

Enter  Valentine,  Alice^  and  Cellide. 

Cel.  TNDEED  he  is   much  chang'd,  extremely 

X.  alttir'd, 

His  colour  faded  ftrangely  too. 

VaL  The  air, 

The  fharp  and  nipping  air  of  our  rtew  climate, 
I  hope,  is  all,  which  will  as  well  reftore 
To  health  again  th*  affe&ed  body  by  ity  " 
And  make  it  flronger  far,  as  leave  it  dangerous. 
How  does  my  fweet  ?  Our  blefled  hour  carries  on  now 
Apace,  my  Cellide,  (it  knocks  at  door)  bnA 

In  which  our  loves  arid  long  defires,  like  rivers  \ 
Rifing  afunder  far,  friatll  fall  together, 
Within  thefe  two  days,  dear-  —  t-    ;"iir 

Cel.  When  Beav'n.  and  you,  Sir,    v/c?n  ncrt  ot  1 
Still  think  it  fit;  for  by  your  wills  I'm  govern^ 

AUc&.  'l^w^re  good  fome  preparation--^^*-^  -.: 

' 


.  .    ..  ..   ..,  .  .         . 

Enter  Francis.      \!  :' 

VaL  All  that  may  be  j 

It  fhall  be  no  blind  wedding  :  And  all  the  joy 
Of  ?11  our  friends,  I  hope.     He  looks  worfe  hourly  : 
How  does  my  friend?  myfelf  ?  Hefweatstoo  coldly  j 
His  pulfe,  like  the  flow  dropping  of  a  fpou^ 
Scarce  gives-  his  function..    How  is't  man  ?  Alas,  Sir, 
You  look  extreme  ill  ;'  Is  it  any  oid  grief, 
The  weight  of  which  - 

Fran.  None,  gentle  Sir,  that  I  feeJj 
Your  love  is  too^  too  tender.     Nay,  believe,  Sir—  - 

Cel.  You  cannot  be  the  mafter  of  your  health  : 
Either  fome  fever  lies  in  wait  to  catch  you, 
Whofc  harbingers  already  in  your  face 
We  fee  preparing,  or  fome  difcontent, 

Which, 


MONSIEUR    THOMAS. 

Which,  if  it  lie  in  this  houfe,  (I  dare  fay, 

Both  for  this  noble  gentleman,  and  all 

That  live  within  it)  fhall  as  readily 

Be  purg'd  away,  and  with  as  much  care  foften'd, 

And  where  the  caufe  is 

Fran.  'Tis  a  joy  to  be  ill, 
Where  fuch  a  virtuous  fair  phyfician 
Is  ready  to*  relieve :  Your  noble  cares 
I  muft,  and  ever  lhall,  be  thankful  for; 
And  would  my  fervice — (I  dare  not  look  upon  her)— 
But  be  not  fearful ;  I  feel  nothing  dangerous  ; 
A  grudging,  caus'd  by  th'  alteration 
Of  air,  may  hang  upon  me :  My  heart's  whole.— 
I  would  it  were  ! 

Val.  I  knew  the  caufe  to  be  fo. 

Fran.  No,  you  (hall  never  know  it. 

Alice.  Some  warm  broths, 

To  purge  the  blood,  and  keep  your  bed  a  day,  Sir, 
And  fweat  it  out. 

Cel.  I  have  fuch  cordials, 
That,  if  you  will  but  promife  me  to  take  'em, 
Indeed  you  mall  be  well,  and  very  quickly. 
I'll  be  your  dodtor  \  you  mall  fee  how  finely 
I'll  fetch  you  up  again. 

Val.  He  fweats  extremely ; 

Hot,  very  hot :  His  pulfe  beats  like  a  drum  now. 
Feel,  filter,  feel !  feel,  fweet ! 

Fran.  How  that  touch  flung  me ! 

Val.  My  gown  there  ! 

Cel.  And  thofe  juleps  in  the  window ! 

Alice.  Some  fee  his  bed  made. 

Val.  This  is  mod  unhappy  ! 
Take  courage,  man  \  'tis  nothing  but  an  ague. 

Cel.  And  this  (hall  be  the  lad  fit. 

Fran.  Not  by  thoufands  ! 
Now  what  'tis  to  be  truly  miferable, 
I  feel  at  full  experience. 

Alice.  He  grows  fainter. 

Val.  Come,  lead  him  in  •,  he  fhall  to  bed.  A  vomit  •, 

I'll 
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Fll  have  a  vomit  for  him. 

Alice.  A  purge  firft ; 
And  if  he  breath'd  a  vein 

VaL  No,  no,  no  bleeding ; 
A  clyfter  will  cool  all. 

CeL  Be  of  good  chear,  Sir  ! 

Alice.  He's  loth  to  fpeak. 

CeL  How  hard  he  holds  my  hand,  aunlf ! 

Alice.  1  do  not  like  that  fign. 

VaL  Away  to's  chamber, 
Softly  •,  he's  full  of  pain ;  be  diligent, 
With  all  the  care  ye  have.  '  Would  I  had  'fcus'd  him  ! 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE     II. 

Enter  Dorothea  and  Thomas. 

Dor.  Why  do  you  rail  at  me  ?  Do  I  dwell  in  her, 
To  force  her  to  do  this  or  that  ?  Your  letter  ! 
A  wild-fire  on  your  letter,  your  fweet  letter  ! 
You  are  fo  learned  in  your  writs  !  You  ftand  now 
As  if  y'  had  worried  fheep.     You  muft  turn  tippet, 
And  fuddenly,  and  truly,  and  difcreetly, 
Put  on  the  fhape  of  order  and  humanity, 
Or  you  muft  marry  Malkyn  the  May-lady ; 
You  muft,  dear  brother.     Do  you  make  me  carrier 
Of  your  confound-  me's,  and  your  culverins  ? 
Am  I  a  feemly  agent  for  your  oaths  ? 
Who  would  have  writ  fuch  a  debofh'd 

Tbo.  Your  patience ; 
May  not  a  man  profefs  his  love  ? 

Dor.  In  blalphemies  ? 

Rack  a  maid's  tender  ears  with  damns  and  devils  ? 
Out10,  out  upon  thee! 

fbo.  How  would  you  have  me  write  ? 
Begin  with  *  My  love  premifed  ;  furely, 

10  Tho.  Out,  out  upon  tkee.~\  This  feems  the  conclufion  of  Dor o- 
thetis  fpeech,  not  the  beginning  of  Thomas' f,  whofe  ftile  widely  differs 
from  this.  Srward. 

'And 
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*  And  by  my  truly,  miftrefs  ?' 

Dor.  Take  your  own  courfe, 
For  I  fee  all  perfuafion's  loll  upon  you, 
Humanity  all  drown'd  :  From  this  hour  fairly 
I'll  wafh  my  hands  of  all  you  do.     Farewell,  Sir  ! 

cTbo.  Thou  art  not  mad  ? 

Dor.  No  ;  if  I  were,  dear  brother, 
I  would  keep  you  company.     Get  a  new  miftrefs, 
Some  luburb  faint  El  ,  that  fixpence  and  fome  oaths 
Will  draw  to  parley  •,  caroufe  her  health  in  cans 
And  candles'  ends  "  ,  and  quarrel  for  her  beauty  ; 
Such  a  fweetheart  muft  ferve  your  turn  :  Your  old  love 
Releafes  you  of  all  your  ties,  difclaims  you, 
And  utterly  abjures  your  memory, 
'Till  time  has  better  manag'd  you.  Will  you  command 


What,  bobb'd  of  all  fides  ? 
Dor.  Any  worthy  fcrvice 
Unto  my  father,  Sir,  that  I  may  tell  him, 
Even  to  his  peace  of  heart,  and  much  rejoicing, 
You  are  his  true  fon  Tom  (till  ?  Will  it  pleafe  you 
To  beat  fome  half-a-dozen  of  his  fervants  prefently, 
That  I  may  teftify  you  have  brought  the  fame  faith 

11  Some  fuburb  faint  *  that  fixpence  and  fome  others 

Will  drain  to  parley.  ]  The  neceflity  of  reading  oaths  here  inftead 
of  ethers  is  too  evident  to  need  a  proof.  The  mitlake  probably  arofe 
from  fuelling  oaths  with  an  otkts,  which  I  Inve  often  met  with  in  our 
Authors,  and  in  other  writings  of  their  age.  Sward. 

11  Caroufe  her  health  in  cam 

And  candle*'  ends.] 

*  To  drink  off  candle?  end$  for  flap-dragons,* 

is  one  of  the  qualifications  which  FallUrF  afligns  for  Prince  Henry's 
Jove  for  Poins.  It  fccnis  to  have  been  a  cant  phrafe  amongft  drinker;!, 
which  hitherto  has  not  been  fatisraclorily  explained.  The  only 
illultration  \ve  can  give  of  it.  is  that  quoted  by  Mr.  Steevens,  from 
Nafti,  in  Pierce  Pcnnylefs  his  Supplication  to  the  Devil,  who  advifes 
hard  drinkers  '  to  have  fome  (hoeing-  horns  to  pull  on  their  wine,  as 
•  a  rafher  on  the  c^als,  or  a  red  herring  ;  or  to  ilir  it  about  with  a 
'  candle  't  end  to  make  it  t»fle  better,  £5V.'  R. 

From  this  paifage  it  fhould  feem  to  have  been  a  piece  of  gallantry 
to  drink  oft*  the  liquor  with  the  candles'  ends  in  it  ;  and  the  paffage  in 
Shakefpeare  prove*  it  was  cultomary  •  to  drink  off  candles  ends' 

Unblemifh'd 
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Unblemifh'd  home,  you  carried  out  ?  Or,  if  it  like 
There  be  two  chambermaids  within,  young  wenches, 
Handfome,  and  apt  for  exercife :  You  have  been  good, 

Sir, 

And  charitable,  tho'  I  fay  it,  fignior, 
To  fuch  poor  orphans.  And  now,  byth'way,  I  think 

on't, 

Your  young  rear-admiral,  I  mean  your  laft  baftard, 
Don  John,  you  had  by  lady  Blanch  the  dairy-maid, 
Is  by  an  academy  of  learned  gypfies, 
Forefeeing  fome  ftrange  wonder  in  the  infant, 
Stol'n  from  the  nurfe,  and  wanders  with  thofe  prophets. 
There  is  plate  in  the  parlour,  and  good  ftore,  Sir, 
When  you  want 1J ,  mall  fupply  it.     So  mod  humbly 
(Firft  rendering  my  due  fervice)  I  take  leave,  Sir ! 

[Exit, 
^ho.  Why,  Doll !  why,  Doll,  I  fay !  My  letter  fubb'd 

too. 

And  no  accefs  without  I  mend  my  manners  ? 
All  my  defigns  in  limbo  ?  I  will  have  her, 
Yes,  I  will  have  her,  tho'  the  devil  roar, 
I  am  relblv'd  that,  if  me  live  above  ground. 
I'll  not  be  bobb'd  i'  th'  nofe  with  every  bobtail. 
I  will  be  civil  too,  now  I  think  better, 
Exceeding  civil,  wondrous  finely  carried ; 
And  yet  be  mad  upon  occafion, 
And  ftark  mad  too,  and  fave  my  land  :  My  father, 
I'll  have  my  will  of  him,  howe'er  my  wench  goes. 

[Exit. 

Enter  Sebaftian  and  Launcelot* 

Seb.  Sirrah,  I  fay  ftill  you  have  fpoil'd  your  mafter : 

Leave  your  flitches I4 ! 
J  fay,  thou  haft  fpoil'd  thy  mafter. 
Laun.  I  fay,  how,  Sir  ? 
Seb.  Marry,    th'haft  taught  him,    like  an  arrant 

rafcal, 

'*  When  your  wants  Jhail fupply  it ."\  Former  editions.   Steward. 
**  Leave  jour  ftichcs,]  Probably  we  fhould  is*&fp<ecbes. 

Firft, 
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Firft,  to  read  perfectly,  which  on  my  blefiing 
I  warn'd  him  from  -9  for  I  knew  if  hejcead  once, 
He  was  a  loft  man.     Secondly,  Sir  Launcelot, 
Sir  lowly  Launcelot,  you  have  fuffer'd  him, 
Again  ft  my  power  firft,  then  againft  my  precept, 
To  keep  that  fimpering  fort  of  people  company, 
That  ibber  men  call  civil :  Mark  you  that,  Sir  ? 

Laun.  An't  pleafe  your  worfhip— — 

Seb.  It  does  not  pleafe  my  worfhip, 
Nor  fhall  not  pleaie  my  worfhip  1  Third  and  laftly, 
Which,  if  the  law  were  here,  I  would  hang  thee  for, 
(However,  I  will  lame  thee)  like  a  villain, 
Thou  haft  wrought  him 
Clean  to  forget  what  'tis  to  do  a  mifchief, 
A  handfome  mifchief,  fuchas  thou  knew'ftl  lov'd  well. 
My  fervants  all  are  found  now,  my  drink  four'd, 
Not  a  horfe  pawn'd,  nor  play'd  away-,  no  warrants 
Come  for  the  breach  of  peace  $ 
Men  travel  with  their  money,  and  nothing  meets  'em. 
I  was  accurs'd  to  fend  thee !  thou  wert  ever 
Leaning  to  lazinefs,  and  lofs  of  fpirit; 
Thou  flept'ft  itill  like  a  cork  upon  the  water. 

Laun.  Your  worfhip  knows,  I  ever  was  accounted 
The  moft  debofh'd — And,  pleafe  you  to  remember, 
(Every  day  drunk  too,  for  your  worfhip's  credit) 
I  broke  the  butler's  head  too. 

Set.  No,  bafe  palliard  IJ, 

I  do  remember  yet  that  onflaught  -,  thou  waft  beaten, 
And  fleu'ft  before  the  butler,  a  blackjack 
Playing  upon  thee  furioufly;  I  law  it; 
I  faw  thee  fcatcer'd,  rogue.     Behold  thy  mafter ! 

Enter  Thomas,  with  a  Book. 
Tbo.  What  fweet  content  dwells  herel 
Laun.  Put  up  your  book,  Sir; 
We  are  all  undone  elie. 

Seb.  Tom,  when  is  the  horfe-race  ? 


'»  Bafi  palliard,]  Palliard,  a  dcbaudvet  a  whore  maftr ;  from  the 
Fr fitch.  Skinner.  Sfivard. 

VOL.  IV.  C  c  no. 
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tfho.  I  know  not,  Sir. 

Seb.  You  will  be  there  ? 

^ho.  Not  I,  Sir; 
I  have  forgo t-thofejournies. 

Seb.  Spoil'd  for  ever !  * 

The  cocking  holds  at  Derby,  and  there  will  be 
Jack  Wild-Oats,  and  Will  Purfer. 

Tbo.  I  am  forry,  Sir, 

They  fhould  employ  their  timefo  flenderly ; 
Their  understandings  will  bear  better  courfes. 

Seb.   Yes,    I  will  marry  again! — But,    Monfieur 

Thomas, 

What  fay  you  to  the  gentleman  that  ehalleng'd  you 
Before  ye  went  *,  and  the  fellow  ye  fell  out  with  ? 

n&.  Oh,  good  Sir, 

Remember  not  thofe  follies.  Where  I  have  wrong'd,  Sir, 
(So  much Tve  now  learn'd  to  difcern  myfelf) 
My  means,  and  my  repentance  mall  make  even  j 
-Nor  do  I  think  it  any  imputation 
To  let  the  law  perfuade  me. 

Seb.  Any  woman ; 

I  care  not  of  what  colour,  or  complexion  ; 
Any  that  can  bear  children  !  Reft  you  merry !   [Exif. 

Laun.  Ye  have  utterly  undone,  clean  difcharg'd  me ; 
I'm  for  the  ragged  regiment. 

Tho.  Eight  languages^ 
And  wither  at  an  old  man's  words  ? 

Laun.  Oh,  pardon  me ! 

I  know  him  but  too  well.     Eightfcore,  I  take  it, 
Will  not  keep  me  from  beating,  if  not  killing : 
I'll  give  him  leave  to  break  a  leg,  and  thank  him. 
You  might  havefav'd  all  this,  and  fworn  a  little ; 
What  had  an  oath  or  two  been  ?  or  a  head  broke, 
Tho'  't  had  been  mine,  to  have  fatisfied  the  old  man  £ 

¥bo.  I'll  break  it  yet. 

Laun.  Now  'tis  too  late,  I  take  it. 
Will  you  be  drunk  to  night,  (a  lefs  entreaty 

*  Before  he  'went.'}  So  all  copies  ;    but  furely  erroneoufly,    as  the 
kail  attention  will  demonftrat£,  The  corruption  is  very  eafy.  .7-  #• 

Has 


MONSIEUR   THOMAS.       403 

Has  ferv'd  your  turn)  andfave  all  yet?  not  mad  drunk, 
For  then  you  are  the  devil;  yet  the  drunker, 
The  better  for  your  father  ftill.  Your  Hate  is  defperate, 
And  with  a  defperate  cure  you  muft  recover  it : 
Do  fomething,  do,  Sir  •,  do  fome  drunken  thing, 
Some  mad  thing,  or  fome  any  thing  to  help  us. 

Tbo.  Go  for  a  fidler  then  ;  the  poor  old  fidler 
That  fays  his  fongs.  But  firft,  where  lies  my  miftrefs? 
Did  you  enquire  out  that  ? 

Laun.  I'th'  lodge,  atone,  Sir, 
None  but  her  own  attendants. 

¥bo.  'Tis  the  happier : 

Away  then,  find  this  fidler,  and  do  not  mifs  me 
By  nine  o'clock. 

Laun.  Via"!  [Exit. 

^bo.  My  father's  mad  now, 
And  ten  to  one  will  difmherit  me : 
I'll  put  him  to  his  plunge,  and  yet  be  merry. 
What,  Rybabalde? 

%nter  Hylas  and  Sam. 

Hylas.  Don  Thomafio ! 
De  bene  venew  *. 

no.  I  do  embrace  your  body. 
How  doft  thou,  Sam  ? 

Sam.  The  fame  Sam  ftill ;  your  friend,  Sir. 
,    Ybo.  And  how  is't,  bouncing  boys? 

Hylas.  Thou  art  not  alter'd; 
They  faid  thou  wert  all  Monfieur. 

Tko.  Oh,  believe  it, 

I  am  much  alter'd,  much  another  way ; 
The  civil'ft  gentleman  in  all  your  country : 
Do  not  ye  fee  me  alter'd  ?  *  Yea  and  nay,'  gentlemen  •, 

16  Via.]  i.  e.   Away  ! 

?  A  vaunt,  dull  flat-cap  then  ? 

•  Via,  the  curtain  that  (had owed  Borgia  ! 

•  There  lie,  thou  huflc  of  my  envaffali'd  (late/ 

Eaftward  Hoe,  aft  ii. 

•  Come  now,  via,  aloune  to  Celia.' 

Marfton's  What  You  Will,  aft  ii.         R. 
*  Btnevenrw.]  A  corruption  of  bien  venue. 

C  c  a  A  much- 
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A  much-converted  man.  Where's  the  beft  wine,  boys  ? 

Hylas.  A  found  convertite  ! 

Tho.  What,  hail*  thou  made  up  twenty  yet  ? 

Hylas.  By'rlady, 

I've  giv'n  a  fhrewd  pufh  at  it,  for,  as  I  take  it, 
The  laft  I  fell  in  love  with  fcor'd  fixteen. 

^ho.  Look  to  your  Ikin;  Rambaldothe  fleepinggiant 
Will  roufe  and  rent  thee  piece-meal. 

Sam.  He  ne'er  perceives  'em 
Longer  than  looking  on. 

Tbo.  Thou  never  mean'ft  then 
To  marry  any  that  thou  lov'ft  ? 

Hylas.  No  furely, 

Nor  any  wife  man,  I  think.     Marriage  ? 
Would  you  have  me  now  begin  to  be  prentice, 
And  learn  to  cobble  other  mens'  old  boots  ? 

Sam.  Why,  you  may  take  a  maid. 

Hylas.  Where  ?  can  you  tell  me  ? 
Or,  if 'twere  poffible  I  might  get  a  maid, 
To  what  ufe  ihould  I  put  her  ?  look  upon  her, 
Dandle  her  upon  my  knee,  and  give  her  fugar-fops  ? 
All  the  new  gowns  i'th'  parim  will  not  pleafe  her, 
If  ilie  be  high  bred,  (for  there's  the  fport  Ihe  aims  at) 
Nor  all  the  feathers  in  the  Fryars. 

Ibo.  Then  take  a  widow, 
A  good  (launch  wench,  that's  thru 

Hylas.  And  begin  a  new  order  ? 
Live  in  a  dead  man's  monument  ?  Not  I,  Sir.. 
Fll  keep  mine  old  road,  a  true  mendicant; 
What  pleafure  this  day  yields  me,  I  ne'er  covet 
To  lay  up  for  the  morFow:  And  methinks  ever 
Another  man's  cook  drefles  my  diet  neateft. 

'tTbo.  Thou  waft  wont  to  love  old  women,  fat  and 

fiat-nos'd, 

And  thou  wouldft  fay  they  kifs'd  like  flounders,  flat 
All  the  face  over. 

Hylas.  I  have  had  fuch  damfels, 
Imuftconfefs. 

¥bo.  Thou  haft  been  a  precious  rogue. 

Sam, 
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Sam.  Only  his  eyes ;  and,  o*  my  conference, 
They  lie  with  half  the  kingdom. 

Enter  over  tbeflage^  Pbyflcians  and  others. 

Tbo.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Whither  go  all  thefe  men-menders,  thefe  phyficians  ? 
Whofe  dog  lies  fick  o'th*  mulligrubs  ? 

Sam.  Oh,  the  gentleman, 
The  young  fmug  fignior,  mailer  Valentine 
Brought  out  of  travel  with  him,  as  I  hear, 
Is  falPn  fick  o'th'  fudden,  defperate  fick  ; 
And  likely  they  go  thither. 

<Tbo.  Who?  young  Frank? 
The  only  temper'd  fpirit,  fcholar,  foldier, 
Courtier,  and  all  in  one  piece?  'tis  not  poflible. 

Enter  Alice. 

Sam.  There's  one  can  better  fatisfy  you. 

^bo.  Miftrefs  Alice, 
I  joy  to  fee  you,  lady. 

Alice.  Good  Monfieur  Thomas, 
You're  welcome  from  your  travel.     I  am  hafly ; 
A  gentleman  lies  fick,  Sir, 

^bo.  And  how  doft  thou  ? 
I  mud  know,  and  I  will  know. 

Alice.  Excellent  well ; 
As  well  as  may  be,  thank  you, 

Tbo.  I  am  glad  on't  ^ 
And,  prithee  hark ! 

Alice.  I  cannot  (lay. 

Tbo.  A  while,  Alice ! 

Sa m.  Ne'er  look  fo  narrowly ;  the  mark's  in  her 
mouth  (till. 

Hylas.  I'm  looking  at  her  legs ;  prithee  be  quiet. 

Alice.  I  cannot  flay. 

rbo.  Oh,  fweet  Alice  ! 

Hylas.  A  clean  inftep, 
And  that  I  love  as  life *7.     I  did  not  mark 

"7  And  that  I  love  a  life.']  I  don't  difcard  this  as  nonfenfe,  a  lift, 
for  fill  my  life  long,  or  for  a  great  deal,  might  poflibly  be  admitted  ; 

C  c  3  ?       but 
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This  woman  half  fo  well  before ;  how  quick 
And  nimble,  like  a  fhadow,  there  her  leg  fhew'd  ! 
By  th'  mafs,  a  neat  one !  the  colour  of  her  docking, 
A  much-inviting  colour. 

Alice.  My  good  Monfieu'r, 
I  have  no  time  to  talk  now. 

Hylas.  Pretty  breeches, 
Finely  becoming  too. 

no.  By  Heav'n- 

Alice.  She  will  not, 
I  can  afTure  you  that,  and  fo 

fbo.  But  this  word  ! 

Alice.  I  cannot,  nor  I  will  not.    Good  Lord  !  [Exit. 

Hylas.  Well,  you  mall  hear  more  from  me. 

Tfa  We'll  go  vifit ; 

'Tis  charity  -,  befides,  I  know  me  is  there  j 
And  under  vifitation  I  (hall  fee  her. 
Will  ye  along  ? 

Hylas.  By  any  means. 

<Tho.  Be  fure  then 

I  be  a  civil  man.     I've  fport  in  hand,  boys, 
Shall  make  mirth  for  a  marriage-day. 

fly  las.  Away  then,  [Exeunt, 

S  C  E  N  E     III. 

Enter  three  Phyjicians^  with  an  urinal. 

1  Phyf.  A  pleurify,   I  fee  it, 

2  Phyf.  I  rather  hold  it 
For  tremor  cordis. 

$  Phyf.  Do  you  mark  the  faces  ? 
'Tis  a  mofl  peftilent  contagious  fever-, 
A  furfeit,  a  plaguy  furfeit ;  he  muft  bleed, 

I  Phyf.  By  no  means. 

3  Phyf.  I  fay  bleed. 

I  Phyf.  I  fay  'tis  dangerous, 
The  perfon  being  fpent  fo  much  before-hand, 

but  'tis  moft  probable  that  the  Authors  made  uie  of  a  common  expreffion 
rather  than  fo  abitrufe  a  one,  unlefs  the  latter  happened  to  be  a  phrafe 
ef  that  age  now  become  obfokte.  .  Se*ward. 

And 
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And  nature  drawn  fo  low -,  clyfters,  cool  clyfters — 

2  Pbyf.  Now,  with  your  favours,  I  fhould  think  a 

vomit ; 

For,  take  away  the  caufe,  the  effect  muft  follow : 
The  ftomach's  foul  and  furr'd,  the  pot's  enflam'd  yet '*. 

3  Pbyf.  No,  no,  we'll  redtify  that  part  by  mild  means; 
Nature  fo  funk  muft  find  no  violence. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  Will't  pleafe  ye  draw  near?  The  weak  gentle 
man 
Grows  worfe  and  worfe  (till. 

1  Pbyf.  Come,  we  will  attend  him. 

2  Pbyf.  He  (hall  do  well,  my  fri«nd. 
Serv.  My  matter's  love,  Sir. 

i  Pbyf.   Excellent  well,  I  warrant  thee ;   right  and 
ftraight,  friend. 

3  Pbyf.  There's  no  doubt  in  him,  none  at  all ;  ne'er 

fear  him.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE     IV. 
Enter  Valentine  and  Michael. 

Mcb.  That  he  is  defperate  fick,  I  do  believe  well, 
And  that  without  a  fpeedy  cure  it  kills  him; 
But  that  it  lies  within  the  help  of  phyfick 
Now  to  reftore  his  health,  or  art  to  cure  him, 
Believe  it  you  are  cozen'd  ;  clean  befide  it. 
I'd  tell  you  the  true  caufe  too,  but  'twould  vex  you, 
Nay,  run  you  mad. 

Vol.  May  all  I  have  reftore  him  ? 

So  dearly  and  fo  tenderly  I  love  him 

(I  do  not  know  the  caufe  why)  yea,  my  life  too  ? 

Mcb.  Now  I  perceive  ye  fo  well  fet,  I'll  tell  you  ; 

18  The  pot's  unflam'd  jet.~\  The  ilomach  by  a  coarfe  metaphor  is 
here  calPd  the  pot,  but  zm/fawV  mould  either  be  enjlarndot  unclean  d\ 
the  former  is  nearer  the  trace  of  the  letters,  the  latter  makes  the  meta 
phor  more  confiilent,  and  is  the  more  common  expreffion.  I  prefer 
Che  latter,  but  think  it  not  material  which  takes  place.  Sward. 

.We  prefer  the  former,  it  being  nearer  the  old  text,  and  as  good  fenfe. 

C  C  4 
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Hei  mihi  quod  nullis  amor  eft  medicabilis  herbis ! 

Val.  'Twas  that  I  only  fear'd!  Good  friend,  go  from 

me; 

I  find  my  heart  too  full  for  further  conference. 
You  are  afTur'd  of  this  ? 

Mich.  'Twill  prove  too  certain  ; 
But  bear  it  nobly,  Sir ;  youth  hath  his  errors. 

VaL  I  mall  do,  and  1  thank  you;  'pray  you  no  words 
on't. 

Mich.  I  do  not  ufe  to  talk,  Sir.  [Exit. 

VaL  You  are  welcome. 
Is  there  no  conftancy  in  earthly  things, 
No  happiriefs  in  us  but  what  muft  alter  ? 
No  life  without  the  heavy  load  of  fortune  ? 
What  miferies  we  are,  and  to  onrfelves  ! 
Ev'n  then  when  full  content  feems  to  fit  by  us, 
What  daily  fores  and  forrows  ! 

:L;iT  :^l£'' 
Enter  Alice.    . 

Alice.  Oh,  dear  brother! 
The  gentleman,  if  ever  you  will  fee  him 
Alive,  as  I  think 

Enter  Cellide. 

Cel  Oh,  he  faints !  For  Heav'n's  fake, 
For  Heav'n's  fake,  Sir 

VaL  GO  comfort  him,  dear  fifler.  [Exit  Alice. 

And  one  word,  fweet,  with  you  ;  then  we'll  go  to  him. 
What  think  you  of  this  gentleman  ? 

Cel.  My  pity  thinks,  Sir, 
'Tis  great  misfortune  that  he  mould  thus  perifh. 

VaL  It  is,  indeed ;  but,  Cellide,  he  niuft  die. 

Cel.  That  were  a  cruelty,  when  care  may  cure  him. 
\Vhy  do  you  weep  fo,  Sir?  he  may  recover.  ' 

VaL  He  may,  but  with  much  danger.     My  fweet 

Cellide, 
You  have  a  powerful  tongue. 

Cel.  To  do  you  fervice. 

VaL  I  will  betray  his  grief:  He  loves  a  gentlewoman, 

A  frien4 
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A  friend  of  yours,  whofe  heart  another  holds ; 
He  knows  it  too ;  yet  fuch  a  fway  blind  fancy, 
And  his  not  daring  to  deliver  it, 
Have  won  upon  him,  that  they  mud  undo  him : 
Never  fo  hopeful  and  fo  fweet  a  fpirit 
Misfortune  fell  fo  foul  on. 

Cel.  Sure  (he's  hard-hearted, 
That  can  look  on  and  not  relent,  and  deeply, 
At  fuch  a  mifery.     She  is  not  married  ? 

Val.  Not  yet. 

Cel.  Nor  near  it  ? 

Val.  When  (he  pleafe. 

Cel.  And  pray,  Sir, 
Does  he  deferve  her  truly,  that  (he  loves  fo  ? 

Val.  His  love  may  merit  much,  his  perfon  little, 
For  there  the  match  lies  mangled. 

Cel.  Is  he  your  friend? 

Val.  He  mould  be,  for  he  is  near  me. 

Cel.  Will  not  he  die  then, 
When  th'  other  (hall  recover? 

Val.  You  have  pos'd  me. 

Cel.  Methinks  he  mould  go  near  it,  if  he  love  her, 
If  (he  love  him. 

Val.  She  does,  and  would  do  equal. 

Cel.  'Tis  a  hard  tafk  you  put  me  •,  yet,  for  your  fake, 
I  will  fpeak  to  her  :  All  the  art  I  have ; 
My  belt  endeavours  •,  all  his  youth  and  perfon, 
His  mind  more  full  of  beauties ;  all  his  hopes  ; 
The  memory  of  fuch  a  fad  example, 
111  fpoken  of,  and  never  old  ;  the  curfes 
Of  loving  maids,  and  what  may  be  alledg'd, 
I'll  lay  before  her.     What's  her  name  ?  Pm  ready. 

Val.  But  will  you  deal  effectually  ? 

Cel.  Mod  truly ; 
Nay,  were  it  myfelf,  at  your  entreaty. 

Val.  And  could  you  be  fo  pitiful  ? 

Cel.  So  dutiful, 
Becaufe  you  urge  it,  Sir. 
It  may  be  then 

It 
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It  is  yourfelf. 

CeL  It  is  indeed ;  I  know  it, 
And  now  know  how  you  love  me. 

Val.  Oh,  my  deareft. 

Let  but  your  goodnefs  judge ;  your  own  part's  pity ; 
Set  but  your  eyes  on  his  afflictions ; 
He's  mine,  and  fo  becomes  your  charge  :  But  think 
What  ruin  Nature  fuffers  in  this  young  man, 
What  lofs  humanity,  and  noble  manhood  *, 
Take  to  your  better  judgment  my  declining, 
My  age  hung  full  of  impotence  and  ills, 
My  body  budding  now  no  more  •,  feer  winter 
Hath  feal'd  that  fap  up ;  at  the  beft  and  happieft 
I  can  but  be  your  infant,  you  my  nurfe, 
And  how  unequal,  deareft  !  where  his  years, 
His  fweetnefs,  and  his  ever  fpring  of  goodnefs, 
My  fortunes  growing  in  him,  and  myfelf  too, 
Which  makes  .him  all  your  old  love — Mifconceive  not  \ 
I  fay  not  this  as  weary  of  my  bondage, 
Or  ready  to  infringe  my  faith ;  bear  witnefs, 
Thofe  eyes  that  I  adore  ftill,  thofe  lamps  that  light  me 
To  all  the  joy  I  have  ! 

CeL  You've  faid  enough,  Sir, 

And  more  than  e'er  I  thought  that  tongue  could  utter; 
But  you're  a  man,  a  falfe  man  top  ! 

Val  DearCellide! 

CeL  And  now,  to  fhew  you  that  I  am  a  woman 
Robb'd  of  her  reft,  and  fool'd  out  of  her  fondnefs, 
The  gentleman  mall  live,  and,  if  he  love  me, 
Ye  fhall  be  both  my  triumphs.     I  will  to  him ; 
And,  as  you  carelefly  fling  off  your  fortune, 
And  now  grow  weary  of  my  eafy  winning, 
So  will  I  lofe  the  name  of  Valentine, 
From  henceforth  all  his  flatteries-,  and,  believe  it, 
Since  you've  fo  {lightly  parted  with  affection, 
And  that  affection  you  have  pawn'd  your  faith  for, 
From  this  hour  no  repentance,  vows,  nor  prayers, 
Shall  pluck  me  back  again  :  What  I  fhall  do, 
(Yejt  I  will  undertake  his  cure)  expect  it. 
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Shall  minifter  no  comfort,  no  content, 

To  either  of  ye,  but  hourly  more  vexations  ! 

Val.  Why,  let  him  die  then. 

Cel.  N«H  fo  much  I've  lov'd 
To  be  commanded  by  you,  that  ev'n  now, 
Ev'n  in  my  hate,  I  will  obey  your  wifhes. 

Val  What  mall  I  do  ? 

Cel.  Die  like  a  fool  unforrow'd, 
A  bankrupt  fool,  that  flings  away  his  treafure! 
I  mud  begin  my  cure. 

Val.  And  I  my  crofles. 


ACT     III.        SCENE     I. 

Francis  fick,  Pbyficians^  and  an  Apofbecary. 

I  Pbyf.  f^\  L  A  P  on  the  cataplafm. 

\^J       Fran.  Good  gentlemen, 
Good  learned  gentlemen 

2  Pbyf.  And  fee  thofe  broths  there, 

Ready  within  this  hour.     Pray  keep  your  arms  in  j 
The  air  is  raw,  and  miniftcrs  much  evil. 

Fran.  Pray  leave  me  •,  1  befeech  ye  leave  me,  gen* 

tlemen ; 

I  have  no  other  ficknefs  but  your  prefence. 
Convey  your  cataplafms  to  thofe  that  need  'em, 
Your  vomits,  and  your  clyfters. 

3  Pbyf.  Pray  be  rul'd,  Sir. 

1  Pbyf.  Bring  in  the  lettice  cap.     You  muft  be 

fhav'd,  Sir, 
And  then  how  fuddenly  we'll  make  you  deep ! 

Fran.  'Till  dooms-day.  What  unneceflary  nothings 
Are  thefe  about  a  wounded  mind  ? 

2  Pbyf.  How  do  ye  ? 

Fran.  What  queftions  they  propound  too !  How  do 

you,  Sir? 
J'm  glad  to  fee  you  well. 
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3  Phyf.  A  great  diftemper ;  it  grows  hotter  ftill. 

1  Phyf.  Open  your  mouth,  I  pray,  Sir. 
fran.  And  can  you  tell  me 

How  old  I  am  then  ?  There's  my  hand  -,  pray  mew  me 
How  many  broken  mins  within  this  two  year. 
Who  would  be  thus  in  fetters  ?  Good  mafter  do6lor, 
And  you,  dear  do&or,  and  the  third  fweet  doctor, 
And  precious  mafter  apothecary,  I  do  pray  ye 
To  give  me  leave  to  live  a  little  longer : 
Ye  ftand  before  rne  like  my  blacks. 

2  Phyf.  5Tis  dangerous  ; 
for  now  his  fancy  turns  too. 

Enter  Cellidc. 

Cel.  By  your  leave,  gentlemen  ; 
And  pray  ye  your  leave  awhile  too;  I  have  fomething 
Of  fecret  to  impart  unto  the  patient. 

1  Phyf.  With  all  our  hearts. 

3  Phyf.  Ay,  marry,  fuch  a  phyfick 

May  chance  to  find  the  humour.     Be  not  long,  Ia4y, 
For  we  muft  minifter  within  this  half-hour. 

Cel.  You  mall  not  flay  for  me.    [Exeunt  Phyficians. 

Fran.  'Would  you  were  all  rotten, 
That  ye  might  only  intend  one  another's  itches  ! 
Or  would  the  gentlemen,  with  one  confent, 
Would  drink  fmall  beer  but  feven  years,  and  aboliih 
That  wildfire  of  the  blood,  unfatiate  wenching, 
That  your  two  Indies,  Iprings  and  falls,  might  fail.ye  ! 
What  torments  theie  intruders  into  bodies 

Cel.  How  do  yoo,  worthy  Sir  ? 

Fran.  Blefs  me,  what  beams 
Flew  from  thofe  angel  eyes  !  Oh,  what  a  mifery, 
What  amoft  ftudied  torment,  'tis  to  me  now 
To  be  an  honeft  man  !  Dare  you  fit  by  me  ? 

Cel.  Yes,  and  do  more  than  that  too,  comfort  you  j 
I  fee  you've  need. 

Fran.  You  are  a  fair  phyfician  : 
You  bring  no  bitternefs  gilt  o'er,  to  gull  us, 
No  danger  in  your  looks  ;  yet  there  my  death  lies ! 
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Cel.  I  would  be  forry,  Sir,  my  charity, 
And  my  good  wifhes  for  your  health,  mould  merit 
So  ftubborn  a  conftrudion.     Will  it  pleafe  you 
To  tafte  a  little  of  this  cordial  ? 

Enttr  Valentine,  privately. 
For  this  I  think  mud  cure  you. 

Fran.  Of.  which,  lady?— 
Sure  (he  has  found  my  grief. — Why  do  you  bluih  fo  ? 

Cel.  Do  you  not  underfland  ?  of  this,  this  cordial. 

Vol.  Oh,  my  affl  idled  heart !  She's  gone  for  ever. 

Fran.  What  Heaven  you  have  brought  me,  lady! 

Cel.  Do  not  wonder : 

For  'tis  not  impudence,  nor  want  of  honour, 
Makes  me  do  this  •,  but  love,  to  fave  your  life,  Sir, 
Your  life  too  excellent  to  lofe  in  wifhes ; 
Love,  virtuous  love. 

Fran.  A  virtuous  blefllng  crown  you  ! 
Oh,  goodly  fweet,  can  there  be  fo  much  charity, 
So  noble  a  compaflion  in  that  heart, 
That's  fill'd  up  with  another's  fair  affections  ? 
Can  mercy  drop  from  thofe  eyes? 
Can  miracles  be  wrought  upon  a  dead  man, 
When  all  the  power  you  have  '9,  and  perfect  object,, 
Lies  in  another's  light,  and  his  deferves  it? 

Cel.  Do  not  defpair;  nor  do  not  think  too  boldly 
I  dare  abufe  my  promife :  'Twas  your  friend's, 
And  fofaft  tied  I  thought  no  time  could  ruin: 
But  lb  much  has  your  danger,  and  that  fpell 
The  powerful  name  of  Friend,  prevailed  above  him" 
To  whom  I  ever  owe  obedience, 
That  here  I  am,  by  his  command,  to  cure  ye ; 

'9  WLe*  all  ilx  power  ye  bave,  and  perfcB  okjctt 

Lies  in  ar.ithr*  light.]  The  latter  part  of  the  fir  ft  line  feems  fo 
have  a  very  fine  thought  very  ftifly  exprefs'd.  J  have  ventur'd  there 
fore  upon  the  change  of  a  monofyllable  which  I  hope  will  render  it 
clc^r,  and  was  probably  the  original.  Scward. 

Air.  Scwaid  uaJs,  THIS  i>.-rfcfl  oljeft  \    but  the  old  reading  was 
'e<ju:i!ly  dear,  and  not  more  liifly  exprelTcd. 

20  /Wa/«/YVabove  him.]  Above  Mm,  in  this  place,  feems  to  fignify 
en  him,  or  over  lijn. 

Nay 
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Nay  more,  for  ever,  by  his  full  refignment  •, 
And  willingly  I  ratify  it. 

Fran.  Hold,  for  Heaven  fake  ! 
Muft  my  friend's  mifery  make  me  a  triumph? 
Bear  I  that  noble  name,  to  be  a  traitor  ? 
Oh,  virtuous  goodnefs,  keep  thyfelf  untainted : 
You  have  no  power  to  yield,  nor  he  to  render, 
Nor  I  to  take :  I  am  refolv'd  to  die  firft ! 

Vol.  Ha!  fay'fl  thou  fo?  Nay,  then  thou  fhalt  not 
perim. 

Fran.  Andtho'  I  love  ye  above  the  light  mines  on  me; 
Beyond  the  wealth  of  kingdoms,  free  content "  j 
Sooner  would  fnatch  at  fuch  a  bleffing  ofFer'd 
Than  at  my  pardon'd  life  by  the  law  forfeited; 
Yet,  yet,  oh,  noble  beauty,  yet,  oh,  Paradile, 
(For  you  are  all  the  wonder  reveal'd  of  it)  * 
Yet  is  a  gratitude  to  be  preferv'd, 
A  worthy  gratitude,  to  one  moft  worthy 
The  name  and  noblenefs  of  friends. 

Cel.  Pray  tell  me, 

If  I  had  never  known  that  gentleman, 
Would  you  not  willingly  embrace  my  offer  ? 

Fran.  D'you  make  a  doubt  ? 

Cel.  And  can  you  be  unwilling, 
He  being  old  and  impotent?  his  aim  too 
Levell'd  at  you,  for  your  good  ?  not  conftrain'd, 
But  out  of  cure,  and  counfel?  Alas,  confider, 

Z1  Beyond  the  wealth  of  kingdoms,  free  content.]  If  content  be  a 
fubflantive  it  feems  unneceffary,  and  an  anticlimax:  For  though  con 
tent  be  philosophically  preferable  to  the  wealth  of  kingdoms,  it  will 
not  be  allow'd  fo  in  poetry,  as  it  is  not  in  common  life.  The  old 
quarto  reads  content  with  a  fmall  c ;  I  therefore  make  it  an  adjective, 
taken  as  the  former  adverbially,  and  connect  it  with  the  following  fen- 
tence.  /  would  freely  and  contentedly  fooner  fnatch  at  fuch  a  blejfing. 

Seaward. 
Mr.  Seward  prints  thus ; 

Beyond  the  wealth  of  kingdoms  ;  freet  content, 
Sooner  would  fnatcb  at  fitch  a  bleffing,  &c. 

In  the  old  qua-rto,  fubftantives  are  notdiilinguifhedby  capitals ;  that, 
therefore,  is  no  argument ;  and  the  old  reading  is  better  fenfe,  and 
moll  poetical :  Mr.  Sevvard's  is  hard,  ftiff,  cold,  and  uncouth. 

Play 
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Play  but  the  woman  with  me",  and  confider, 
As  he  himfelf  does,  and  I  now  dare  fee  it, 
Truly  conGder,  Sir,  what  mifery 

Fran.  For  Virtue's  lake,  take  heed  ! 

Cel.  What  lofs  of  youth, 
What  everlafting  banifhment  from  that 
Our  years  do  only  covet  to  arrive  at, 
Equal  affe&ionsz;,  born  and  fhot  together? 
What  living  name  can  dead  age  leave  behind  him, 
What  aft  of  memory  *4,  but  fruitlefs  doting  ? 

Fran.  This  cannot  be. 

Cel.  To  you,  unlefs  you  apply  it 
With  more  and  firmer  faith,  and  fo  digeft  it ; 
I  fpeak  but  of  things  poflible,  not  done, 
Nor  like  to  be;  a  poflet  cures  your  ficknefs, 
And  yet  I  know  you  grieve  this  •,  and  howfoever 
The  worthinefs  of  friend  may  make  you  dagger, 
(Which  is  a  fair  thing  in  you)  yet,  my  patient, 
My  gentle  patient,  I  would  fain  fay  more, 
If  you  would  underiland. 

Vol.  Oh,  cruel  woman! 

Cel.  Yet  fure  your  ficknefs  is  not  fo  forgetful, 
Nor  you  fo  willing  to  be  loft ! 

Fran.  Pray  flay  there : 

Methinks  you  are  not  fair  now ;  methinks  more, 
That  modefl  virtue,  men  deliver'd  of  you, 
Shews  but  like  fhadow  to  me,  thin  and  fading  ! 

Val  Excellent  friend  ! 

Fran.  You  have  no  mare  in  goodnefs  j 
You  are  belied ;  you  are  not  Cellide, 

11  Play  but  the  woman  'with  me.]  i.  e.  Suppofe  yourfclf,  as  I  am, 
a  woman. 

**  Equal  affe&ions       .  and  Jhot  together.]  Thus  the  quarto  and 
folio.      Mr.  Seward, 

Equal  ajfefiions,  and  Jhot  up  together. 
We  think  it  more  probable  that  the  word  born  fhould  fupply  the  void  ; 

E<iuatajfeBiQn$y  born  and  Jhot  together. 

**  What  art  of  memory]  Mr.  Theobald  recommends  reading,  ACT 
•f  memory,  and  we  think  him  right. 

The 
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The  modeft,  the  immaculate 2J !  Who  are  you  ? 
For  I  will  know  !  What  devil,  to  do  mifchief 
Unto  my  virtuous  friend,  hath  mifted  fhapes 
With  that  unblemifh'd  beauty  ? 

Cel.  Do  not  rave,  Sir, 

Nor  let  the  violence  of  thoughts  diftrac"t  you  : 
You  mall  enjoy  me ;  I  am  yours  ;  I  pity, 
By  thofe  fair  eyes  I  do. 

Fran.  Oh,  double-hearted ! 
Oh,  woman,  perfect  woman  !  what  diffraction 
Was  meant  to  mankind  when  thou  waft  made  a  devil ! 
What  an  inviting  hell  invented !  Tell  me, 
And,  if  you  yet  remember  what  is  goodnefs, 
Tell  me  by  that,  and  truth,  can  one  fo  cherifh'd, 
So  fainted  in  the  foul  of  him  whofe  fervice 
Is  almoft  turn'd  to  fuperftition, 
Whofe  every  day  endeavours  and  defires 
Offer  themielves  like  incenfe  on  your  altar, 
Whofe  heart  holds  no  intelligence  but  holy 
And  moft  religious  with  his  love,  whofe  life 
(And  let  it  ever  be  rernember'd,  lady) 
Is  drawn  out  only  for  your  ends 

Val.  Oh,  miracle  ! 

Fran.  Whole  all,  and  every  part  of  man  (pray  mark 

me26) 

Like  ready  pages  wait  upon  your  pleafures, 
Whofe  breath  is  but  your  bubble. — Can  you,  dare  you, 
Muft  you,  caft  off  this  man,  (tho*  he  were  willing, 
Tho',  in  a  nobienefs  to  crofs  my  danger, 
His  friendfhip  clurft  confirm  it)  without  bafenefs, 
Without  the  itain  of  honour  ?  Shall  not  people 
Say  liberally  hereafter,  fc  There's  the  lady 
'  That  loft  her  father,  friend,  herfelf,  her  faith  too, 
*  To  fawn  upon  a  flranger;'  for  aught  you  know 
As  faithleis  as  yourfeif,  in  love  as  fruitlefs  ? 

Val.  Take  her,  with  ail  my  heart !  Thou  art fohoneft 

-->  Tbf  modeft i  unaculate.]  So  quarto  ;  the  folio,  immaculate ;  and 
Mr,  Seward  adds  the  article  the,  to  complete  the  verfe. 
a6  Pray  make  me.]  Correded  by  Mr.  Seward. 

That 


MONSIEUR    THOMAS.       417 

That  'tis  moft  necefiary  I  be  undone. 

With  all  my  foul  poffcfs  her 1;.  [Exit. 

Cel.  'Till  this  minute, 

I  fcorn'd  and  hated  you,  and  came  to  cozen  you  ; 
Utter'd  thofe  things  might  draw  a  wonder  on  me, 
To  make  you  mad. 

Fran.  Good  Heav'n,  what  is  this  woman  ? 

Cel.  Nor  did  your  danger,  but  in  charity, 
Move  me  a  whit ;  nor  you  appear  unto  me 
More  than  a  common  object :  Yet  now  truly, 
Truly,  and  nobly,  I  do  love  you  dearly, 
And  from  this  hour  you  are  the  man  I  honour ; 
You  are  the  man,  the  excellence,  the  honefty, 
The  only  friend :  And  I  am  glad  your  ficknefs 
Fell  fo  moft  happily  at  this  time  on  you, 
To  make  this  truth  the  world's. 

Fran.  Whither  d'  you  drive  me  ? 

Cel.  Back  to  your  honefty ;  make  that  good  ever ; 
'Tis  like  a  ftrong-built  caftle,  feated  high, 
That  draws  on  all  ambitions ;  ftill  repair  it, 
Still  fortify  it :  There  are  thoufand  foes, 
Befides  the  tyrant  Beauty,  will  aflail  it : 
Look  to  your  centinels  that  watch  it  hourly, 
Your  eyes,  let  them  not  wander ! 

Fran.  Is  this  ferious, 
Or  does  (he  play  ftill  with  me  ? 

Cel.  Keep  your  ears, 

The  two  main  ports  that  may  betray  you,  ftrongly 
From  light  belief  firft,  then  from  flattery, 
Efpecially  where  woman  beats  the  parley ; 
The  body  of  your  ftrength,  your  noble  heart, 
From  ever  yielding  to  difhoneft  ends, 
Ridg'd  round  about  with  virtue,  that  no  breaches, 
No  fubtle  mines  may  meet  you ! 

Fran.  How  like  the  fun 
Labouring  in  his  eclipfe,  dark,  and  prodigious, 

*7  Cel.  With  all  my  foul  po/efs  her.}    The  giving  this  to  CilliJ* 
is  a  very  grofs  error  which  has  run  through  all  the  editions. 

SewarJ- 

VOL.  IV.  P  4  She 
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She  Ihew'd  'till  now  !  when  having  won  his  way, 
How  full  of  wonder  he  breaks  out  again, 
And  fheds  his  virtuous  beams  !   Excellent  angel, 
For  no  lefs  can  that  heav'nly  mind  proclaim  thee, 
Honour  of  all  thy  fex,  let  it  be  lawful 
(And  like  a  pilgrim  thus  I  kneel  to  beg  it, 
Not  with  profane  lips  now,  nor  burnt  affections, 
But,  reconcil'd  to  faith,  with  holy  wiflies), 
To  kifs  that  virgin  hand  ! 

Cel.  Take  you rdefire,  Sir, 
And  in  a  nobler  way,  for  I  dare  truft  you  ^ 
No  other  fruit  my  love  muft  ever  yield  you, 
I  fear,  no  more  !  Yet  your  moil  conftant  memory 
(So  much  I'm  wedded  to  that  worthinefs) 
Shall  ever  be  my  friend,  companion,  huiband. 
Farewell,  and  fairly  govern  your  affe&ions  •, 
Stand,  and  deceive  me  not !  Oh,  noble  young  man, 
I  love  thee  with  my  foul,  but  dare  not  fay  it ! 
Once  more,  farewell,  and  profper  !  [Exit, 

Fran.  Goodnefs  guide  thee ! 
My  wonder,  like  to  fearful  fhapes  in  dreams, 
Has  waken'd  me  out  of  my  fit  of  folly, 
But  not  to  make  it  off.     A  fpell  dwells  in  me, 
A  hidden  charm,  fhot  from  this  beauteous  woman, 
That  fate  can  ne'er  avoid,  nor  phyfick  find  ; 
And,  by  her  counfel  ftrengthen'd,  only  this 
Is  all  the  help  I  have,  I  love  fair  Virtue. 
Well,  fomething  I  muft  do,  to  be  a  friend  •, 
Yet  I  am  poor,  and  tardy :  Something  for  her  too, 
Tho'  I  can  never  reach  her  excellence, 
Yet  but  to  give  an  offer  at  a  greatnefs. 

Enter  Valentine^  Thomas^  Hy/as,  and  Sam.     . 
Vol.  Be  not  uncivil,  Tom,  and  take  your  pleafure. 
Tho.  DJ  you  think  I'm  mad  ?  You'll  give  me  leave 
To  try  her  fairly  ? 
VaL  Do  your  beft. 

*tbo.  Why  there,   boy 

But  where's  the  fick  man  ? 

Hyfa. 
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Hylas.  Where  are  the  gentlewomen 
That  fhould  attend  him  ?  there's  the  patient. 
Methinks  thefe  women 

¥bo.  Thou  think'ft  nothing  elfe. 

Val.  Go  to  him,  friend,  and  comfort  him;  I'll  lead  ye. 
Oh,  my  beft  joy,  my  worthieft  friend,  pray  pardon  me. 
I  am  fo  over-joy'd  I  want  expreflion  : 
I  may  live  to  be  thankful.     Bid  your  friends  welcome ! 

[Exit. 

Tbo.  How  doft  thou,  Frank  ?  how  doft  thou,  boy  ? 

Bear  up,  man ! 

What,  fhrink  i'  th'  linews  for  a  little  ficknefs  ? 
Deavolo  morte. 

Fran.  I  am  o'  th'  mending  hand. 

2^(7.  How  like  a  flute  thou  fpeak'ft  !  '  O'  th'  mend 
ing  hand,'  man  ? 
*  Gogs  bores,  I'm  well !'  Speak  like  a  man  of  worftiip. 

Fran.  Thou  art  a  mad  companion;  never  (laid,  Tom? 

*Tbo.  Let  rogues  be  ftaid  that  have  no  habitation*8; 
A  gentleman  may  wander.     Sit  thee  down,  Frank, 
And  fee  what  I  have  brought  thee.    Come,  difcover ; 
Open  the  fcene,  and  let  the  work  appear. 
A  friend,  at  need,  you  rogue,  is  worth  a  million. 

Fran.  What  haft  thou  there  ?  a  julep  ? 

Hylas.  He  muft  not  touch  it ; 
'Tis  prefcnt  death. 

Tho.  You  are  an  afs,  a  twirepipe, 
A  Jeffery  John  Bo-peep  !  Thou  minifter  *  ? 
Thou  mend  a  left-handed  pack-faddle.  Out,  puppy ! 
My  friend,  Frank,  but  a  very  foolifli  fellow. 
Doft  thou  fee  that  bottle  ?  View  it  well. 

Fran.  I  do,  Tom. 

*'  Let  rogues  be  ftaid  that  have  no  habitation.]  The  negative,  here, 
i>  certainly  put  inilead  of  its  reverfe,  but  it  has  run  through  all  the 
editions,  though  it  quite  fpoils  the  humour  of  the  paflage.  Senvartl. 

Mr.  Seward,who  ieems  to  have  overlooked  both  the  humour  and  the 
fenfe  ef  the  pajfoge,  reads, 

Let  rogues  be  ft  aid,  that  have  an  habitation. 
No  is  clearly  right,  and  a  gentleman  may  'wander  confirms  it. 

•  Mimijler.]  So  all  the  editions.  The  following  words  prove  the 
propriety  of  our  alteration. 

D  d  2  no. 
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no.  There  be  as  many  lives  in't  as  a  cat  carries  «, 
'Tis  everlafting  liquor. 

Fran.  What? 

<Tbo.  Old  fack,  boy, 
Old  reverend  fack*9,  which,  for  aught  that  I  can  read 

yet, 

Was  that  philofopher's  (lone  the  wife  king  Ptolomeus 
Did  all  his  wonders  by. 

Fran.  I  fee  no  harm,  Tom, 
Drink  with  a  moderation. 

Tho.  Drink  with  fugar, 

Which  I  have  ready  here,  and  here  a  glafs,  boy, 
Take  me  without  my  tools  ? 

Sam.  Pray,  Sir,  be  temperate  ; 
You  know  your  own  ftate  beft. 

Fran.  Sir,  I  much  thank  you, 
And  lhall  be  careful  :  Yet  a  glafs  or  two, 
So  fit  1  find  my  body,  and  that  fo  needful  -- 

Tbo.  Fill  it,  and  leave  your  fooling.     Thou  fay'fl 
true,  Frank-  -- 

Hylas.  Where  are  thefe  women,  I  fay  ? 

fbo.  'Tis  moft  neceflary  •, 

Hang  up  your  juleps,  and  your  Portugal  poflets, 
Your  barley  broths,  and  forrel  fops  3°  -9  they're  mangy, 
And  breed  the  fcratches  only:  Give  me  fack  ! 
(I  wonder  where  this  wench  is  tho'.)    Have  at  thee  1 

Hylas.  So  long,  and  yet  no  bolting  ? 

Fran.  Do  ;  I'll  pledge  thee. 

tTbo.  Take  it  off  thrice,  and  then  cry  '  heigh  !'  like  a 

huntfman, 

With  a  clear  heart  ;  and  no  more  fits  I  warrant  thee  : 
The  only  cordial,  Frank.        \_Pbyf.  and  Serv.  within. 

I  Pbyf.  Are  the  things  ready  ? 
is  the  barber  come  ? 


Z9  Old  reverend  fack,  which,  £c.]  Alluding  to  the  grand  elixir  of 
the  alchymifts,  which  they  pretended  would  reilore  youth  and  con 
fer  immortality.  .#. 

10  Sorrel  fops.']  Thefe  are  now  the  green  fauce  ufed  to  green  geefe  ; 
but  as  this  exprefiion  often  occurs  in  our  Authors  for  fome  liquor  drunk 
in  ficknefs^  it  was  probably  a  cuilora  to  make  a  fort  of  tea  of  forrel  in 
ibrders.  *' 
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Serv.  An  hour  ago,  Sir. 

i  Pbyf.  Bring  out  the  oils  then. 

Fran.  Now  or  never,  gentlemen, 
Do  me  a  kindnefs,  and  deliver  me. 

Tbo.  From  whom,  boy  ? 

Fran.  From  theie  things  that  talk  within  there; 
Phyficians,  Tom,  phyficians,  fcow'ring-fiicks : 
They  mean  to  read  upon  me. 

Enter  three  Pbyficians,  Apothecary  ,  and  Barber. 

Hylas.  Let  'cm  enter. 

no.  And  be  thou  confident  we  will  deliver  thec. 
For,  look  ye,  doftor ;  fay  the  devil  were  fick  now, 
His  horns  faw'd  off,  and  his  head  bound  with  a  biggen, 
Sick  of  a  calenture,  taken  b,  a  furfeit 
Of  (linking  fouls  at  his  nephew's  at  St.  Dunftans  ll, 
What  would  you  minifter  upon  the  fudden  ? 
Your  judgment,  fhort  and  found. 

i  Pbyf.  A  fool's  head. 

Tbo.  No,  Sir, 

It  muft  be  a  phyfician's,  for  three  caufes : 
The  firft,  becaufe  it  is  a  bald-head  likely, 
Which  will  down  eafily  without  applepap. 

3  Pbyf.  A  main  caufe  ! 

Tbo.  So  it  is,  and  well  confider'd. 
The  fecond,  for  'tis  fill'd  with  broken  Greek,  Sir, 
Which  will  fo  tumble  in  his  ftomach,  doctor, 
And  work  upon  the  crudities,  (conceive  me) 
The  fears  and  the  fiddle-firings  within  it, 
Thatthofe  damn'd  fouls  muft  difembogue  again. 

Hylas.  Or  meeting  with  the  Stygian  humour—— 

rbo.  Right,  Sir. 

Hylas.  Forc'd  with  a  cataplafm  of  crackers 

Tbo.  Ever. 

Hylas.  Scour  all  before  him,  like  a  fcavenger. 

'Tbo.  Satisfecifti)  domine.     My  laft  caufe, 
My  laft  is,  and  not  lead,  moft  learned  doctors, 

*'  At  bis  nephews,  and  St.  Dunjlans.]    The  neceflity  of  the  flight 
change  made  here  muft  appear  to  every  reader.  Seward. 

D  d  3  Becaufe 
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Becaufe  in  moft  phyficians'  heads  (I  mean  thofe 
That  are  moft  excellent,  and  old  withal, 
And  angry,  tho'  a  patient  fay  his  prayers, 
And  Paracelfians  that  do  trade  with  poifons,     . 
We  have  it  by  tradition  of  great  writers) 
There  is  a  kind  of  toad-ftone  bred,  whofe  virtue, 
The  dodtor  being  dried 

1  Phyf.  We  are  abus'd,  Sirs. 

Hylas.  I  take  it  fo,  or  {hall  be.  For,  fay  the  belly-ake, 
Caus'd  by  an  inundation  of  peafe-porridge, 
Are  we  therefore  to  open  the  port  vein, 
Or  the  port  efquiline  ? 

Sam.  A  learned  queftion  ! 
Or  grant  the  diaphragma  by  a  rupture, 
The  fign  being  then  in  the  head  of  Capricorn 

Tho.  Meet  with  the  pafiion  Huperchondriaca, 
And  fo  caufe  a  carnofity  in  the  kidnies, 
Muftnot  the  brains,  being  butter'd  with  this  humour — 
Anfwer  me  that. 

Sam.  Moft  excellently  argued ! 

2  Phyf.  The  next  fit  you  will  have,  my  moft  fine 

fcholar, 

Bedlam  mall  find  a  falve  for.  Fare  you  well,  Sir  1 
We  came  to  do  you  good,  but  thefe  young  doctors 
It  feems  have  bor'd  our  nofes. 

3  Phyf.  Drink  hard,  gentlemen, 

And  get  unwholefome  drabs  :  'Tis  ten  to  one  then 
We  mall  hear  further  from  ye,  your  note  alter'd. 

[Exeunt  Phyf.  Apoth.  &f  Barber. 
T'ho.     And  wilt  thou  be  gone,  fays  one? 
Hylas.  And  wilt  thou  be  gone,  fays  t'  other  ? 
Tho.        Then  take  the  odd  crown, 

To  mend  thy  old  gown, 
Sam.     And  we'll  be  gone  all  together, 
Fran.  My  learned  Tom  ! 

Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  Sir,  the  young  gentlewomen 
Sent  me  to  fee  what  company  you  had  with  you ; 

They 
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They  much  defire  to  vifit  you. 

Fran.  Pray  you  thank  'cm, 
And  tell  'em  my  mod  ficknei's  is  their  abfence : 
You  fee  my  company. 

Tbo.  Come  hither,  Crab ; 
Whai  gentlewomen  are  thefe  ?  my  miftrefs  ? 

Sen;.  Yes,  Sir. 

Hylas.  And  who  elfe  ? 

Serv.  Miftrefs  Alice. 

Hylas.  Oh! 

Tbo.  Hark  you,  firrah, 
No  word  of  my  being  here,  unlefs  me  know  it. 

Serv.  I  do  not  think  me  does. 

Tbo.  Take  that,  and  mum  then. 

Serv.  You've  tied  my  tongue  up.  [Exit. 

Tbo.  Sit  you  down,  good  Francis, 
And  not  a  word  of  me  till  you  hear  from  me ; 
And,  as  you  find  my  humour,  follow  it. 
You  two  come  hither,  and  (land  clofe,  unfeen,  boys, 
And  do  as  I  mall  tutor  you. 

Fran.  What,  new  work  ? 

Tbo.  Prithee  no  more,  but  help  me  now. 

Hylas.  I  would  fain  talk 
Wi'th*  gentlewomen. 

Tbo.  Talk  wi'th*  gentlewomen? 
Of  what,  forfooth?  whofe  maidenhead  the  laft  mafk 
Suffer'd  impreflion  ?  or  whofe  clyfter  wrought  bcft  ? 
Take  me  as  I  mall  tell  thee. 

Hylas.  To  what  end  ? 
What  other  end  came  we  along? 

Sam.  Be  rul'd  tho'. 

Tbo.  Your  weafel  face  muft  needs  be  ferreting 
About  thefarthingale !  Do  as  I  bidyou,or  by  this  light— 

Hylas.  Come  then. 

^Tbo.  Stand  clofe,  and  mark  me. 

Fran.  All  this  forc'd  foollery  will  never  do  it. 

Enter  dlice  and  Mary. 

Alice.  I  hope  we  bring  you  health,  Sir  :  How  is't 
with  you  ? 

D  d  4  Mary. 
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Mary. You  look  far  better,  truft  me.  Thefrefh  colour 
Creeps  now  again  into  his  cheeks. 

Alice.  Your  enemy, 

I  fee,  has  done  his  worft.     Come,  we  muft  have  you 
Lufty  again,  and  frolick,  man ;  leave  thinking. 

Mary.  Indeed  it  does  you  harm,  Sir. 

Frank.  My  beft  vifitants, 
I  mall  be  govern'd  by  you. 

Alice.  You  mall  be  well  then, 
And  fuddenly,  and  foundly  well. 

Mary.  This  air,  Sir, 
Having  now  feafon'd  you,  will  keep  you  ever. 

fbo.  No,  no,  I  have  no  hope  !  nor  is  it  fit,  friends, 
(My  life  has  been  fo  lewd,  my  loofe  condition, 
Which  I  repent  too  late,  fo  lamentable) 
That  any  thing  but  curies  light  upon  me ; 
Exorbitant  in  all  my  ways  I 

Alice.  Who's  that,  Sir  ? 
Another  fick  man  ? 

Mary.  Sure  I  know  that  voice  well. 

Tho.  In  all  my  courfes  curelefs  difobedience 3*  \ 

Fran.  What  a  ftrange  fellow's  this  ? 

Tho.  No  counfel,  friends, 
No  look  before  I  leap'd. 

Alice.  D'you  know  the  voice,  Sir  ? 

Fran.  Yes;  'tis  a- gentleman's  that's  much  afflidled 
In's  mind  :  Great  pity,  ladies. 

Alice.  Now  Heav'n  help  him ! 

Fran.  He  came  to  me,  to  alk  free  pardon  of  me, 
For  fome  things  done  long  fince,  which  his  diftemper 
Made  to  appear  like  wrong,  but  'twas  not  fo. 

Mary.  Oh,  that  this  could  be  truth  ! 

Hylas.  Perfuade  yourfelf  1 

^bo.  To  what  end,  gentlemen  ?  when  all  is  perifh'd 
Upon  a  wreck,  is  there  a  hope  remaining 
The  fea,  that  ne'er  knew  forrow,  may  be  pitiful  ? 
My  credit's  fplit,  and  funk,  nor  is  it  poffibk, 
Were  my  life  lengthened  out  as  long  as 

*z  Curelefs  dijob&dienct.~\   Old  quarto ;   other  copies,    CARELESS 
difoledience. 

Mary. 
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Mary.  I  like  this  well. 

Sat*.  Your  mind  is  too  miftruftful. 

Tbo.  I  have  a  virtuous  filter,  but  I  fcorn'd  her; 
A  miftrets  too,  a  noble  gentlewoman, 
For  goodnefs  all  out-going  - 

Alice.  Now  I  know  him. 

no.  Which   thefe  eyes,   friends,    my  eyes  muft 
never  fee  more  ". 

Alice.  This  is  for  your  lake,  Mary  :  Take  heed, 

cou  fin  ; 
A  man  is  not  fo  foon  made. 

^bo.  Oh,  my  fortune  ! 
But  it  is  juft,  I  be  deipis'd  and  hated. 

Hylas.  Defpair  not,  'tis  not  manly:   One  hour's 

goodnefs 
Strikes  off  an  infinite  of  ills. 

Alice.  Weep  truly, 
And  with  companion,  cou  fin. 

Fran.  How  exa&ly 
This  cunning  young  thief  plays  his  part  ! 

Mary.  Well,  Tom, 
My  Tom  again,  if  this  be  truth. 

Hylas.  She  weeps,  boy. 

rbo.  Oh,  I  mall  die  ! 

Mary.  Now  Heav'n  defend  ! 

Sam.  Thou  haft  her. 

no.  Come,  lead  me  to  my  friend,    to  take  his 

farewell  ; 

And  then  what  fortune  mall  befall  me,  welcome  !  — 
How  does  it  Ihew  ? 

Hylas.  Oh,  rarely  well. 

Mary.  Say  you  fo,  Sir  ? 

Fran.  Oh,  you  grand  afs  ! 

Mary.  And  are  you  there,  my  juggler? 

"  With  tbefe  eytt  ]  1  take  *«;/>£,  here,  to  have  been  put  for  whom, 
or  W'/V/A  The  former  is  more  correft  Englifti,  the  latter  nearer  the 
trace  of  the  letter  ;  and  the  old  Engliih  writers  as  often  apply 
to  men  and  women  as  to  inanimate  things. 


Away  ; 
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Away ;  we  are  abus'd,  Alice. 

Alice.  Fool  be  with  thee  !        [Exe.  Mary  and  Alice. 

no.  Where  is  fhe  ? 

Fran.  Gone ;  fhe  found  you  out,  and  finely ; 
In  your  own  rioofe  fhe  halter' d  you  :  You  muft  be- 

whifp'ring, 

To  know  how  things  fhew'd ;  not  content  to  fare  well, 
But  you  muft  roar  out  roaft-meat.  'Till  that  fufpicion, 
You  carried  it  moft  neatly ;  fhe  believ'd  too, 
And  wept  moft  tenderly ;  had  you  continued, 
Without  doubt  you  had  brought  her  off. 

no.  This  was  thy  roguing, 
For  thou  wert  ever  whifpering :  Fy  upon  thee ! 
Now  could  I  break  thy  head. 

Hylas.  You  fpoke  to  me  firft. 

Tho.  Do  not  anger  me, 

For  by  this  hand  I'll  beat  thee  buzzard-blind  then34! 
She  fhall  not  'fcape  me  thus  :  Farewell  for  this  time. 

Fran. Good-night !  'Tis  almoft  bed  time;  yet  no  deep 
Muft  enter  thefe  eyes,  'till  I  work  a  wonder.  [Exit. 

no.  Thou  fhalt  along  too,  for  I  mean  to  plague  thee 
For  this  night's  fins  -9  I'll  ne'er  leave  walking  of  thee 
'Till  I  have  worn  thee  out. 

Hylas.  Your  will  be  done,  Sir. 

fbo.  You  will  not  leave  me,  Sam  ? 

Sam.  Not  I. 

^ho.  Away  then ; 

I'll  be  your  guide.     Now,  if  my  man  be  trufty, 
My  fpiteful  dame,  I'll  pipe  you  fuch  a  hunts-up 
Shall  make  you  dance  a  tipuaes  J5.    Keep  clofe  to  me. 

[Exeunt. 

*+  Til  beat  the  buzzard  blind  then'}  We  (hould  not  h*ve  made  the 
variation  here  (though  flight)  had  h  not  been  much  for  the  better, 
and  probably  genuine. 

"  Tipvaes."]  Perhaps  we  {hould  read,  tiptoes  ;  unlefs  there  be  fome 
dance  called  tipvaes ;  which,  however,  we  never  heard  of. 


SCENE 
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SCENE      II. 

Enter  Sebaftian  and  Dorothea. 

Seb.  Never  perfuade  me ;  I  will  marry  again  ! 
What,  fhould  I  leave  my  itate  to  pins  and  pokino-- 

fticks  J6, 

To  farthingales,  and  flounces  ?  To  fore  horfes  ?7, 
And  an  old  leather  bawdy-houfe  behind  'em  ? 
To  thee  ? 

Dor.  You  have  a  fon,  Sir. 

Seb.  Where  ?  what  is  he  ? 
Who  is  he  like  ? 

Dor.  Yourielf. 

Seb.  Thou  lieft;  th'haft  marr'd  him, 
Thou,  and  thy  prayer-books  :  I  do  difclaim  him ! 
Did  not  I  take  him  finging  yefternight 
A  godly  ballad,  to  a  godly  tune  too, 
And  had  a  catechifm  in's  pocket,  damfel  ? 
One  of  your  dear  difciples,  I  perceive  it. 
When  did  he  ride  abroad  fince  he  came  over  ? 
What  tavern  has  he  us'd  to  ?  what  things  done 
That  (hews  a  man,  and  mettle  ?  When  was  my  houfe 
At  fuch  a  fhame  before,  to  creep  to  bed 
At  ten  o'clock,  and  twelve,  for  want  of  company? 

'6  PiakirrgJHfkj.]  '  PokiHg-Jlickt,  fays  Mr.  Steeven?,  were  heated 
'  in  the  fire,  and  made  ufe  of  loadjult  the  plaits  of  ruffs.  InMarfton's 

•  Malecontcnt,  1604,  is  the  following  inftance. '  There  is  fuch 

"  a  deaJe  of  pinning,  thcfe  ruffes,  when  the  fine  clean  fall  is  worth 
•*  them  all.'  And  again,  •  If  you  mould  chance  to  take  a  nap  in 
"  the  afternoon,  your  falling  bind  requires  no poking-fiick  to  recover 
"  his  form,  &c.'  So  in  Middleton's  comedy  of  Blurt  iMafter  Con- 
'  (table.  1602,  '  Your  ruff  muft  (land  in  print,  and  for  that  purpofe 
"  %>clP°M"g  fl'cb  w'lh  k'r  l°nS  handles, leii  they  fcorch  your  hands.'* 
More  or.  Winter's  Tale. 

11 to  fore  horfes, 

Andanoldleathcr\)iM&y  houfe  behind  *«».]  I  read  FOUR  borfes, 
•viz.  to  a  coach  and  four.  Calling  the  former  a  leathern  bawdy-houie 
M  quite  in  charafter.  Seward. 

Perhaps  the  Author  intended  FORE  torfet  to  (land  in  opposition  to 
leather  bawety-boufc  BEHIND  *tm.  Fare  horfet  occurs  too  in  other 
plays  of  our  Authors. 

No 
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No  finging,  •  nor  no  dancing,  nor  no  drinking  ? 
Thou  think'fl  not  of  thefe   fcandals.     When,  and 

where, 
Has  he  but  Ihew'd  his  fword  of  late  ? 

Dor.  Defpair  not, 

I  do  befeech  you,  Sir,  nor  tempt  your  weaknefs ; 
For,  if  you  like  it  fo,  I  can  allure  you, 
He  is  the  fame  man  ftill. 

Seb.  'Would  thou  wert  afhes 
On  that  condition!  But,  believe  it,  gofiip, 
You  mall  know  you  have  wrong' d 

Dor.  You  never,  Sir; 

So  well  I  know  my  duty.     And,  for  Heav'n  fake, 
Take  but  this  counfel  with  you  ere  you  marry  ; 
(You  were  wont  to  hear  me)  take  him,  and  confefs  him, 
Search  him  to  th'  quick,  and  if  you  find  him  falfe, 
Do  as  you  pleafe;  a  mother's  name  I  honour. 

Seb.  He's  loft  and  fpoil'd  •,  I  am  refolv'd  my  roof 
Shall  never  harbour  him  :  And  for  you,  minion, 
I'll  keep  you  clofe  enough,  left  you  break  loofe, 
And  do  more  mifchief.     Get  you  in !  Who  waits  ? 

[Exit  Dorothea. 

Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  Do  you  call,  Sir  ? 

Seb.  Seek  the  boy,  and  bid  him  wait 
My  pleafure  in  the  morning :  Mark  what  houfe 
He  is  in,  and  what  he  does  •,  and  truly  tell  me. 

Serv.  1  will  not  fail,  Sir. 

Seb.  If  you  do,  I'll  hang  you.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE      III. 

Enter  Thomas,  Hylas,  and  Sam. 
<Tho.  Keep  you  the  back-door  there,  and  be  fure 
None  of  her  fervants  enter,  or  go  out. 
If. any  woman  pafs,  Ihe's  lawful  prize,  boys; 
Cut  off  all  convoys. 

Hylas.  Who  fhall  anfwer  this  ? 

Why,  I  lhall  anfwer  it,  you  fearful  widgeon  ; 

I  fhall 
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I  fliall  appear  to  th'  a&ion. 

Hylas.  May  we  difcourfe  too, 
On  honourable  terms  ? 

Tbo.  With  any  gentlewoman 

That  mall  appear  at  window  :  You  may  rehearfe  too, 
By  your  commifiion  fafcly,  fome  fweet  parcels 
Of  poetry  to  a  chambermaid. 

Hylas .  May  we  fing  too  ? 
For  there's  my  m after-piece. 

Tbo.  By  no  means  •,  no,  boys  ; 
I  am  the  man  referv'd  for  air,  'tis  my  part ; 
And  if  (he  be  not  rock,  my  voice  mall  reach  her. 
Ye  may  record  a  little  '%  or  ye  may  whittle, 
As  time  mall  minifter ;  but,  for  main  finging, 
Pray  ye  fatisfy  yourfelves.     Away  ;  be  careful ! 

Hylas.  But  hark  you  5  one  word,  Tom  !  we  may  be 
beaten. 

no.  That's  as  you  think  good  yourfelves  :  If  you 

deferve  it, 

Why,  'tis  the  eafiefl  thing  to  compafs.     Beaten  ? 
What  bugbears  dwell  in  thy   brains  ?  who  fhould 
beat  thee  ? 

Hylas.  Sh'has  men  enough. 

<Tbo.  Art  not  thou  man  enough  too  ? 
Thou  haft  flefh  enough  about  thee :  If  all  that  mafs 
Will  not  maintain  a  little  fpirit,  hang  it, 
And  dry  it  too  for  dogs-meat.     Get  you  gone ; 
I  have  things  of  moment  in  my  mind.     That  door, 
Keep  it  as  thou  wouldft  keep  thy  wife  from  a  ferving^ 

man. 
No  more,  I  fay :  Away,  Sam ! 

Sam.  At  your  will,  Sir,       \Exeunt  Hylas  and  Saw. 

Enter  Launcekt  and  Fidler. 
Laun.  I  have  him  here  ;  a  rare  rogue.  Good  fweet 

mafter, 

Do  fomething  of  fome  favour  fuddenly, 
That  we  may  eat,  and  live ;  I  am  almoft  ftarv'd : 

'8  Te  may  record  a  little.]    i.  t.  Play  on  the  mufick  ;   a  recorder 
(as  appears  in  Hamlet)  figniiying  a  pipe. 
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No  point  manieur,  no  point  devein^  no  Signieur  39, 
Not  by  the  virtue  of  my  languages  -9 
Nothing  at  my  old  matter's  to  be  hop'd  for  ! 
O£,  Signieur  Du  !  nothing  to  line  my  life  with, 
But  cold  pies,  with  a  cudgel,  'till  you  help  us  ! 

tfho.  Nothing  but  famine  frights  thee.  Come  hither, 

Fidler-, 
What  ballads  are  you  feen  in  beft  ?  Be  fhort,  Sir. 

Fid.  Under  your  mafterfhip's  correction,  1  can  fing 
c  The  duke  of  Norfolk  •,  or  the  merry  ballad 

*  Of  Diverus  and  Lazarus  ;  the  Rofe  of  England  ; 
c  In  Crete  when  Dedimus  firft  began  ; 

*  Jonas  his  Crying-out  againft  Coventry-  -  -' 

Ibo.  Excellent! 
Rare  matters  all. 

Fid.  '  Mawdlin  the  Merchant's  Daughter  4°  •, 
4  The  Devil,  and  ye  dainty  Dames  --  ' 

fbo.  Rare  ftill  ! 

Fid.  c  The  Landing  of  the  Spaniards  at  Bow, 
c  With  the  bloody  Battle  at  Mile-End.' 

Tbo.  All  excellent  ! 

No  tuning,  as  ye  love  me  ;  let  thy  riddle 
Speak  Welch,  or  any  thing  that's  out  of  all  tune  j 
The  viler  ftill  the  better,  like  thyfelf, 
For  I  prefume  thy  voice  will  make  no  trees  dance. 

Fid.  Nay  truly,  you  mall  have  it  ev'n  as  homely  — 

Tbo.  Keep  ye  to  that  key.  Are  they  all  a-bed,  trow  ? 

Laun.  I  hear  no  itirring  any  where,  no  light 
In  any  window  ;  'tis  a  night  for  the  nonce,  Sir. 

^bo.  Come,  ftrike  up  then,  and  fay  the  Merchant's 

Daughter; 
We'll  bear  the  burthen  :  Proceed  to  incifion,fidler.[&W£. 


W  No  point  manieurt  no  point  de^cin^  no  Jignieur  J\  Uniefs  Launcelot 
may  be  here  fuppolcd  to  fpeak  a  fort  of  Lingua  Franca,  or  medley  of 
languages  ;  thefe  words.  are  fo  ill  wrote,  that  it  may  be  difficult  to 
tell  what  was  the  original..  Se>-ward. 

Ke  is  purpoiely  reprefented  as  fpeakirg  b^rbaroufly,  and  the  words 
plainly  import,  that,  *  no  wine  or  good  cheer  is  to  be  had  at  his  old 
"  matter's.1 

4-°  Uawdltn,  &c.]  Mawdlin,  the  Merchant's  Daughter  of  Briftol. 
This  and  fcveral  others  before  mentioned  arc  the  titles  of  ballads,  forac 
of  which  have  been  lately  reprinted.  R. 

Enter 
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Enter  Servant,  above. 
Serv.  Who's  there  ?  what  noife  is  this  ?  what  rogue 

at  thefe  hours  ? 
Tbo.  '  Oh,  what  is  that  to  you,  my  fool  ? 

'  Oh,  what  is  that  to  you  ? 

*  Pluck  in  your  face, 

*  You  bawling  afs, 

*  Or  I  will  break  your  brow. 

*  Hey  down,  down,  a-down.' 
A  new  ballad,  a  new,  a  new  ! 

Fid.  *  The  twelfth  of  April,  on  May-day, 

*  My  houfe  and  goods  were  burnt  away,'  &c. 
Maid  [above].  Why,  who  is  this  ? 

Laun.  Oh,  damfel  dear, 
Open  the  door,  and  it  fhall  appear  $ 
Open  the  door ! 

Maid.  Oh,  gentle  fquire41, 
I'll  fee  thee  hang  firlt  j  farewell,  my  dear ! — 
'Tis  matter  Thomas  j  there  he  Hands. 

Enter  Mary,  above. 
Mary.  'Tis  ftrange 

That  nothing  can  redeem  him.     Rail  him  hence, 
Or  fmg  him  out  in's  own  way  >  any  thing 
To  be  deliver'd  of  him. 
Maid.  Then  have  at  him. 
4  My  man  Thomas 
4  Did  me  promife, 

*  He  would  vifit  me  this  night. 
Tbo.   *  I  am  here,  love ; 

c  Tell  me,  dear  love, 

*  How  I  may  obtain  thy  fight. 
Maid.  '  Come  up  to  my  window,  love ; 

-     '  Come,  come,  come! 

*  Come  to  my  window,  my  dear : 

*  The  wind  nor  the  rain 

*  Shall  trouble  thee  again, 

*  But  thou  malt  be  lodged  here.' 

*'  Open  the  door, 

Ob,  gentle  '/quire.]  We  take  Ob,  gentle  'fqulre  to  be  part  of  the 
Mai  ft  aniwer  ;  who  leaves  offfinging  at,  'Tit  maflcr  Thomas. 

Tbo. 


432       MONSIEUR    THOMAS. 
?bo.  And  art  thou  ftrong  enough  ? 
Laun.  Up,  up;  I  warrant  you. 
Mary.  What  dofl  thou  mean  to  do  ? 
Maid.  Good  miftrefs,  peace  ; 
I'll  warrant  you  we'll  cool  him.     Madge ! 
Madge  [abave\.  I  am  ready. 
tfbo.  '  The  love  of  Greece,  and  it  tickled  him  fo, 

c  That  he  devifed  a  way  to  go.' 
Now  fing  the  Duke  of  Northumberland  ! 
Fid.  c  And  climbing  to  promotion, 
'  He  fell  down  fuddenly.' 

[Madge,  with  a  devil's  vizard  roaring,  offers 
to  kifs  him^  and  he  falls  down. 
Maid.  Farewell,  Sir ! 
Mary.  What  haft  thou  done?  Th'haft  broke  his 

neck. 

Maid.  Not  hurt  him  ; 
He  pitch'd  upon  his  legs  like  a  cat. 

Tho.  Oh,  woman  ! 

Oh,  miferable  woman  !  I  am  fpoil'd  ! 
My  leg,  my  leg,  my  leg  !  Oh,  both  my  kgs  ! 

Mary.  I  told  thee  what  th'  hadft  done ;  mifchief  go 

with  thee ! 

¥bo.  Oh,  I  am  lam'd  for  ever !  Oh,  my  leg, 
Broken  in  twenty  places !  Oh,  take  heed, 
Take  heed  of  women,  Fidler  !  Oh,  a  furgeon, 
A  furgeon,  or  1  die  !  Oh,  my  good  people  ! 
No  charitable  people  ?  all  defpiteful  ? 
Oh,  what  a  mifery  am  I  in  !  Oh,  my  leg ! 

Laun.  Be  patient,  Sir,  be  patient :  Let  me  bind  it, 

Enter  Sam,  and  Hylas  with  his  head  broken, 
fho.  Oh,  do  not  touch  it,  rogue. 
Hylas.  My  head,  my  head  ! 
Oh,  my  head's  kill'd  ! 

Sam.  You  muft  be  courting  wenches 
Thro'  key-holes,  captain  Hylas  !  Come,  and  be  com 
forted  •, 

fkin  is  fcarce  broke. 
Oh,  my  kg! 

Sam. 
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Sam.  How  do  you,  Sir  ? 
no.  Oh,  maim'd  for  ever  with  a  fall.  He's  fpoil'd 

too; 
I  fee  his  brains. 

Hylas.  Away  with  me,  for  God's  fake  ! 
A  furgeon ! 

Sam.  Here's  a  night  indeed. 

Hylas.  A  furgeon  !    [Exe.  all  but  Fidler  and  Thomas. 

Enter  Mary  and  Servant  lelow. 

Mary.  Go,  run  for  help. 

no.  Oh! 

Mary.  Run  all,  and  all  too  little. 
Oh,  curfed  bead  that  hurt  him!  Run,  run,  fly, 
He  will  be  dead  elfe  ! 

no.  Oh! 

Mary.  Good  friend,  go  you  too. 

Fid.  Who  pays  me  for  my  mufick  ? 

Mary.  Pox  o'  your  mufick  ! 
There's  twelve  pence  for  you. 

Fid.  There's  two  groats  again,  forfooth ; 
I  never  take  above,  and  reft  you  merry  !  [Exit. 

Mary.  A  greafe-pot  gild  your  fiddle-firings  ! — How 

do  you  ? 
How  is  my  dear  ? 

Tbo.  Why,  well,  I  thank  you,  fweetheart. 
Shall  we  walk  in  ;  for  now  there's  none  to  trouble  us? 

Mary.  Are  you  fo  crafty,  Sir?  I  (hall  meet  with  you. — 
I  knew  your  trick,  and  I  was  willing,  my  Tom, 
Mine  ownTom, now  to  fatisfy  thee.  Welcome, welcome ! 
Welcome,  my  bed  friend,  to  me ;  all  my  deareft ! 

fbo.  Now  you're  my  noble  miftrefs.  We  lofe  time, 
fweet. 

Mary.  I  think  they  are  all  gone. 

Tho.  All ;  you  did  wifely. 

Mary.  And  you  as  craftily. 

no.  We're  well  met,  miftrefs. 

Mary.  Come,  let's  go  in  then  lovingly, — Oh,  my 

fcarf,  Tom ! 
VOL.  IV.  Ee  I  loft 
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I  loft  it  thereabout ;  find  it,  and  wear  it 

As  your  poor  miftrefs'  favour.  [Exit. 

Tbo.  I  arrfmade  now  ; 
I  fee  no  venture  is  in  no  hand — I  have  it 4a. 
How  now  ?  the  door  lock'd,  and  fhe  in  before  ? 
Am  1  fo  trimm'd  ? 

Mary  [above].  One  parting  word,  fweet  Thomas: 
Tho%  ta  fave  your  credit,  I  difcharg'd  your  fidler, 
I  muft  not  fatisfy  your  folly  too,  Sir. 
You're  fubtle ;  but,  believe  it,  fox,  I'll  find  you. 
The  furgeons  will  be  here  ftraight ;  roar  again,  boy, 
And  break  thy  legs,,  for  fha-me ;  thou  wilt  be  fport  elfe. 
Good  night ! 

tfho.  She  fays  moft  true  •,  I  muft  not  ftay :  Sh'has 

bobb'd  me  j 

Which,  if  I  live,  I'll  recompence,  and  fhortly. 
Now  for  a  ballad  to  bring  me  off  again  : 
All  young  men,  be  warn'd  by  me, 

How  you  do  go  a- wooing ; 
Seek  not  to  climb,  for  fear  ye  fall, 
-  Thereby  comes  your  undoing,  &c.        [Exit* 


A  C  T     IV.       SCENE!, 

Enter  Valentine,  Alice,  and  Servant. 
Val.  Y  T  E  cannot  go,  and  take  no  farewell  of  me  ? 

j[  A   Can  he  be  fo  unkind  ?  He's  but  retir'd 
Into  the  garden  or  the  orchard.     See>  Sirs. 

Alice.  He  would  not  ride  there  certain  •,  thofe  were 

planted 
Only  for  walks,  I  take  it. 

Val.  Ride  ?  Nay  then 

Had  he  a  horfe  out? 

41  I  fee  no  venturt  is  in  no  hand : — ]  This  fcarcely  feems  intelligible- 
Tom  is  triumphing  wich  the  thoughts  of  his  fuccefs  ;  I  believe  there 
fore  (hat  the  common  proverb,  Nothing  <ventxret  nothing  ku<vet  was 

all 
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Serv.  So  the  groom  delivers, 
Somewhat  before  the  break  of  day. 

Val.  He's  gone, 

My  beft  friend's  gone,  Alice !  I  have  loft  the  nobleft, 
The  trueft,  and  the  moft  man,  I  ere  found  yet. 

Alice.    Indeed,  Sir,  he  deferves  all  praife. 

Val.  All,  fiftcr; 

All,  all,  and  all  too  little.     Oh,  that  honefty, 
That  ermine  honefty,  unfpotted  ever, 
That  perfect  goodnefs ! 

Alice.  Sure  he  will  return,  Sir ; 
He  cannot  be  fo  harfh. 

Val.  Oh,  never,  never, 
Never  return  ;  thou  know'ft  not  where  the  caufelies. 

Alice.  He  was  the  worthieft  welcome 

Val  He  deferv'd  it. 

Alice.  Nor  wanted,  to  our  knowledge 

Val.  \  will  tell  thee, 

Within  this  hour,  things  that  mall  ftartle  thee. 
He  never  muft  return. 

Enter  Michael. 

Mich.  Good  morrow,  Signior. 

Val.  Good  morrow,  mafter  Michael. 

Micb.  My  good  neighbour, 
Methinks  you're  ftirring  early,  fmce  your  travel ; 
You've  learnt  the  rule  of  health,  Sir.     Where's  your 

miftrefs  ? 
She  keeps  her  warm,  I  warrant  you,  a-bed  yet. 

Val.  I  think  (he  does. 

Alice.  'Tis  not  her  hour  of  waking. 

Mcb.  Did  you  lie  with  her,  lady  ? 

all  that  was  intended  here,  and  have  ventur'd  to  change  the  words  to 
it ;  though  not  \vithout  appreheniions  of  being  thought  to  have  taken 
unwarrantable  liberties.  Srward. 

Mr.  Seward  reads, 

'I fit  no  venture*  nothing  have :  /  have  it. 

1  have  it  refers  to  the  fcarf ;  and  Mr.  Seward's  liberties  arc  certainly 
unwarrantable.  The  fentence  appears  as  incomplete,  and  fo  intended 
by  the  Writer,  whofe  dialogue  fhould  not  be  changed  by  an  Editor, 
who  profeiTcs  giving  the  original  text. 

E  e  2  Alice. 
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Alice.  Not  to-night,  Sir, 
Nor  any  night  this  week  elfe. 

Mich.  When  laft  faw  you  her  ? 

Alice.  Late  yefternight. 

Mich.  Was  ihe  a-bed  then  ? 

Alice.  No,  Sir? 
I  left  her  at  her  prayers.     Why  do  you  afk  me? 

Mich.  I  have  been  ftrangely  haunted  with  a  dream 
All  this  long  night,  and,  after  many  wakings, 
The  fame  dream  ftill:  Methought  I  met  young  Cellide 
Juft  at  St.  Catherine's  gate,  the  nunnery 

Vol.  Ha  ! 

Milch.  Her  face  flubber'd  o'er  with  tears  and  troubles ; 
Methought  fhe  cried  unto  the  lady  abbefs, 
*  For  charity  receive  me,  holy  woman, 
c  A  maid  that  has  forgot  the  world's  affe&ions, 
'  Into  thy  virgin  order ;'  methought  (he  took  her* 
Put  on  a  ftole  and  facrec&robe  upon  her, 
And  there  I  left  her. 

Val  Dream? 

Mich.  Good  miftrefs  Alice, 
Do  me  the  favour  (yet  to  fatisfy  me) 
To  ftep  but  up,  and  fee. 

Alice.  I  know  Ihe's  there,  Sir, 
And  all  this  but  a  dream. 

Mich.  You  know  not  my  dreams  ; 
They  are  unhappy  ones,  and  often  truths : 
But  this,  I  hope  yet 

Alice.  I  will  fatisfy  you.  [Exit. 

Mich.  Neighbour,  how  does  the  gentleman  ? 

Val.  I  know  not. 
Dream  of  a  nunnery  ? 

Mich.  How  found  you  my  words 
About  the  nature  of  his  ficknefs,  Valentine? 

Val.  Did  Ihe  not  cry  out,  'twas  my  folly  too 
That  forcM  her  to  this  nunnery  ?  did  Ihe  not  curfe  me  ? 
For  God  fake  fpeak  !  did  you  not  dream  of  me  too  ? 
Howbafely,  poorly,  tamely,  like  a  fool, 
Tir'd  with  his  joys 

Mich.  Alas,  poor  gentleman  ! 

You 
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You  promis'd  me,  Sir,  to  bear  all  thefe  erodes. 

Val.  I  bear  'em  'till  I  break  again  i 

Micb.  But  nobly, 
Truly  to  weigh 

Vol.  Good  neighbour,  no  more  of  it ; 
You  do  but  fling  flax  on  my  fire.     Where  is  me  ? 

Enter  Alice. 

Alice.  Not  yonder,  Sir,  nor  has  not  this  night  certain 
Been  in  her  bed. 

Micb.  It  muft  be  truth  (he  tells  you  ; 
And  now  I'll  (hew  you  why  I  came :  This  morning 
A  man  of  mine,  being  employ 'd  about  bufmefs, 
Came  early  home,  who,  at  St.  Catharine's  nunnery, 
About  day-peep,  told  me  he  met  your  miftrefs  $ 
And,  as  I  fpoke  it  in  a  dream,  fo  troubled, 
And  fo  receiv'd  by  th'  abbefs,  did  he  fee  her : 
The  wonder  made  me  rife,  and  hafte  unto  yoti, 
To  know  the  caufe. 

Val.  Farewell  i  I  cannot  fpeak  it,  [£*iV  Val. 

Alice.  For  Heav'n  fake,  leave  him  not ! 

Micb.  I  will  not,  lady. 

Alice.  Alas,  he's  much  affli&ed. 

Micb.  We  (hall  know  ihortly  more.     Apply  your 

own  care 

At  home,  good  Alice,  and  truft  him  to  my  counfel. 
Nay,  do  not  weep-,  all  fhall  be  well,  defpair  not.  [Ext. 

SCENE    II. 

Enter  Sebaftian  and  a  Servant. 
Seb.  At  Valentine's  houfe  fo  merry  ? 
Serv.  As  a  pie,  Sir. 
Seb.  So  gamefome,  doft  thou  fay  ? 
Seru.  I'm  fure  I  heard  it. 
Seb.  Ballads,  and  fiddles  too  ? 
Serv.  No,  but  one  fiddle-, 
But  twenty  noifes, 

Ee  3  Enter 
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•    Enter  Launcelof. 

Self.  Did  he  do  devifes  ? 

Serv.  The   beft  devifes,  Sir.     Here's  my  fellow 

Launcelot, 

He  can  inform  you  all ;  he  was  among  'ern, 
A  mad  thing  too ;  I  flood  but  in  a  corner. 

Seb.  Come,  Sir ;  what  can  you  fay  ?  Is  there  any 

hope  yet 
Your  matter  may  return  ? 

Laun.  He  went  far  elfe : 
I  will  aflure  your  worfhip,  on  my  credit, 
By  the  faith  of  a  traveller,  and  a  gentleman, 
Your  fon  is, found  again,  the  fon,  the  Tom, 

Seb.  -  Is  he  the  old  Tom  P9m  .: 

Laun.  The  old  Tom. .  [••&». 

Seb.  Go  forward. 

Laun.  Next,  to  confider  how  he  is  the  old  Tom, 

Seb.  Handle  me  that. 

Laun.  I  would  y'  had  feen  it  handled 
Laft  night,  Sir,  as  we  handled  it:   Cap-a-pie! 
Footra  for  leers  and  leerings  4J  I  oh,  the  nolle,' 
The  noife  we  made! 

Seb.- -Good,  good! 

Laun.  The  windows  clattering,.  (j; 
And  all  the  chambermaids  in  fuch  a  whobub,  0"t{  j 
One  jwith  her- fmock  half  off^  another  in  hafte 
With  a  ferving-man's  hofe  upon  her  head 

Seb.  Good  (till ! 

Laun.  A  fellow  railing  oat  of  a  loop-hole  there, 
And  his  mouth  ilopt  with  dirt — ; — 

4*  For  leers  and  leerings.]  The  word  leer  occurs  in  the  New  Inn, 
by  Ben  Jonfon,  acl  iv.  (cene  iii.  Lovel  fays, 

< I'll  to  bed,  and  fleep 

'  If  th'  houfe,  and  your  'leer  drunkards  let  me.* 
And  alfo  in  Bartholomew -Fair,  *  The  Author  doth  promife  a 
'  ftrutting  horfe-courfer,  with  a  leer  drunkard,  two  or  three  to  attend 
'  him  in  as  good  equipage  as  you  would  wifh.'  Upon  both  which 
paffages,  Mr.  Whalley  obferves,  .that  though  the  meaning  of  the 
word  leer  cannot  very  eafily  be  fettled,  the  expreflion  teems  in  both 
places  to  denote  noijy,  laughingy  roaring  drunkards.  R- 

Seb, 
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S<b.  Pfaith,  a  fine  boy  ! 

Laun.  Here  one  of  our  heads  broke  - 

Seb.  Excellent  good  (till  ! 

Laun.  The  gentleman  himfelf,  young  Mr.  Thomas, 
(Environ'd  with  his  furious  myrmidons, 
The  fiery  Fidler,  and  myfelf  )  now  finging, 
Now  beating  at  the  door,  there  parlying, 
Courting  at  that  window,  at  the  other  fcaling, 
And  all  thefe  feveral  noifes  to  two  trenchers, 
Strung  with  a  bottom  of  brown  thread,  which  fhew'd 
admirable. 

Seb.  There  ;  eat,  and  grow  again  ;  I'm  pleas'd. 

Laun.  Nor  here,  Sir, 
Gave  we  the  frolick  over,  tho'  at  length 
We  quit  the  lady's  fconce  on  compofitionv  T  &* 
But  to  the  filent  ftreets  we  turn'd  our  furies.:  .: 
A  fleeping  watchman  here  we  dole  the  fhoes  from, 
There  made  a  noife,  at  which  he  wakes,  and.  follows  5 
The  ftreets  are  dirty,  takes  a  Queenhithc  cold, 
Hard  cheefe,  and  that,  choaks  him  o'  Monday  next  : 
Windows  and  figns  we  fent  to  Erebus  : 
A  crew  of  bawling  curs  we  entertain'd  lafl, 
When  having  let  the  pigs  loofe  in  out-parilhes, 
Oh,  the  brave  cry  we  made  as  high  as  Aldgatel 
Down  comes  a  conftable,  and  the  fow  his  fifter 
Moft  traitoroufly  tramples  upon  authority  : 
There  a  whole  (land  of  rug  gowns  routed  manly, 
And  the  king's  peace  put  to  flight  :  A  purblind  pig 

here 

Runs  me  his  head  into  the  admiral's  lanthorn  **  ; 
Out  goes  the  light,  and  all  turns  to  confufion  ; 
A  potter  rifes,*  to  enquire  this  pafiion  j 
A  boar  imboft  takes  fanctuary  in  his  Ihop, 
When  twenty  dogs  rum  after,  we  ftill  cheering  ; 
Down  go  the  pots,  and  pipkins,  down  the  pudding-pans, 
The  cream-  bowls  cry  revenge  here,  there  the  candle- 
fticks  ! 


Into  the  admirable  lantborn."]  Former  editions. 

E  e  4  Seb. 
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Seb.  If  this  be  true  4S,  thou  little  tiny  page, 

This  tale  that  thou  tell'ft  me, 
Then  on  thy  back  will  I  prefently  hang 

A  handfome  new  livery  ; 
But  if  this  be  falfe,  thou  little  tiny  page, 

As  falfe  it  well  may  be, 
Then  with  a  cudgel  of  four  foot  long 

I'll  beat  thee  from  head  to  toe  **, 

Enter  Servant. 
Seb.  Will  the  boy  come  ? 
Strv.  He  will,  Sir. 

Enter  Thomas. 

Seb.  Time  tries  all  then. 

Laun.  Here  he  comes  now  himfelf,  Sir. 

Seb.  To.bcfhort,  Thomas, 
Becaufe  I  feel  a  fcruple  in  my  confcience 
Concerning  thy  demeanor,  and  a  main  one, 

4-5  If  this  be  true,  &c.]  In  Dr.  Percy's  Reliques  of  Ancient  Poetry, 
vol.  iii.  p.  67.  is  an  old  ballad  entitled,  Little  Mufgrave  and  Lacfy 
Barnard,  from  which  we  (hall  extract  two  ftanzas,  which  Sebailian 
teems  to  have  intended  to  imitate  : 

'"If  it  be  trewe,  thou  tiney  foot- page, 

'  This  tale  thou  haft  told  to  race, 
'  Trren  all  my  lands  in  Buckiesford  Bury 
'  I  freelye  will  give  to  thee. 

*  But  if  it  be  a  lye,  thou  tiney  foot- page, 

*  This  tale  thou  haft  told  to  mee, 

*  On  the  higheft  tree  in  Buckiesford  Bury 

*  All  hanged  (halt  thou  bee.'  R. 
*•*>  Til  beat  thee  from  head  to  toe.]  Unlefs  the  Poets  here  defign'd 

on  purpofe  to  difappoint  the  readers  of  a  rhime,  we  muft  look  on  this 
as  a  corruption,  and  then  a  very  humourous  expreffion  may  fupply  its 
place.  Launcelot  in  his  affectation  of  talking  French  had  us'd  the 
wprds  cap  a  pie  juft  before.  The  old  man  therefore  may  here  repeat 
it  with  great  humour — Til  beat  tbeefrom  cap  a  pie.  But  the  tranfcriber 
feeing  what  the  fenfe  Should  be,  and  not  knowing  that  this  exprefs'd 
it,  chofe  to  put  the  Englifli  without  regard  to  the  rhime.  I  hope  there 
fore  I  do  no  more  than  reftore  it.  Seivard. 

Mr.  Seward's  alteration  is  not  unplaufible  j  yet  it  is  too  violent  to  be 
admitted  into  the  text,  contrary  to  the  authority  of  all  the  old  copies : 
Befides  tjiat,  FROM  cap  a  pie  is  rather  a  harfh  e^preflion. 

And 
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And  therefore  like  a  father  would  be  fatisfied, 

Get  up  to  that  window  there,  and  prefently, 

Like  a  mod  complete  gentleman,  come  from  Tripoly47. 

fbo.  Good  Lord,  Sir,  how  are  you  mifled  !  What 

fancies 

(Fitter  for  idle  boys  and  drunkards,  let  me  fpeak't, 
And  with  a  little  wonder,  I  befeech  you) 
Choak  up  your  noble  judgment  ! 

Seb.  You  rogue,  Launcelot, 
You  lying  rafcal ! 

Laun.  Will  you  fpoil  all  again,  Sir  ? 
Why,  what  a  devil  do  you  mean  ? 

Tbo.  Away,  knave! — 
You  keep  a  company  of  faucy  fellows, 
Debofh'd,  and  daily  drunkards,  to  devour  you ; 
Things,  whofe  dull  fouls  tend  to  the  cellar  only : 
You're  ill  advis'd,  Sir,  to  commit  your  credit ~ 

Seb.  Sirrah,  fir  rah  ! 

Laun.  Let  me  ne'er  eat  again,  Sir, 
Nor  feel  the  blefljng  of  another  blue  coat, 
If  this  young  gentleman,  fweet  mafter  Thomas, 
Be  not  as  mad  as  heart  can  wim,  your  heart,  Sir : 
Jf  yefternight's  difcourfe — Speak,  fellow  Robin ; 
And  if  thou  fpeakeft  lefs  than  truth 

<Tbo.  'Tis  ftrange  thefe  varlets 

Serv.  By  thefe  ten  bones,  Sir,  if  thefe  eyes  and  ears 
Can  hear  and  fee 

Tbo.  Extreme  ftrange ! — Should  thus  boldly 
Bud  in  your  fight,  unto  your  fon, 

Laun.  Oh,  Penguin*  I 

Can 

*7  Come  from  Tripoly.]  In  Ben  Jonfon's  Silent  Womao,  aft  v. 
fcenc  i.  La-Foole  fays, '  1  proteft,  Sir  John,  you  come  as  high  from 
'  Tripoly  as  I  do  every  whit,  £3V.'  Upon  which  paflage  Mr.  Whalley 
obferves,  that,  To  come  as  high  from  Tripoly,  was  a  phrafe  then  in 
ufe,  to  fignify  doing  feats  of  activity  and  Itrength,  and  that  Tripoly 
was  famous  for  the  jails  and  tournaments  held  there  in  the  days  of 
chivalry  ;  and  from  thofe  feats  the  phrafe  was  perhaps  derived. 

R. 

^Deuguin.']  Mr.  Se ward,  with  his  accaflomed  fidelity,  reads, 
Dim  guarde  ;  apprehending,  no  doubt,  that  •  it  cither  was  or  ought 

'  to 
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Can  you  deny  you  beat  a  conftable 
Laft  night  ? 

^bo.  I  touch  authority,  ye  rafcal  ? 
J  violate  the  law  ? 

Laun.  Good  matter  Thomas  ! 

Serv.   Did  you  not  take  two  wenches  from  the 

watch  too, 
And  put  'em  into  Pudding-Lane  ? 

Laun.  We  mean  not 

Thofe  civil  things  you  did  at  Mr.  Valentine's, 
The  fiddle,  and  the  fa'las. 

no.  Oh,  ftrange  impudence  !. 
I  do  befeechyou,  Sir,  give  no  iuch  licence 
To  knaves  and  drunkards,  to  abufe  your  fon  thus : 
Be  wife  in  time,  and  turn  'em  off.     We  live,  Sir, 
In  a  ftate  govern'd  civilly,  and  foberly, 
Where  each  man's  actions  fliould  confirm  the  law, 
JsTot  crack,  and  cancel  it. 

Seb.  Launcelot  du  Lake, 
Get  you  upon  adventures  !  caft  your  coat, 
And  make  your  exit. 

Laun.  Pour  I* amour  de  Dieu  ! 

Seb.  Pur  me  no  purs  -9  but  pur  at  that  door;  out, 

firrah  ! 
I'll  beat  ye  purblind  elfe ;  out,  ye  eight  languages ! 

Laun.  My  blood  upon  your  head  ! 

^bo.  Purge  me  'em  all,  Sir. 

Seb.  And  you  too  prefently. 

Tbo.  Even  as  you  pleale,  Sir. 

Seb.  Bid  my  maidservants  come49,. and  bring  my 

daughter  ; 
I  will  have  one  mall  pleafe  me.  \Exit  Servant. 

no.  'Tis  molt  fit,  Sir. 

Seb.  Bring  me  the  money  there.  Here,  Mr.  Thomas ! 

*  (o  have  been  fo  wrote  ;'  and,  clafiing  it  among  thofe  variations  which 
are  *  loofe If- evident  to  require  a  note,"1  fays  nothing  about  it.  Duw 
euin  is  the  Welch  ejaculation  here  defigned,  meaning  literally  ivhiteGod. 

Former  editions.  Seward. 

Enter 
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Enter  two  Servants,  with  two  lags. 

I  pray  fit  down  -,  you  are  no  more  my  fon  now  ; 
Good  gentleman,  be  cover'd. 

Tbo.  At  your  pleafure. 

Seb.  This  money  I  do  give  ye,  becaufe  of  whilom 
You  have  been  thought  my  fon,  and  by  myfelf  too, 
And  iome  things  done  like  me  :  Ye  are  now  another. 
There  is  two  hundred  pound,  a  civil  fum 
For  a  young  civil  man  :  Much  land  and  lordfhip 
Will,  as  I  take  it,  now  but  prove  temptation 
To  dread  ye  s°  from  your  fettled  and  fweet  carriage. 

?bo.  You  fay  right,  Sir. 

Seb.  Nay,  I  befeech  you  cover. 

Tbo.  At  your  difpofe.    And  I  befeech  you  too,  Sir, 
For  the  word  civil,  and  more  fettled  courfe,    .  . 
It  may  be  put  to  ufe,  that  on  the  intereft, 
Like  a  poor  gentleman  - 

Seb.  It  mall,  to  my  ufe, 

To  mine  again  •,  do  you  fee,  Sir  ?  good  fine  gentleman, 
I  give  no  brooding  money  for  a  fcrivener  •, 
Mine  is  for  prefent  traffick,  and  fo  1*11  ufe  it, 
So  much  for  that  then. 


Enter  Dorotby,  and  four  Maids. 

Seb.  For  the  main  caufe,  Monfieur, 
I  fent  to  treat  with  you  about,  behold  it  ; 
Behold  that  piece  of  ftory-work,  and  view  it. 
I  want  a  right  heir  to  inherit  me  ; 
Not  my  eftate  alone,  but  my  conditions, 
From  which  you  are  revolted,  therefore  dead, 
And  I  will  break  my  back,  but  I  will  get  one. 

^bo.  Will  you  chufe  there,  Sir  ? 

Seb.  There,  among  thofe  damfels, 
In  mine  own  tribe  :  I  know  their  qualities, 

5°  To  dread  you.]  i.  e.  To  frighten  you  :  If  the  reader  does  not  admit 
this  uncommon  ufe  of  the  word  (which  feem'd  defignedly  affedled  by 
the  Authors)  he  may  perhaps  prefer,  dr**w  or  drive  or  drag,  either 
•f  which  may  ftand  in  its  room.  Snvard. 

Which 
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Which  cannot  fail  to  pleafe  me.     For  their  beauties 
A  matter  of  a  three  farthings  makes  all  perfect, 
A  little  beer,  and  beef-broth;  they  arc  found  too. 
Stand  all  a-breaft.     Now,  gentle  Mr.  Thomas, 
Before  I  chufe,  you  having  liv'd  long  with  me, 
And  happily  fometimes  with  fome  of  thefc  too, 
(Which  fault  I  never  frown'd  upon)  pray  Ihew  me 
(For  fear  we  confound  our  genealogies) 
Which  have  you  laid  aboard ;  fpeak  your  mind  freely: 
Have  you  had  copulation  with  that  damfel  ? 

Ibo.  I  have. 

Seb.  Stand  you  afide  then.     How  with  her,  Sir? 

Tbo.  How,  is  not  feemly  here  to  fay. 

Dor.  Here's  fine  fport ! 

Seb.  Retire  you  too.  Speak  forward,.  Mr.  Thomas. 

*Tbo.  I  will,  and  to  the  purpofe ;  even  with  all,  Sir. 

Seb.  With  all  ?  that's  fomewhat  large. 

Dor.  And  yet  you  like  it. 
Was  ever  fm  fo  glorious  ? 

Seb.  With  all,  Thomas  ? 

<Tbo.  All  furely,  Sir. 

Seb.  A  fign  thou  art  mine  own  yet ! 
In  again  all,  and  to  your  feverai  functions  ! 

[Exe.  Maids. 
What  fay  you  to  young  Luce,    my    neighbour's 

daughter  ? 

She  was  too  young,  I  take  it,  when  you  travell'd  ^ 
Some  twelve  years  old. 

Tbo.  Her  will  was  fifteen,  Sir, 

Seb.  A  pretty  anfwer,  to  cut  off  long  difcourfe. 
For  I  have  many  yet  to  ask  you  of, 
Where  I  can  chufe,  and  nobly.  Hold  up  your  finger, 
When  you  are  right :  What  fay  you  to  Valeria, 
Whofe  hniband  lies  a-dying  now  ? — Why  two, 
And  in  that  form  ? 

^bo.  Her  hufband  is  recovered. 

Seb.  A  witty  moral !  Have  at  ye  once  more,  Thomas  •, 
The  fitters  of  St.  Albans  ?— All  five  ?  Dat  boy  ! 
Dat's  mine  own  boy  ! 

Dor, 


MONSIEUR    THOMAS.       445 

Dor.  Now  out  upon  thee,  monfter  ! 

^bo.  Still   hoping  of  your  pardon. 

Stb.  There  needs  none,  man  ; 
A  draw  on  pardon  !  prithee,  need  no  pardon. 
I'll  aflc  no  more,  nor  think  no  more  of  marriage, 
For  o*  my  confcience  I  mall  be  thy  cuckold. 
There's  fome  good  yet  left  in  him  :  Bear  yourfelf  well, 
You  may  recover  me.     There's  twenty  pound,  Sir  -, 
I  fee  fome  fparkles  which  may  flame  again. 
You  may  cat  with  me  when  you  pleafe ;  you  know 
me.  [Exit  Set. 

Dor.  Why  do  you  lie  fo  damnably,  fo  foolifhly  ? 

The.  Doft  thou  long  to  have  thy  head  broke  ?  Hold 

thy  peace, 

And  do  as  I  would  have  thee,  or  by  this  hand 
I'll  kill  thy  parrot,  hang  up  thy  fmall  hound  5t> 
And  drink  away  thy  dowry  to  a  penny. 

Dor.  Was  ever  fuch  a  wild  afs  ? 

^bo.  Prithee  be  quiet ! 

Dor.  And  doft  thou  think  men  will  not  beat  thee 

monftroufly, 
For  abufing  their  wives  and  children  ? 

^bo.  And  doft  thou  think 
Mens*  wives  and  children  can  be  abus'd  too  much  ? 

Dor.  I  wonder  at  thee. 

no.  Nay,  thou  (halt  adjure  me 
Before  I've  done. 

Dor.  How  Hand  you  with  your  miftrefs  ? 

Tbo.  1  lhall  (land  nearer 

Ere  I  be  twelve  hours  older :  There's  my  bufmefs. 
She's  monftrous  fubtle,  Doll. 

Dor.  The  devil,  I  think, 
Cannot  out-fubtle  thee. 

.  If  he  play  fair  play. 


by  thit  hand 


til  kill  thy  parrot,  bang  up  tby  fmall  hand.]  Here  the  word 
band  by  accident  has  been  repeated  at  the  end  of  the  fecond  line  and 
expelled  the  true  word.  The  fenfe  plainly  leads  us  to  a  lap  dog,  or 
a  monkey,  and  the  epithet  fmall  makes  the  former  mod  probable  ;  1 
read  therefore  Jmall  bound.  SrwarJ. 

Come, 
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Come,  you  muft  help  me  prefently. 

Dor.  I  difcard  you. 

Tho.  Thou  malt  not  fleep  nor  eat ! 

Dor.  I'll  no  hand  with  you, 
No  bawd  to  your  abufes. 

^bo.  By  this  light,  Dol, 
Nothing  but  in  the  way  of  honefly ! 

Dor.  Thou  never  knew'ft  that  road :  I  hear  your  vigils. 

¥bo.  Sweet  honey  Dol — If  I  don't  marry  her, 
Honeftly  marry  her ;  if  I  mean  not  honourably — 
Come,  thou  {halt  help  me — Take  heed  how  you  vex  me ! 
I'll  help  thee  to  a  hufband  too,  a  fine  gentleman, 
(I  know  thou'rt  mad)  a  tall  young  man,  a  brown  man  j 
I  fwear  he  has  his  maidenhead  •,  a  rich  man 

Dor.  You  may  come  in  to  dinner,  and  I'll  anfwer  ye. 

^ho.  Nay,  Til  go  with  thee,  Dol. — Four  Hundred 
a-year,  wench  !  [Exeunt. 

S-C  E  N  E    III. 

Enter  Michael  and  Valentine. 

Mich.  GoodSir,gbbackagain,  and  take  my  counfel : 
Sores  are  not  cur'd  by  forrows,  nor  time  broke  from  us 
Pull'dback  again  by  fighs. 

Fal.  What  mould  I  do,  friend  ? 

Mich.  Do  that  that  may  redeem  you,  go  back  quickly; 
Sebaftian's  daughter  can  prevail  much  with  her ; 
The  abbefs  is  her  aunt  too. 

Vol.  But  my  friend  then, 
Whofe  love  and  lofs  is  equal  tied  ? 

Mich.  Content  you  -5 
That  mall  be  my  tafk.    If  he  be  alive, 
Or  where  my  travel  and  my  care  may  reach  him, 
I'll  bring  him  back  again. 

Vol.  Say  he  come  back 

1  o  piece  his  poor  friend's  life  out,  and  my  miftrefs 
Be  vow'd  for  ever  a  reclufe  ? 

Mich.  So  fuddenly 

She 
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She  cannot  j  hafte  you  therefore  inftantly  away,  Sir, 

To  put  that  danger  by.     Firft,  as  to  a  father, 

Then  as  a  friend,  fhe  was  committed  to  you, 

And  all  the  care  fhe  now  has :  By  which  privilege 

She  cannot  do  herfelf  this  violence, 

But  you  may  break  it,  and  the  law  allows  you. 

Val.  Oh,  but  I  forc'd  her  to  it. 

Micb.  Leave  difputing 

Againft  yourfelf :  If  you  will  needs  be  miferable, 
Spite  of  her  goodnefs,  and  your  friend's  perfuafions, 
Think  on,  and  thrive  thereafter. 

VaL  I  will  home  then, 
And  follow  your  advice ;  and,  good,  good  Michael — 

Micb.    No  more-,   I  know  your  foul's   divided, 

Valentine : 

Cure  but  that  part  at  home  with  fpeedy  marriage, 
Ere  my  return  ;  for  then  thofe  thoughts  that  vex'd  her, 
While  there  ran  any  dream  for  loofe  affections, 
Will  be  ftopt  up,  and  chafte-ey'd  honour  guide  her. 
Away,  and  hope  the  beft  itill !  I'll  work  for  you, 
And  pray  too,  heartily.  Away ;  no  more  words  !  [Exe. 

SCENE     IV. 

Enter  Hylas  and  Sam. 

Hyias.  I  care  not  for  my  broken  head. 
But  that  it  fhould  be  his  plot,  and  a  wench  too, 
A  louly,  lazy  wench  prepar'd  to  do  it ! 

Sam.    Thou  hadft  as  good  be  quiet  -,  for  o'  my 

confcience 
He'll  put  another  on  thee  elfe. 

Hylas.  I  am  refolv'd 

To  call  him  to  account.     Was  it  not  manifeft 
He  meant  a  mifchief  to  me,  and  laugh'd  at  me, 
When  he  lay  roaring  out,  his  leg  was  broken, 
And  no  fuch  matter  ?  Had  he  broke  his  neck, 
Indeed'twould  ne'er  have  griev'd  me.  Gallows  gallhim! 
Why  mould  he  chufe  out  me? 

Sam.  Thou'rt  ever  ready 

To 
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To  thruil  thyfelf  into  thefe  flie-occafions, 
And  he  as  full  of  knavery  to  accept  it. 

Hylas.  Well,  if  I  live,  I'll  have  a  new  trick  for  him, 

Sam.  That  will  not  be  amifs,  but  to  fight  with  him 
Is  to  no  purpofe  :  Befides,  he's  truly  valiant, 
And  a  moft  deadly  hand  ;  thou  never  fought'ft  yet, 
Nor,  o'  my  confcience,  haft  no  faith  in  fighting. 

Hylas.  No,  no,  I  will  not  fight. 

Sam.  Befides,  the  quarrel, 
Which  has  a  woman  in't,  to  make  it  fcurvy, 
Who  would  lie  ftinking  in  a  furgeon's  hands,  • 
A  month  or  two  this  weather  ?  for,  believe  it, 
He  never  hurts  under  a  quarter's  healing. 

Hylas.  No ;  upon  better  thought,  I  will  not  fight, 

Sam, 
But  watch  my  time. 

Sam.  To  pay  him  with  a  project ; 
Watch  him  too,  I  would  wifh  you.    Prithee  tell  me, 
Doft  thou  affect  thefe  women  ftill  ? 

Hylas.  Yes,  'faith,  Sam, 
I  love  'em  ev'n  as  well  as  e'er  I  did ; 
Nay,  if  my  brains  were  beaten  out^  I  muft  to  'em. 

Sam.  Doft  thou  love  any  woman  ? 

Hylas.  Any  woman, 
Of  what  degree  or  calling. 

Sam.  Of  any  age  too  ? 

Hylas.  Of  any  age,  from  fourfcore  to  fourteen,  boy; 
Of  any  fafhion. 

Sam.  And  defect  too  ? 

Hylas.  Right; 

For  thofe  I  love  to  lead  me  to  repentance. 
A  woman  with  no  nofe,  after  my  furquedry  5% 

5Z  A  woman  with  no  nojey  after  my  furquedry.]  Surquedry  is  pride 
or  preemption  ;  the  original  French  word  iignifies  over-thinking,  and 
in  that  fenfe  it  is  here  ufed,  — —  /Jfter  my  iurquedry,  or  according  to 
mj  prof Gimd judgment .  Seivard. 

In  the  Firft  Part  of  Marfton's  Antonio  and  Mellida,  aft  iii.  this 
word  occurs; 

«  I  will  confefle  plaine  troth, 

*  I  envy  nothing  but  the  Travenfe  light. 
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Shews  like  king  Philip's  moral,  Memento  mori\ 
And  me  that  has  a  wooden  leg  demonftrates, 
Like  hypocrites,  we  halt  before  the  gallows  ; 
An  old  one,  with  one  tooth,  feems  to  fay  to  us, 
Sweet  meats  have  four  fauce  •,  me  that's  full  of  aches, 
Crumb  not  your  bread  before  you  tafte  your  porridge: 
And  many  morals  we  may  find. 

Sam.  'Tis  well,  Sir, 

You  make  fo  worthy  ufes.     But,  quidigitur* 
What  fliall  we  now  determine  ? 

Hylas.  Let's  confider 
An  hour  or  two  how  I  may  fit  this  fellow. 

Sam.  Let's  find  him  firft;  he'll  quickly  give  occafion : 
But  take  heed  to  yourfelf,  and  fay  I  warn'd  you ; 
He  has  a  plaguy  pate. 

Hylas.  That  at  my  danger.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE      V. 

Enter  Sailors  fmging  \  to  them,  Micbael  and  Francis. 

Sail.  Aboard,  aboard  1  the  wind  Hands  fair. 

Micb.  Thele  call  for  paflengers  ;  I'll  (lay  and  fee 
What  men  they  take  aboard. 

Fran.  A  boat,  a  boat,  a  boat ! 

Sail.  Away  then. 

Fran.  Whither  are  ye  bound,  friends  ? 

Sail.  Down  to  the  Streights. 

Micb.  Ha  !  'tis  not  much  unlike  him. 

Fran.  May  I  have  pafTage  for  my  money  ? 

Sail.  And  welcome  too. 

Micb.  'Tis  he ;  I  know  'tis  he  now. 

Fran.  Then,  merrily  aboard.     And,  noble  friend, 
Heav'n's  goodnefs  keep  thce  ever,  and  all  virrue 

O,  had  it  e)tr,  and  eares,  as  d  tonguct  it  might 
S<re  fport,  heare  fpeech  of  moll  ftrauge  furquedrici. 
( ',  if  that  ccndle  light  uere  made  a  poet, 
He  wou!d  prove  a  raie  fSrkirig  fatyrilt, 
And  draw  the  core  forth  of  iiDpoilhum'd  fmne. 
The  word  is  alfo  ufed  by  Syenfer,  and  thcGloffary  to  that  Writer  ex 
plains  it  in  the  fame  manner  us  Mr.  Seward.  &• 

VOL.  JV.  F  f  Dwell 
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Dwell  in  thy  bpfom  I  Cellide,  my  laft  tears 
1  leave  behind  me  thus,  a  facrifice  ! 
For  I  dare  (lay  no  longer  to  betray  you. 

Mich.  Be  not  ib  quick,  Sir.  Sailors,  I  here  charge  ye, 
$y  virtue  of  this  warrant,  as  you'll  anfwer  it, 
(For  both  your  (hip  and  merchant  1  know  perfectly) 
Lay  hold  upon  this  fellow  ! 
Fran.  Fellow  ? 
Mich.  Ay,  Sir. 

Sail.  No  hand  to  fword,  Sir  ^  we  fhall  matter  you. 
Fetch  out  the  manacles  ! 

Fran,  I  do  obey  ye. 

But,  1  befeech  you,  Sir,  inform  me  truly 
How  1  am  guilty. 

Mich.  You  have  robb'd  a  gentleman, 
One  that  you're  bound  to  for  your  life  and  being ; 
Money  and  horfe  unjuftly  you  took  from  him, 
And  fomething  of  more  note ;  but — for  you're  a  gen 
tleman 

Fran.  It  .fhall  be  fo ;  and  here  I'll  end  all  miferies, 
Since  friendfhip  is  fo  cruel ! — I  confefs  it, 
And,  which  is  more,  a  hundred  of  thefe  robberies: 
This  ring  I  Hole  too  from  him,  and  this  jewel, 
The  firft  and  laft  of  all  my  wealth. — Forgive  me, 
My  innocence  and  truth,  for  faying  I  Hole  'em, 
And  may  they  prove  of  value  but  to  recompenfe 
The  thoufandthpart  of  his  love,  and  bread  I've  eaten! — 
'Pray  fee  'em  render'd,  noble  Sir  5  and  fo 
I  yield  me  to  your  power. 

Mich.  Guard  him  to  th'  water, 
I  charge  you,  failors  ^  there  I  will  receive  him, 
And  back  convey  him  to  a  juftice. 

Sail.  Come,  Sir  •, 

Look  to  your  neck ;  you're  like  to  fail  i'th'  air  now. 

[Exeunt. 

S  C  E  N  E    .VI. 

Enter  fkomas^  Dorothy  ^  and  Maid. 
Tho.  Come,  quickly,  quickly,  quickly  j,  paint  me 

handlbmely  ; 

Take 
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Take  heed  my  nofe  be  not  in  grain  too. 
Come,  Doll,  Doll,  difen  me. 

Dor.  If  you  Ihould  pby  now 
Your  devil's  parts  auain  -- 

Tbo.  *  Yea  and  nay,'  Dorothy  ". 

Dor.  If  ye  do  any  thing,  but  that  ye  have  fworn  i 
"Which  only  is  acccfs  - 

^bo.  As  I'm  a  gentleman  ! 
Out  with  this  hair,  Doll,  handfomely. 

Dor.  You  have  your  breeches  ? 

^bo.  I  prithee  away  ;  thou  know'ft  I'm  monftrous 

ticklifh  : 
What,  doft  thou  think  I  love  to  blafl  my  buttocks  ? 

Dor.  I'll  plague  you  for  this  roguery  ;  for  I  know 

well 
What  you  intend,  Sir.  [dfidc. 

no.  On  with  my  muffler  ! 

Dor.  You're  a  iwcct  lady  !   Come,  let's  fee  you 

court*  fy  : 
What,  broke  i'  th*  bum  ?  Hold  up  your  head. 

fbo.  Plague  on't, 

I  mall  bepifo  my  breeches  if  I  cower  thus  s4  ! 
Come,  am  I  ready  ? 

Maid.  At  all  points  as  like,  Sir, 
As  if  you  were  my  miftrefs. 

*J  Yea  and  nay,  Dorothy  ]  The  humour  of  this  fecms  loft  in  the 
former  editions.  Tom  fecms  to  ufe  the  expreffionjva  and  nay  as  an 
adjective,  ye  a-  and  nay  Dorothy  :  i.  €.  Puritanical  Dorothy. 


Mr.  Seward  is  wrong,  though  the  commaafter^wr  andnay,  might 
have  kept  him  right.  Tom  does  not  call  her  puritanical,  but,  by  a  droll 
imitation  of  the  fanatics  of  our  Authors1  time,  intimates  that  his  de- 
figns  are  as  chafle  as  thofe  of  the  rel'gionifis,  whofe  converfation  was 
Yea,  yea,  and  nay>  nay.  He  makes  ufe  of  the  fame  cxpreflion,  at  hi« 
firil  meeting  with  Hylas  and  Sam  :  - 

Do  not  you  fee  me  altered?  *  Yea  and  nay,*  gentlemen  ; 
A  much-  converted  man. 
J4  If  1  cowr  thus.]  i.e.  Bend,  ftoop,  or  fhrink. 

'  As  thus  he  ipake,  each  bird  and  beall  behold 
'  Approaching  two  and  two,  thefe  co*ivring  low 
*  With  blandiihment,  each  bird  ftoop'd  on  fus  wing.* 

Paradifc  Loft,  b.  viii.  1.  349.         R. 

F  f  2  Dor. 
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Dor.  Who  goes  with  you  ? 

<Tho.  None  but  my  fortune,  and  myfelf.         [Exit. 

Dor.  Blefs  you  ! — 

Now  run  thou  for  thy  life,  and  get  before  him, 
(Take  the  bye- way)  and  tell  my  coufin  Mary 
In  what  fhape  he  intends  to  come  to  cozen  her  ; 
I'll  follow  at  thy  heels  myfelf.     Fly,  wench  ! 

Maid.  I'll  do  it.  [£»/.- 

Enter  Sebajlian  and  Thomas. 

Dor.  My  father  has  met  him ;  this  goes  excellent! 
And  I'll  away  in  time.    Look  to  your  fkin,  Thomas ! 

[Exit. 

Seb.  What,  are  yon  grown  fo  corn-fed,  goody  Gillian, 
You  will  not  know  your  father  ?  What  vagaries 
Have  you  in  hand  ?  what  out-leaps,  dirty  heels, 
That  at  thefe  hours  of  night  you  muft  be  gadding. 
And  thro'  the  orchard  take  your  private  paflage  ? 
What,  is  the  breeze  in  your  breech  ?  Or  has  your  brother 
Appointed  you  an  hour  of  meditation 
How  to  demean  himfclf  ?  Get  you  to  bed,  drab, 
Or  I'll  fo  crab  your  moulders — You  demure  Hut, 
You  civil  dim  of  flic'd  beef,  get  you  in  t 

no.  I  wi'  not,  that  I  wis  nojr.' 

Seb.  Is  it  even  fo,  dame  ? 
Have  at  you  with  a  night-fpcll  then  ! 

fbo.  'Pray  hold,  Sir ! 

Seb.  '  St.  George,  St.  George,  our  lady's  kmghr» 
'  He  walks  by  day,  fo  does  he  by  night ; 

*  And  when  he  had  her  found, 

*  He  her  beat  and  her  bound, 

*  Until  to  him  her  troth  fhe  plight, 
4  She  would  not  ftir  from  him  that  night. 
*£bo.  Nay  then,  have  at  you  with  a  counter  fpell :. 
6  From  elves,  hobs,  and  fairies, 
c  That  trouble  our  dairies, 
'  From  fire-drakes  and  fiends, 
<   And  iViCh  as  the  de'il  fends, 
c  Defend  us,  good  Heaven!' 

[Knocks  down  Seb.  and  exit. 
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Enter  Launceht. 

Lam.  Blefs  me,maftcr!  Lookup,  Sir,  I  befeechyou* 
Up  with  your  eyes  to  Heav'n  ! 

Seb.  Up  with  your  nofe,  Sir  I 
I  do  not  bleed.     'Twas  a  found  knock  fhe  gave  me  •, 
A  plaguy  mankind  girl "  !  How  my  brains  totter  ! 
Well,  go  thy  ways  ;  thf  haft  got  one  thoufand  pound 

more 
With  this  dog  trick.    Mine  own  trucfpirit  in  her  too, 

Laun.  In  her  ?  Alas,  Sir, 
Alas,  poor  gentle  woman,  fhe  a  hand  fo  heavy. 
To  knock  you  like  a  calf  down,  or  fo  brave  a  courage 
TO  beat  her  father  ?  If  you  could  believe,  Sir 

Seb.  Who  wouldft  thou  make  me  believe  it  was  ?  {he 
devil  ? 

Laun.  One  that  fpits  fire  as  fad  as  he  ibmetimes,  Sir, 
And  changes  (hapes  as  often  -,  your  fon  Thomas. 
Ne'er  wonder ;  if  it  be  not  he,  (Iraight  hang  me. 

Seb.  He  ?  If  it  be  fo? 
I'll  put  thee  in  my  will  -,  and  there's  an  end  pn't. 

Laun.  I  faw  his  legs ;  h'  has  boots  on  like  a  player, 
Under  his  wench's  cloaths ;  'tis  he,  'tis  Thomas, 
In  his  own  filler's  cloaths,  Sir,  and  I  can  watch  him s*. 

Stb.  No  more  words  then ;  we'll  watch  him.  Thou'lt 

not  believe,  Launce, 
How  heartily  glad  I  am. 

Laun.  May  you  be  gladder ! 
But  not  this  way,  Sir. 

Seb.  No  more  words,  but  watch  him.         [Exeunt. 

**  4 plaguy  mankind  girl.]  Dr.  Johnfon  fays,  that  a  mankind  wo 
man  is  yet  ufed  in  the  midland  countier,  for  a  woman  violent,  feror 
cious,  and  mifchievous.  R. 

«  Oh,  mankind  generation  P  occurs  in  the  Silent  Woman. 

&  In  bis  ownfijler's  cloatht,  Sir,  anj  I  can  waft  him]  The  va 
riation  is  Mr.  Seward's,  who  fays  he  at  firft  propofed  reading  cqnvaft ; 
i.  e.  fearch'd  or  enquired  into  him  ;  but  that  by  Sebailian's  anfwer, 
Wfll  watch  him,  the  word  ^ateh  feems  the  more  probable  reading, 

Ffj  SCENE 
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SCENE    VII. 

Enter  Mary,  Dorothy ',  and  Maid. 

Mary.  When  comes  he  ? 

Dor     irVeiuUiy. 

Mary.  Then  get  you  up,  Doll ; 
Away  ;  PJ1  itraight  come  to  you.     Is  all  ready  ? 

Maid.  Ail. 

Mary    Let  the  light  ftarid  far  enough. 

Maid   'Tis  plac'd  fo. 

Afary.  Stay  you  to  entertain  him  to  his  chamber  : 
But  keep  cioie,  wench;  he  flies  at -all. 

Maid    I  warrant  you . 

Mary,    if  ou  need  no  more  inftru&ion  ? 

Maid.  I  am  perfedl.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE     VIII. 

Enter  Valentine  and  Thomas. 

$bo.  More  flops  yet  ?   Sure  the  fiend's  my  ghoftly 

father. 
Old  Valentine !  what  wind's  in  his  poop  ? 

VaL  Lady, 

You're  met  mod  happily.     Oh,  gentle  Doll, 
You  muft  now  do  me  an  efpecial  favour. 

fbo.  What  is  it,   matter  Valentine? — Pn]  forely 

troubled 
With  a  fait  rheum  fall'n  i*  my  gums. 

Val.  I'll  tell  you, 

And  let  it  move  you  equally  :  My  bleft  miftrefs, 
Upon  a  {light  occafion  taking  anger, 
Took  alfo  (to  undo  me)  your'aunc's  nunnery, 
From  whence  by  my  perfuafion  to  redeem  her 
Will  be  impoffible;  nor  have  I  liberty 
To  come  and  vifit  her.'    My  good,  good  Dorothy, 
You  are  mod  powerful  with  her,  and  your  aunt  too, 
And  have  accefs  at  all  hours,  liberally  j 

Speak 
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Speak  now  or  never  for  me  ? 

Tbo.  In  a  nunnery  ? 

That  courfe  mull  not  be  fuffer'd,  mafter  Valentine  ; 
Her  mother  never  knew  it.  —  Rare  fport  for  me  ; 
Sport  upon  fport!  —  By  th'  break  of  day  I'll  meet  ye; 
And  fear  not,  man  ;  we'll  have  her  out,  I  warrant  ye. 
I  cannot  (lay  now. 

Val  You'll  not  break  ? 

Tbo.  By  no  means. 
Good  night. 

yal  Good  nighr,  kind  miftrefs  Doll.  [Exit, 

Tbo.  This  thrives  well  ; 
Every  one  takes  me  for  my  fitter  •,  excellent  ! 
This  nunnery's  falTn  fo  pac  too,  to  my  figure, 
Where  there  be  handibme  wenches,  and  they  (hall 

know  it, 

If  once  I  creep  in,  ere  they,  get  me  out  again. 
Stay,  here's  the  houfe,  and  one  of  her  maids. 

Enter  Maid. 

Maid.  Who's  there  ? 
Oh,  mittrels  Dorothy  !  You  are  a  ftranger. 

fbo.  Still  miftrefs  Dorothy  ?  This  geer  will  cotto^  J7. 

Maid.  Will  you  walk  in,  forfooth? 

Tbo.  Where  is  your  miftrefs  ? 

Maid.  Not  very  well  ;  (he's  gone  to  bed  :  I'm  glad 
You're  come  fo  fit  to  comfort  her. 

fbo.  Yes,  Pll  comfort  her. 

Maid.  'Pray  make  not  much  noife,  for  (he's  fure 

a  deep. 
You  know  your  fide  ;  creep  foftly  in  •,  your  company 


57  TUs  geer  will  cotton.]  This  ieenis  to  have  been  a  cant  expreflion, 
underftood  at  the  time.  In  Lily's  Campafpe,  an  old  play  in  Dodfley's 
Colle&ion,  vol.  ii.  Alexander  fays,  *  Now,  Hepheftion,  doth  not  this 
«  mr.tter  cotton  as  1  would  ?  Campafpe  looketh  pleafantly,  liberty 
'  will  encreafe  her  beautie,  and  my  love  (hall  advance  her  honour.* 
By  which  it  appears,  that  the  matter  is  faid  to  cotton  from  the  con 
currence  of  all  thefe  circumitances  :  So  here,  from  the  number  of  fuc- 
Cpfiful  tokens,  Thomas  fays,  '  This  geer  will  cotton*  In  the  fame 
fenfe  we  Hill  lay,  that  '  things  cotton  together.' 

Ff4  Will 
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Will  warm  her  well. 

Tho.  I  warrant  thee,  I'll  warm  her. 

Maid.  Your  brother  has  been  here ;  the  ftrangeft 

fellow ! 

fbo.4  A  very  rogue,  a  rank  rogue  ! 
Maid.  I'll  conduct  you 
Ev'n  to  her  chamber-door,  and  there  commit  you. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE      IX, 

Enter  Michael^  Francis,  and  Officers. 

Micb.  Come,  Sir,  for  this  nigjit  I  mall  entertain  ye, 
And  like  a  gentleman,  howe'er  your  fortune 
Hath  caft  you  on  the  word  part. 

Fran.  How  you  pleafe,  Sir  : 
I  am  refolv'd ;  nor  can  a  joy  or  mifery 
Much  move  me  now. 

Micb.  I'm  angry  with  myfelf  now 
For  putting  this  forc'd  way  upon  his  patience  j 
Yet  any  other  courfe  had  been  too  (lender. 
Yet  what  to  think  I  know  not ;  for  mod  liberally 
He  hath  confefsM  ftrange  wrongs,  which,    if  they 

prove  fo, 

Howe'er  the  other's  long  love  may  forget  all, 
Yet  'twas  moft  fit  he  (hould  come  back,  and  this  way. 
Drink  that^  and  now  to  my  care  leave  your  prifoner -9 
I'll  be  his  guard  for  this  night. 

Offi.  Good  night  to  your  wormip.  [Exeunt. 

Micb.  Good  night,  my  honeft  friends.    Come,  Sir, 

I  hope 

There  ihall  be  no  fuch  capfe  of  fuch  a  fadnefs 
As  you  put  on. 

Fran.  'Faith,  Sir,  my  reft  is  up, 
And  what  I  now  pull  mall  no  more  afflict  me 
^han  if  I  play'd  at  fpan-counter ;  nor  is  my  face 
The  map  of  any  thing  I  feem  to  fuffer ; 
Lighter  affections  feldom  dwell  in  me.  Sir. 

Mick. 
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Micb.  A  conftant  gentleman. — 'Would  I  had  taken 
A  fever,  when  I  took  this  harm  way  to  difturb  him ! 
Come,  walk  with  me,  Sir ;  ere  tomorrow-night 
I  doubt  not  but  to  lee  all  this  blown  over.     [Exeunt. 


ACTV.         SCENE     L 

Enter  Hylas. 

Hylas.  T  H AVE  dog'd  his  lifter,  (fure  'twas  fhe) 
J^  And  I  hope  fhe  will  come  back  again  this 

night  too; 

Sam  I  have  luft  of  purpofe :  Now  if  I  can, 
With  all  the  art  I  have,  as  me  comes  back, 
But  win  a  parley  for  my  broken  pate, 
Off  goes  her  maidenhead,  and  there's  vindiftal 
They  ftir  about  the  houfe ;  I'll  (land  ac  diftance.  [Exit. 

Enter  Mary  and  Dorothy,  and  tben  'Thomas  and  Maid. 
Dor.   Is  he  come  in  ? 
Mary.  Speak  foftly  ; 
•Jie  is,  and  there  he  goes. 

.  Good  night,  good  night,  wench ! 

[A  bed  discovered,  with  a  Blackmoor  in  it* 
As  lottly  as  you  can.  [Exit. 

¥bo.  I'll  play  the  moufe,  Nan. 
How  clofe  the  little  thief  lies  ! 
Mary.  How  he  itches  ! 

Dor.  What  would  you  give  now  to  be  there,  and  I 
At  home,  Mall  ? 

Mary.   Peace  ;  for  fhame  \ 
7ho.  In  what  a  figure 
The  little  fool  has  pnll'd  itfelf  together ! 
Anon  you  will  lieitraighterjha!  there's  rarecircurnftancc 
Belongs  to  fuch  a  trcatife.     Do  you  tumble  ? 
I'll  tumble  with  you  ftraight,  wench.     She  fleeps 
foundly. 

Fuji 
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Full  little  think'fl  thou  of  thy  joy  that's  coming, 
The  fweet,  fweet  joy  !  full  little  of  the  kiffes  ; 
But  thole  unthought-of  things  come  ever  happiefh 
How  ibft  the  rogue  feels  !  Oh,  you  little  villain, 
You  delicate  coy  thief,  how  I  mall  thrum  you  ! 
Your,  c  fy !  away,  good  fervant !  as  you  are  a  gentle 
man  !' 

Mary.  Prithee  leave  laughing. 

Tbo.  '  Out  upon  you,  Thomas  ! 

*  What  do  you  mean  to  do  ?  I'll  call  the  houfe  up  ! 

*  Oh,  God,  I'm  fure  you  will  not !'  mall  not  ferve  you, 
For  up  you  go  now,  an  you  were  my  father. 

Mary.  Your  courage  will  be  cool'd  anon. 

<Tbo.  If  I  do  hang  for't, 
Yet  I'll  be  qnarter'd  here  firft. 

Dor.  Oh,  fierce  villain  ! 

Mary.  What  would  he  do  indeed,  Doll  ? 

Dor.  You  had  beft  try  him. 

*Tho.  I'll  kifs  thee  ere  I  come  to  bed,  fweet  Mary — 

Mary.  Prithee,  leave  laughing. 

Dor.  Oh,  for  gentle  Nicholas  ! 

Tbo.  And  view  that  flormy  face  that  has  fo  thun 
der' d  me. 

A  coldnefs  crept  over't  now  r  By  your  leave,  candle, 
And  next,  door,  by  yours  too !  So ;  a  pretty,  pretty — 
Shall  I  now  look  upon  ye?  By  this  light  it  moves  me, 

Mary.  Much  good  may  it  do  you,  Sir ! 

fbo.  Holy  faints  defend  me  ! 
The  devil,  devil,  devil,  devil !  oh,  the  devil ! 

Mary. Dor.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha  I  The  devil!  oh,  the  devil! 

Tho.  I  am  abus'd  moft  damnedly,  moil  beaftly  ! 
Yet,  if  it  be  a  me-devil — but  the  houfe  is  up, 
And  here's  no  flaying  longer  in  this  cafTock. 
Woman,  I  here  difclaim  thee !   and,  in  vengeance, 
I'll  marry  with  that  devil,  but  I'll  vex  thee ! 

Mary.  By'r  lady,  but  you  mail  not,  Sir  ^  I'll  watch  ye. 

Fbo.  Plague  o' your  Spanifli  leather  hide!  I'll  waken 

you. 
Devil,  good  night !  Good  night,  good  devil ! 

Moor. 
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Moor.  Oh! 

Tho.  Roar  again,  devil  i  roar  again.  [Exit. 

Moor.  Oh,  oh,  Sir! 

Mary.  Open  the  doors  before  him  ;  let  him  vanifh  j 
Now,  let  him  come  again,  I'll  ufe  him  kinder. 
Ho\v  now,  wench  ? 

Moor.  'Pray  lie  here  yourfelf  next,  miftrefs, 
And  entertain  your  fweetheart. 

Mary.  What  faid  hef  to  thee  ? 

Moor.  I  had  a  loft  bed,  and  I  flept  out  all 
But  his  kind  farewell  :  You  may  bake  me  now, 
For  o*  my  confcience,  he  has  made  me  vcnifon. 

Mary.  Alas,  poor  Kate  !  I'll  give  thee  a  new  petticoat. 

Dor.  And  I  a  waiftcoat,  wench. 

Mary.  Draw  in  the  bed,  maids, 
And  fee  it  made  again  ;  put  frefh  fheets  on  too, 
For  Doll  and  I.  Come,  wench,  let's  laugh  an  hour  now. 
^Tomorrow,  early,  will  we  fee  young  Cellide  ; 
They  fay  me  has  taken  fanctuary  :  Love  and  hay  5.* 
Areth:ck  fown,  but  come  up  To  full  of  thirties  ! 

Dor.  They  muft  needs,  Mall,  for  'tis  a  pricldng 

age  grown. 
Prithee  to  bed,  for  I  am  monftrous  flcepy. 

Mary.  A  match  ;  but  art  not  thou  thy  brother  ? 

Dor.  'Would  I  were,  wench! 
You  ihould  hear  further. 

Mary.  Come  •,  no  more  of  that,  Doll  !      [Exeunt. 

SCENE      II. 

Enter  Hylas  and  Thomas. 
Hylas.  I  heard  the  doors  clap  -,  now,  tm't  be  thy  will, 

wench  -  •*,'*' 

By  th'  mafs,  (becomes.     You're  fairly  met59,  fair 
gentlewoman  ! 

*8  LoveanJtlu.          arc  t  tick  fawn,  &c.]  That  this  is  corrupt 
needs  no  proof:  I  read  low  andbay,  i.e.  Hay  feeds  are  thick  fown,  &c. 


59  Tou're  furcly  met.']  Former  editions  all  read  thus. 

I  take 
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I  take  it  miftrefs  Doll,  Sebaftian's  daughter. 

Tbo.  You   take  it  right 6o,  Sir. — Hylas,  are  you 

ferreting  ? 
I'll  fit  you  with  a  penny-worth  prefently. 

Hylas.  How  dare  you  walk  fo  late,  fweet,  fo  weak 
guarded  ? 

<Tbo.  'Faith,  Sir,  I  do  no  harm,  nor  none  I  look  for ; 
Yet  I  am  glad  I've  met  fo  good  a  gentleman, 
Againft  all  chances  ;  for  tho'  I  never  knew  you, 
Yet  I  have  heard  much  good  fpoke  of  you. 

Hylas.  Hark  you ; 
What  if  a  man  ftiould  kifs  you  ? 

fbo.  That's  no  harm,  Sir. — 
'Pray  God  he  'fcapes  my  beard  !  there  lies  the  mifchief, 

Hylas.  Her  lips   are  monftrous  rugged ;  but  that 

furely 
Is  but  the  fharpnefs  of  the  weather. — Hark  ye,  once 

more, 

And  in  your  ear,  fweet  miftrefs,  (for  you  are  fo, 
And  ever  mall  be  from  this  hour,  I've  yow'd  it)—" — ' 

Enter  Sebaftian  and  Launcekt. 

Self.  Why,  that's  my  daughter,  rogue ;  doft  thou 

not  fee  her 
Kifling  that  fellow  there,  there  in  that  corner? 

Laun.  KifTing  ? 

Seb.  Now,  now  ;  now  they  agree  o'  th*  match  top. 

¥bd.  Nay  then,  you  love  me  not. 

Hylas.  By  this  white  hand,  Doll ! 

Ibo.  I  mull  confefs,  I've  long  defir'd  your  fight,  Sir. 

Laun.  Why,  there's  the  boots  ftill,  Sir. 

Seb.  Hang  boots,  Sir  ! 
Why,  they'll  wear  breeches  too, 

<Tho.  Dilhoneft  me? 
Not  for  the  world. 

Seb.  Why,  now  they  kifs  again  ;  there  ! 
I  knew  'twas  me,  and  that  her  crafty  dealing 

60  Tho.    I  take  right,   6Vr.]    The  Icnie  and  meafure  both  are  im- 
provM  by  the  .change  made  in  this  reading.  Seward. 

Out 
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Out  the  back  way  muft  needs  have  fuch  a  meaning. 

Laun.  I'm  at  my  irnall  wits'  end. 

¥bo.  If  you  mean  honourably 

Laun.  Did  flie  ne'er  beat  you  before,  Sir  ? 

Seb.  Why  doft  thou  follow  me  ? 
Thou  rafcal,  (lave,  haft  thou  not  twice  abus'd  me  ? 
Hail  thou  not  fpoil'd  the  boy  ?  By  thine  own  covenant, 
Wouldft  thou  not  now  be  hang'd  ? 

Laun.  I  think  I  would,  Sir; 
But  you  are  fo  impatient !  Does  not  this  fhew,  Sir, 
(I  do  befeech  you  fpeak,  and  fpeak  with  judgment, 
And  let  the  cafe  be  equally  confider'd) 
Far  braver  in  your  daughter  ?  In  a  fon  now, 
'Tis  nothing,  of  no  mark,  every  man  does  it ; 
But  to  beget  a  daughter,  a  man- maiden, 
That  reaches  at  thefe  high  exploits,  is  admirable ! 
Nay,  (he  goes  far  beyond  him  •,  for  when  durft  he, 
But  when  he  was  drunk,  do  any  thing  to  fpeak  of? 
This  is  Sebaftian  truly. 

Seb.  Thou  fay 'ft  right,  Launce ; 
And  there's  my  hand  once  more. 
'  Tbo.  Not  without  marriage. 

Self.  Did  ft  thou  hear  that  ? 

Laun.  I  think  (he  fpoke  of  marriage. 

Seb.  And  he  mall  marry  her  (for  it  feems  fhe  likes 

him) 
And  their  fir  ft  boy  fhall  be  my  heir. 

Laun.  Ay,  marry, 
Now  you  go  right  to  work. 

Tbo.  Fy,  fy,  Sir ! 

Now  I  have  promised  you  this  night  to  marry, 
Would  you  be  fo  intemperate  ?  are  you  a  gentleman  ? 

Hylas.  I  have  no  maw  to  marriage,  yet  this  rafcal 
Tempts  me  extremely. — Will  you  marry  prefently  ? 

<Tbo.  Get  you  afore,  and  ftay  me  at  the  chapel, 
Clofe  by  the  nunnery ;  there  you  (hall  tind  a  night- 

prieft, 

Little  Sir  Hugh,  and  he  can  fay  the  matrimony 
Over  without  booic  ;  for  we  mult  have  no  company, 

Nor 
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Nor  light,  for  fear  my  father  know,  which  muft  not 

yet  be  : 
And  then  tomorrow-night  -- 

Hylas.  Nothing  to-night,  fweet  ? 

<Tho.  No,  not  a  bit.      I'm  fent  of  bnfmefs, 
About  my  dowry,  fweet  ;  do  not  you  fpoil  all  now  ; 
'Tis  of  much  hafte.  —  I  can  fcarce  ftay  the  marriage  ! 
Now,  if  you  love  me,  get  you  gone  ! 

Hylas.  You'll  follow  ? 

Tbo.  Within  this  hour,  my  fweet  chick. 

Hylas.  Kifs. 

^bo.  A  rope  kifs  you  !  — 
Come,  come  ;  I  ftand  o'  thorns. 

Hylas.  Methinks  her  mouth  ftill 
Is  monftrous  rough  -9  but  they  have  ways  to  mend  it.— 
Farewell  ! 

Tbo.  Farewell  !  —  I'll  fit  you  with  a  wife,  Sir. 

Seb.  Come,  follow  clofe  •,  I'll  fee  the  end  me  aims  at, 
And  if  he  be  a  handfome  fellow,  Launcelot, 
Fiat  !  'tis  done,  and  all  my  'flate  is  fettled. 


SCENE     III. 

Enter  Abbefs,  Cellide^  and  Nuns. 

Abbefs.  Come,  to  your  matins,  maids  !  Thefe  early- 

hours, 

My  gentle  daughter,  will  difturb  a  while 
Your  fair  eyes,  nurtured  in  eafe. 

Cel.  No,  virtuous  mother, 
'Tis  for  my  holy  health,  to  purchafe  which 
They  (hall  forget  the  child  of  eafe,  foft  {lumber  6l. 
Oh,  my  afflicted  heart,  how  thou  art  tortur'd  ! 
And,  Love,  how  like  a  tyrant  thou  reign'ft  in  me,, 
Commanding  and  forbidding  at  one  inftant  ! 
Why  came  1  hither,  that  defire  to  have 
Only  all  liberty  to  make  me  happy  ? 
Why  didft  thou  bring  that  young  man  home,  oh, 
Valentine* 


The  child  ofeaje,  foft  flumbers,]  lutfiner  editions.     SetvarJ. 

That 
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That  virtuous  youth?    Why  didft  thou  fpeak  his 

goodnefs, 

In  fuch  a  phrate  as  if  all  tongues,  all  praifes, 
Were  made  for  him  ?  Oh,  fond  and  ignorant  I 
Why  didft  thou  fofter  my  affe&ion 
'Till  it  grew  up  to  know  no  other  father, 
And  then  betray  it? 

Abbefs.  Can  you  fing  ? 

Cel.  Yes,  mother, 
My  Ibrrows  only. 

Abbefs.  Be  gone,  and  to  the  choir  then. 

{Exeunt.    Muftcky  finging. 

SCENE    IV. 

Enter  Michael  and  Servant,  and  Francis. 

Micb.  Haft  thou  enquir'd  him  out  ? 

Serv.  He's  not  at  home,  Sir; 
His  filter  thinks  he's  gone  to  th'  nunnery. 

Micb.  Moft  likely  ;  I'll  avray.  An  hour  hence,  firrah, 
Come  you  along  with  this  young  gentleman  j 
Do  him  all  fervice,  and  fair  office. 

Serv.  Yes,  Sir.  [Exeunt, 


SCENE 


V. 


Enter  Hylas  and  Sam. 

Sam.  Where  haft  thou  been,  man  ? 

Hylas.  Is  there  ne'er  a  fhop  open  ? 
I'll  give  thee  a  pair  of  gloves,  Sam. 

Sam.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Hylas.  What  doft  thou  think  ? 

Sam.  Thou  art  not  married  ? 

Hylas.  By  th'  mafs  but  I  am,  all  to  being  married  * ; 
I  am  i'th'  order  now,  Sam. 

Sam.  To  whom,  prithee? :^ 

*  All  to  be  married.'}  We  fhould  either  read,  All  but  to  be  married r; 
•r,  All  to  being  married. 

I  thought 
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I  thought  there  was  fome  fuch  trick  in't,  you  ftole 

from  me. 
But  who,  for  Heav'n's  fake  ? 

Hylas.  Ev'n  the  fweeteft  woman, 
The  rareft  woman,  Samuel,  and  the  luftieft, 
But  wondrous  honeft,  honed  as  the  ice,  boy, 
Not  a  bit  beforehand,  for  my  life, :  firrah  ^ 
And  of  a  luliy  kindred  ! 

Sam.  But  who,  Hylas  ? 

PJylas.  The  young  gentleman  and  I  are  like  to  be 

friends  again ; 
The  fates  will  have  it  fo. 

Sam.  Who,  Monfieur  Thomas  ? 

Hylas.  All  wrongs  forgot. 

Sam.  Oh,  now  1  fmell  you,  Hylas ; 
Does  he  know  of  it  ? 

Hylas.  No,  there's  the  trick  I  owe  him ; 
*Tis  done,  boy  ;  we  are  faft,  'faith !  My  youth  now 
Shall  know  I  am  aforehand,  for  his  qualities. 

Sam.  Is  there  no  trick  in't  ? 

fly  las.  None,  but  up  and  ride,  boy. 
I  have  made  her  no  jointure  neither ;  there  I  have  paid 
him. 

Sam.  She's  a  brave  wench. 

Hylas.  She  fhall  be,  as  I'll  ufe  her-, 
And,  if  me  anger  me,  all  his  abufes 
I'll  clap  upon  her  caflbck. 

Sam.  Take  heed,  Hylas! 

Hylas.  'Tis  paft  that,  Sam.  Come,  I  muft  meet  her 

prefently, 
And  thou 6i  fhalt  fee  me  a  moft  glorious  hufband.  [Exe. 

SCENE     VI. 

Enter  Dorothy,  Mary^  and  Valentine. 

Dor.  In  troth,  Sir,  you  ne'er  fpoke  to  me. 
Val.  Can  you  forget  me  ? 

*z  AY/ now  A?//.]   Former  editions*  Seward. 

Did 
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Did  not  you  promilc  all  your  help  and  cunning 
In  my  behalf,  but  for  one  hour  to  fee  her  ? 
Did  you  not  fwear  it  ?  By  this  hand,  no  ftridlnefs 
Nor  rule  this  houfe  holds,  fhall  by  me  be  broken. 

Dor.  I  faw  you  not  thefe  two  days. 

Val.  Do  not  wrong  me  ! 
I  met  you,  by  my  liie,  juft  as  you  enter*  d 
This  gentle  lady's  lodge,  lad  night,  thus  fuited, 
About  eleven  o'clock. 

Dor.  'Tis  true,  I  was  there  -9 
But  that  I  faw  or  fpoke  to  you— — • 

Mary.  I've  found  it ; 
Your  brother  Thomas,  Doll ! 

Dor.  Pray,  Sir,  beiatisfied, 
And  wherein  I  can  do  you  good,  command  me.— 
What  a  mad  fool  is  this  I — Stay  here  a  while,  Sir, 
Whilft  we  walk  in,  and  make  your  peace. 

{Exit  with  Mary. 
Enter  Abbefs. 

Vol.  I  thank  you.  [Squeak  within. 

Abbefs.  Why,  what's  the  matter  there  among  thefo 

maids  ? 

Now,  benedicite !  Have  ye  got  the  breeze  there  ? 
Give  me  my  holy  fprinkle ! 

Enter  two  Nuns. 
I  Nun.  Oh,  madam, 

There  is  a  ftrange  thing  like  a  gentlewoman, 
Like  miftrefs  Dorothy,  (I  think  the  fiend) 
Crept  into  th'  nunnery,  we  know  not  which  way, 
Plays  revel-rout  among  us. 

Abbefs.  Give  me  my  holy  water-pot ! 

i  Nun.  Here,  madam. 

Abbefs.  Spirit  of  earth  or  air,  I  do  conjure  thee, 

Of  water,  or  of  fire [Squeak  within. 

i  Nun.  Hark,  madam,  hark ! 
Abbefs.  Be  thou  ghoil  that  cannot  reft, 
Or  a  ihadow  of  the  blefs'd, 
Be  thou  black,  or  white,  or  green, 

Be  thou  heard,  or  to  be  feen ~ 

VOL,  IV,  G  g  Enttr 


466*        MONSIEUR    THOMAS. 

Enter  Thomas  and  Cellide. 

2  Nun.  It  comes,  it  comes  ! 

Cel.  What  are  you  ?  fpeak,  fpeak  gently  j 
And  next,  what  would  you  with  me  ? 

no.  Any  thing  you'll  let  me. 

CeL  You  are  no  woman  certain. 

no.  Nor  you  no  nun, 
Nor  fhall  not  be. 

Cel.  What  make  you  here  ? 

no.  I  am  a  holy  friar. 

Abbefs.  Is  this  the  fpirit  ? 

^Tbo.  Nothing  but  fpirit,  aunt. 

Abbefs.  Now  out  upon  thee ! 

no.  Peace,  or  I'll  conjure  too,  aunt. 

Abbefs.  Why  come  you  thus  ? 

no.  That's  all  one  •,  here's  my  purpofe6* : 
Out  with  this  nun ;  me  is  too  handfome  for  yc. 
I'll  tell  thce,   aunt,   and  I  fpeak  it  with  tears  to  theey 
If  thou  keep'ft  her  here,  as  yet  I  hope  thou  art  wifer, 
Mark  but  the  mifchief  follows ! 

Abbefs.  She's  a  votrefs, 

no.  Let  her  be  what  fhe  will,  Hie  will  undo  thee, 
Let  her  but  one  hour  out,  as  I  direct  you,, 
Or  have  among  your  nuns  again  \ 

Abbefs.  You  have  no  project 
But  fair  and  honeft  p 

no.  As  thine  eyes,  fweet  Abbeis. 

Abbefs.  I  will  be  rul'd  then. 

^bo.  Thus  then,  and  perfuade  her — 
But  do  not  juggle  with  me-,  if  you  do,  aunt 

Abbefs.  I  muft  be  there  myfelf, 

no.  Away,  and  fit  her. 

Abbefs.  Come,  daughter,  you  muft  nowberul'dt  or 
never. 

Ctl.  I  muft  obey  your  will. 

Abbefs.  That's  rny  good  daughter,  [Exeunt. 

**  Here's  try  purpo/e.f  The  old  quarto  read*,  *iiSs  mjpurpofe. 

S  C  E  N  E 
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SCENE    VII. 

Enter  Dorothy  and  Mary. 

Mary.  What  a  coil  has  this  fellow  kept  i'th'nunnery ! 
Sure  he  has  run  the  Abbefs  out  of  her  wits. 

Dor.  Out  of  the  nunnery,  I  think ;  for  we  can  neither 

fee  her, 
Nor  the  young  Cellide. 

Mary.  Pray  Hcav'ns,  he  be  not  teafing  \ 
Dor.  Nay,   you  may  thank  yourfelf ;  'twas  your 
own  ftrudtures. 

Enter  Hylas  and  Sam. 

Sam.  Why,  there's  the  gentlewoman. 

Hylas.  Mafs,  'tis  Ihe  indeed. 
How  fmart  the  pretty  thief  looks  !  'Morrow,  miftrefs ! 

Dor.  Good  morrow  to  you,  Sir ! 

Sam.  How  ftrange  (he  bears  it ! 

Hylas.  Maids  muft  do  fo,  at  firft. 

Dor.  Would  ye  aught  with  us,  gentlemen  ? 

Hylas.  Yes,  marry,  would  I, 
A  little  with  your  ladyfhip. 

Dor.  Your  will,  Sir? 

Hylas.  Doll,  I  would  have  you  prefently  prepare 
Yourfelf  and  thofe  things  you  would  have  with  you ; 
For  my  houfe  is  ready. 

Dor.  How,  Sir? 

Hylas.  And  this  night 

Not  to  fail  -,  you  muft  come  to  me  -,  my  friends 
Will  all  be  there  too.     For  trunks,  and  thofe  things, 
And  houfhold-ftuff,    and  cloaths,  you  would  have 

carried, 

Tomorrow,  or  the  next  day,  I'll  take  order : 
Only  what  money  you  have,  bring  away  with  you, 
And  jewels. 

Dor.  Jewels,  Sir  ? 

Hylas.  Ay,  for  adornment. 
There's  a  bed  up  to  play  the  game  in,  Dorothy : 

Gg2  And 
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And  now,  come  kits  me  heartily  ! 

'Dor.  Who  are  you  ? 

Hylas.  This  lady  (hall  be  welcome  too. 

Mary.  To  what,  Sir  ? 

Hylas.  Your  neighbour  can  refolve  you. 

Dor.  The  man's  foolim  ! 
Sir,  you  look  foberly  :  Who  is  this  fellow,     . 
And  where's  his  bufmefs  ? 

Sam.  By  Heav'n,  thou  art  abus'd  ftill. 

Hylas.  It  may  be  fo.  Corne,  ye  may  fpeak  now  boldly  \ 
There's  none  buffriends,  wench.  * 

Dor.  Came  you  out  of  Bedlam  ? 
Alas,  'tis  ill,  Sir,  that  you  fuffer  him 
To  walk  i'  th'  open,  air  thus  •,  'twill  undo  him. 
A  pretty  handfome  Gentleman  :  Great  pity  !   , 

Sam.  Let  me  not  live  more  if  thou  be'ft  not  cozen'd. 

Hylas.  Are  not  you  my  wife?  Did  not  I  marry 

you  laft  night, 
At  St.  Michael's  Chapel  ? 

Dor.  Did  not  I  fay  he  was  mad  ? 

Hylas.  Are  not  you  miftrefs  Dorothy,  Thomas's  fitter  ? 

Mary.  There  he  fpeaks  fenfe;   but  1*11  allure  you, 

gentleman, 
I  think  no  wife  of  yours.     At  what  hour  was  it  ? 

Hylas.  'Sprecious,  you'll  make  me  mad  !     Did  not 

the  prieft, 

Sir  Hugh,  that  you  appointed,  about  twelve  o'clock 
Tie  our  hands  fail  ?  Did  not  you  fwear  you  lov'd  me  ? 
Pid  not  I  court  ye,  coming  from  this  gentlewoman's  ? 

Mary.  Good  Sir,  go  ileep  ;  for,  if  I  credit  have, 
She  was  in  my  arms  then  a- bed. 

Sam.  I  told  you. 

Hylas.  Be  not  fo  confident ! 

Dor.  By  th'  mafs,  me  muft,  Sir; 
For  I'll  no  hufband  here,  before  I  know  him  : 
And  fo  good  morrow  to  ye !  Come,  let's  go  feek  'em. 

Sam.  I  told  you  what  you  had  done. 

Hylas.  Is  the  devil  ftirring  ? 

Well,  go  with  me  ^  for  now  I  will  be  married.    [£m 

SCENE 
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SCENE    VIII. 

Enter  Michael,  Valentine,  and  dlict, 

Micb.  I've  brought  him  back  again. 

Val.  You  have  done  a  friendfhip, 
Worthy  the  love  you  bear  me. 

Micb.  'Would  he  had  fo  too  ! 

Val.  Oh,  he's  a  worthy  young  man. 

Micb.  When  all's  tried,  v» 

I  fear  you'll  change  your  faith.     Bring  in  the  gen* 
tleman. 

Enter  Francis  and  Servant ,  Abhtfs  and  Cellide,  federally, 

Val.  My  happy  miftrefs  too  ?  Now,  Fortune,  help  me ! 
And,  all  you  ftars  that  govern  chaite  defires, 
Shine  fair,  and  lovely  ! 

Abbefs.  But  one  hour,  dear  daughter, 
To  hear  your  guardian,  what  he  can  deliver 
In  love's  defence,  and  his ;  and  then  your  pleafure. 

Cel.  Tho*  much  unwilling,  you  have  made  me  yield, 
More  for  his  fake  I  fee :  How  full  of  forrow, 
Sweet  catching  forrow,  he  appears  !  Oh,  Love, 
That  thou  but  knew'ft  to  heal,  as  well  as  hurt  us. 

Micb.  Be  rul'd  by  me :  I  fee  her  eye  faft  on  him  ; 
And  what  you  heard,  believe  •,  for  'tis  fo  certain 
He  neither  dar'd,  nor  muft  oppole  my  evidence  : 
And  be  you  wife,  young  lady,  and  believe  too.. 
This  man  you  love,  Sir  ? 

Val.  As  I  love  my  foul,  Sir. 

Micb.  This  man  you  put  into  a  free  poflefiion 
Of  what  his  wants  could  a(k,  or  yourielf  render  ? 

Val  And  mall  do  ftill. 

Micb.  Nothing  was  barr'd  his  liberty 
But  this  fair  maid :  That  friendftiip  firit  was  broken, 
And  you  and  (he  abus'd ;  next,  (to  my  forrow 
So  fair  a  form  fhould  hide  fo  dark  intentions) 
Jie  hath  himfelf  cortfefs'd  (my  purpofe  being 

Only 
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Only  to  flop  his  journey,  by  that  policy 
Of  laying  felony  to  his  charge,  to  fright  the  failors) 
Divers  abufes  done,  thefts  often  pra&is'd, 
Monies  and  jewels  too,  and  thofe  no  trifles. 

Cel.  Oh,  where  have  I  beftow'd  my  faith  ?  in  neither 
(Let's  in  for  ever  now)  there  is  virtue*'  ! 

Micb.  Nay,  do  not  wonder  at  it  ;  he  fhall  fay  it  : 
Are  you  not  guilty  thus  ? 

Fran.  Yes,-«Oh,  my  fortune  ! 

Mich.  To  give  a  proof  I  fpeak  not  envioufly, 
Look  here  :  D'you  know  thefe  jewels  ? 

Cel.  In,  good  mother  ! 

. 

Enter  Thomas,  Dorothy  -,  and  Mary  ;  then  Sebaftian  and 
Launcelot. 

Vol.  Thefe  jewels  1  have  known, 

Dor.  You've  made  brave  fport  ! 

*Tho.  I'll  make  more,  if  I  live,  wench. 
Nay,  do  not  look  on  me  ;  I  care  not  for  you. 

Laun.Do  you  fee  now  plain  ?  T  hat's  miftrefsDorothy, 
And  that's  his  miftrefs. 

Seb.  Peace  ;  let  my  joy  work  eanly. 
Ha,  boy  !  art  there,  my  boy  ?  mine  own  boy,  Tom,  boy  f 
Home,  Launce,  and  ftrike  a  frelh  piece  of  wine  ;  the 
town's  ours  ! 

Vol.  Sure,  I  have  known  thefe  jewels. 

Alice.  They  are  they,  certain. 

VaL  Good  Heav'n,  that  they  were  ! 

Alice.  I'll  pawn  my  life  on't  ; 
And  this  is  he.     Come  hither,  rniftrefs  Dorothy, 


Let's  in  for  ever  »o^vy  there  is  virtue  .]  I  read, 

-  in  neither  -  there  is  no  virtue. 

I  fear  that  I  fhall  be  thought  to  put  a  nonfenfical  expletive  into  rhe 
text  for  the  fake  of  meafure  only  ;  but  the  ufe  of  two  negatives  in  this 
manner  is  fo  very  common  to  all  old  Englifh  writers,  and  to  our  Authors 
in  particular,  that  I  cannot  doubt  of  its  being  the  true  reading.  Seward. 

We  fee  no  neceffity  for  this  alteration  ;  though  two  negatives  are 
pot  uncommon,  they  are  not  neceflary.  —  Befides,  Mr.  Seward  is  wrong 
in  his  affertipn,  '  that  two  negatives  are  particularly  common  to  our 
Authors.* 
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And  miftrefs  Mary  :  Who  does  that  face  look  like, 
And  view  my  brother  well  ? 

Dor.  In  truth,  like  him. 

Mary.  Upon  my  troth,  exceeding  like. 

Mich.  Befhrew  me, 

But  much,  and  main  refemblance,  both  of  face 
And  lineaments  of  body  :  Now  Heav'n  grant  it  ! 

Alice.  My  brother's  full  of  paflion.  I'll  Ipeak  to  him. 
Now,  as  you  are  a  gentleman,  refolve  me, 
Where  did  you  get  thefe  jewels  ? 

Fran.  Now  I'll  tell  you, 

Becaufe  blind  Fortune  yet  may  make  me  happy. 
Of  whom  I  had  'em  I  have  never  heard  yet, 
But  from  my  infancy  upon  this  arm 
I  ever  wore  'em. 

Alice.  'Tis  Francifco,  brother  ; 
By  Heav'n,  I  tied  'em  on  !  A  little  more,  Sir, 
A  little,  little  more  j  what  parents  have  you  ? 

Fran.  None, 

That  I  know  yet,  the  more  my  ftubborn  fortune  ; 
But,  as  I  heard  a  merchant  fay  that  bred  me, 
Who,  to  my  more  affliction,  died  a  poor  man, 
When  I  reach'd  eighteen  years  - 

Alice.  What  faid  that  merchant  ? 

Fran.  He  laid,  an  infant  in  the  Genoa  gallies, 
(But  from  what  place  he  never  could  direct  me) 
I  was  ta'en  in  a  Tea-  fight,  and  from  a  mariner, 
Out  of  his  manly  pity,  he  rcdeem'd  me. 
He  told  me  of  a  nurle  that  waited  on  me, 
But  me,  poor  foul,  he  faid,  was  kill'd  : 
A  letter  too  I  had  enclos'd  within  me, 
To  one  Caftruccio,  a  Venetian  merchant, 
To  bring  me  up  :  The  man,  when  years  allow'd  me, 
And  want  of  friends  corn  pell'd,  I  fought;  but  found  him 
Long  dead  before,  and  all  my  hopes  gone  with  him. 
The  wars  was  my  retreat  then,  and  my  travel, 
In  which  I  found  this  gentleman's  free  bounty, 
For  which  Heav'n  recompence  him64  !  Now  ye've  alL 


For  which  Heorjn  recompcnc'd  him.  ]  Former  edit. 

Vol. 
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Vol.  And  all  the  worldly  blifs  that  Heav'n  can  fend 

me, 
And  all  my  prayers  and  thanks ! 

Alice.  Down  o'  your  knees,  Sir ! 
For  now  you've  found  a  father,  and  that  father 
That  will  not  venture  you  again  in  gallies. 

Mich.  JTis  true,  believe  her,  Sir  -y  and  we  all  joy  with 
you. 

Val  My  beft  friend  ftill,  my  deareft !  Now  Heav'n 

blefs  thee, 

And  make  me  worthy  of  this  benefit  f 
Now,  my  beft  miitrefs. 

Cel.  Now,  Sir,  I  come  to  you 

Abbefs.  No,  no ;  let's  in,  wench. 

Cel.  Not  for  the  world,  now,  mother. — 
And  thus,  Sir,  all  my  fervice  I  pay  to  you, 
And  all  my  love  to  him. 

Val.  And  may  it  profper ! 

Take  her,  Francifco,  now  no  more  young  Calliden6*, 
And  love  her  dearly  •,  for  thy  father  does  fo. 

Fran.  May  all  hate  feek  me  elfe  !  and  thus  I  fealit. 

Val.  Nothing  but  mirth  now,  friends. 

Enter  Hylas  and  Sam. 

Hylas.  Nay,  I  will  find  him. 
Sam.  What  do  all  thefe  here  ? 
Tho.  You're  a  trufty  hufband,    -;;',4, 
And  a  hot  lover  too. 

Hylas.  Nay  then,  good  morrow ! 

6*  Take  her,  Francifco,  no--w.no  more  young  Callidon.]   There  is  aa 
inaccuracy  in  this  play,  Frank  had  been  never  call'd  Callidon  before, 
but  by  his  own  name.     Thus  in  the  fecond  ad  Thomas  fays, 
Wbat  young  Frank  ? 
Ibe  only  tempered  fpirit,  &C. 

But  it  is  very  probable,  that  this  was  the  aclor's  or  printer's  miilake, 
who  feeing  him  call'd  Frank  in  the  Perfons  df  the  Drama,  might  call 
him  fo  here  without  attending  to  the  fequel,  without  which  the  name 
Callidon  in.  that  place  would  not  have  been  intelligible.  Seiuard. 

We  fee  no  way  of  clearing  the  Author  of  this  inaccuracy ;  probably 
the  effecl  of  Jiaity  competition. 

Now 
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w  I  perceive  the  knavery. 

Sam.  I  ftill  told  you  ! 

no.  Stay,  or  I'll  make  you  (lay.     Come  hither, 
fitter. 

VaL  Why,  how  now,  miftrefs  Thomas  ? 

^Tbo.  Peace  a  little  ! 
Thou  wouldft  tain  have  a  wife, 

Hylas.  Not  I ;  by  no  means. 

Tbo.  Thou  (halt  have  a  wife, 
And  a  fruitful  wife ;  for  I  find,  Hylas, 
That  I  mall  never  be  able  to  bring  thee  children. 

Seb.  A  notabk  brave  boy  !  nown  fon  again  w  ! 

Hylas.  I  am  very  well,  Sir. 

?bo.  Thou  malt  be  better. 
Hylas,  thou  haft  feven  hundred  pou-nds  a-year, 
And  thou  malt  make  her  three  hundred  jointure. 

Hylas.  No. 

Tbo.  Thou  malt,  boy,  and  (halt  beftow 
Two  hundred  pounds  in  cloaths.     Look  on  her; 
A  ddicate  lufty  wench;  fhe  has  fifteen  hundred, 
And  feafible  :  Strike  hands,  or  I'll  ftrike  firft. 

Dor.  You'll  let  me  like  ? 

Mary.  He's  a  good  handfome  fellow ; 
PJay  not  the  fool. 

Tbo.  Strike,  brocher  Hylas,  quickly. 

Hylas.  If  you  can  love  me,  welj. 

Dor.  If  you  can  pleafe  me. 

Tbo.  Try  that  out  foon  :  I  fay,  my  brother  Hylas. 

Sam.  Take  her,  and  ule  her  well  •,   (he's  a  brave 
gentlewoman. 

Hylas.  You  muft  allow  me  another  miftrefs. 

Dor.  Then  you  muft  allow  me  another  fervant. 

Hylas.  Well,  let's  together  then.    A  lufty  kindred  ! 

Stb.  Til  give  thce  five  hundred  pounds  more  for 
that  word. 

66  d  notable  brave  boy.  KNOWN  ion  again.]  So  old  quarto. 

The  later  editions  leave  out  the  three  laft  words. ;  which,  however, 
we  do  not  doubt,  were  genuine,  (except  the  orthographical  miftake). 
and  fpoken  by  the  aclor. 

VOL.  IV.  H  h  Mary. 
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Mary.  Now,  Sir,  for  you  and  I  to  make  thefeaft  full!. 

2~&0.  No,  not  a  bit ;  you  are  a  virtuous  lady^ 
And  love  to  live  in  contemplation. 

Mary,  Come,  fool ;  I'm  friends  now. 

<Tho.  The  fool  mall  not  ride  you. 
There  lie,  my  woman  !  now  my  man  again  ! 
And  now  for  travel  once  more ! 

Seb.  I'll  bar  that  firft. 

Mary.  And  I  next. 

Tho.   Hold  yourfelf  contented ;   for  I  fay  I  will 

travel : 

And  fo  long  I  will  travel,  'till  I  find  a  father 
That  I  never  knew,  and  a  wife  that  I  never  look'd  for, 
And  a  ftate  without  expectation : 
So  reft  you  merry,  gentlemen  ! 

Mary.  You  fhall  not ! 
Upon  my  faith,  I  love  you  now  extremely^ 
And  now  I'll  kifs  you. 

no.  This  will  not  do  it,  miilrefs. 

Mary.  Why,  when  we're  married,  we'll  do  more.. 

Seb.  There's  all,  boy, 

The  keys  of  all  I  have.     Come,  let's  be  merry  ! 
For  now  I  fee  thou'rt  right. 

Tho.  Shall  we  to  church  ftraight  ? 

Vol.  Now  prefently  •,  and  there  with  nuptial 
The  holy  prieft  fhall  make  ye  happy  all. 

fho.  Away  then,  fair,  afore  !  [Exeunt  omnes* 


END   OF  THE   FOURTH    VOLUME,, 
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